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PREFACE 

THOUGH  the  sources  whence  these  Stories  are 
derived  are  open  to  every  one,  yet  chance  or 
choice  may  prevent  thousands  from  making  such  sources 
available;  and,  though  the  village  crone  and  mountain 
guide  have  many  hearers,  still  their  circle  is  so  circum- 
scribed, that  most  of  what  I  have  ventured  to  lay  before 
my  readers,  is,  for  the  first  time,  made  tangible  to  the 
greater  portion  of  those  who  do  me  the  favour  to 
become  such. 

In  one  Story,  alone,  (Paddy  the  Piper,)  I  have  no 
claim  to  authorship;  and  this  I  take  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity of  declaring,  although  I  have  a  distinct  note  to 
the  same  effect,  at  the  end  of  the  article  itself;  and,  as 
1  have  entered  upon  my  confessions,  it  is,  perhaps, 
equally  fair  to  state,  that  although  most  of  the  talcs  are 
authentic,  there  is  one,  purely  my  own  invention,  namely, 
"The  Gridiron." 

Many  of  them  were  originally  intended  merely  for  the 
diversion  of  a  few  friends  round  my  own  fire-side  — 
there,  recited  in  the  manner  of  those  from  whom  I 
heard  them,  they  first  made  their  debut,  and  the  flat- 
tering reception  they  met  on  so  minor  a  stage,  led  to 
their  appearance  before  larger  audiences — subsequently, 
I  was  induced  to  publish  two  of  them  in  the  Dublitt 
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Uterary  Gazette^  and  the  favourable  notice  from  con- 
temporary prints,  which  they  received,  has  led  to  the 
publication  of  the  present  volume. 

I  should  not  have  troubled  the  reader,  with  this 
account  of  the  ^  birth,  parentage,  and  education  "  of  my 
literary  bantlings,  but  to  have  it  understood  that  some  of 
them  are  essentially  oral  in  their  character,  and,  I  fear, 
suffer  materially  when  reduced  to  writing.  This  I  men- 
tion en  passant  to  the  critics ;  and  if  I  meet  but  half  as 
good  natured  readers  as  I  have  hitherto  found  auditors^  I 
shall  have  cause  to  be  thankful.  But,  previously  to  the 
perusal  of  the  following  pages,  there  are  a  few  observa- 
tions that  I  feel  are  necessary,  and  which  I  shall  make 
as  concise  as  possible. 

Most  of  the  Stories  are  given  in  the  manner  of  the 
peasantry;  and  this  has  led  to  some  peculiarities  that 
might  be  objected  to,  were  not  the  cause  explained  — 
namely,  frequent  digressions  in  the  course  of  the  narra- 
tive, occasional  adjurations,  and  certain  words  unusually 
spelt.  As  regards  the  first,  I  beg  to  answer,  that  the 
stories  would  be  deficient  in  national  character  without 
it ;  —  the  Irish  are  so  imaginative,  that  they  never  tell 
a  story  straight  forward,  but  constantly  indulge  in  episode  : 
for  the  second,  it  is  only  fair  to  say,  that  in  most  cases, 
the  Irish  peasant's  adjurations  are  not  meant  to  be  in 
the  remotest  degree  irreverent,  but  arise  merely  from  the 
impassioned  manner  of  speaking,  which  an  excitable 
people  are  prone  to;  and  I  trust  that  such  oaths  as 
"  thunder-and-turf,**  or  maledictions,  as  "bad  cess  to 
you,"  will  not  be  considered  very  offensive.  Nay,  I  will 
go  £uther,  and  say,  that  their  frequent  exclamations  of 

•  •  • 
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«*  Lord  be  praised,"  — "  God  betune  uz  and  harm/*  etc. 
have  their  origin  in  a  deeply  reverential  feeling,  and  a 
reliance  on  the  protection  of  Providence.  As  for  the 
orthographical  dilemmas  into  which  an  attempt  to  spell 
their  peculiar  pronunciation  has  led  me,  I  have  ample 
and  most  successful  precedent  in  Mr.  Banim's  works. 
Some  general  observations,  however,  it  may  not  be 
irrelevant  to  introduce  here,  on  the  pronunciation  of 
certain  sounds  in  the  English  language  by  the  Irish 
peasantry.  And  here  I  wish  to  be  distinctly  under- 
stood, that  I  speak  only  of  the  midland  and  western 
districts  of  Ireland  —  and  chiefly  of  the  latter. 

They  are  rather  prone  to  curtailing  their  words ;  of^ 
for  instance,  is  very  generally  abbreviated  into  «'  or  i\ 
except  when  a  succeeding  vowel  demands  a  consonant ; 
and  even  in  that  case  they  would  substitute  v.  The 
letters  d  and  /,  as  finals,  they  scarcely  ever  sound ;  for 
example,  pond,  hand,  slept,  kept,  are  pronounced  pon^  han^ 
ilep^  kep.  These  letters,  when  followed  by  a  vowel,  are 
sounded  as  if  the  aspirate  h  intervened,  as  tender,  letter, 
tindher^  Utther,  Some  sounds  they  sharpen,  and  vice 
versa.  The  letter  ^,  for  instance,  is  mostly  pronounced 
like  I  in  the  word  litter,  as  lind  for  lend,  mind  for  mend, 
etc. ;  but  there  are  exceptions  to  this  rule :  —  Saint  Kevin, 
for  example,  which  they  pronounce  K^vin.  The  letter 
0  they  sound  like  a  in  some  words,  as  oflF,  aff  or  av^ 
thus  softening  they  into  v  —  beyond,  beyant^  thus  sharp- 
ening the  final  d  to  /,  and  making  an  exception  to  the 
custom  of  not  sounding  //  as  a  final  —  in  others,  they  alter 
it  to  ow^  as  old,  owld.  Sometimes  o  is  even  converted 
into  /',  as  spoil,  spile.     In  a  strange  spirit  of  contrariety, 
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while  tbe^  alter  the  sound  of  e  to  that  of  /,  they  substi- 
tute the  latter  for  the  former  sometimes,  as  hinder, 
bendber  —  cinder,  cendber;  s  they  soften  in  z,  as  us, 
«z.  There  are  other  peculiarities  which  this  is  not  an 
appropriate  place  to  dilate  upon.  I  have  noticed  the 
most  obvious.  Nevertheless,  even  these  are  liable  to 
exceptions,  as  the  peasantry  are  quite  governed  by  ear, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  word  of,  which  is  variously  sounded 
o\  Pj  ovy  avj  or  /t;,  as  best  suits  their  pleasure. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  remark  how  utterly  unsystematic 
I  have  been  in  throwing  these  few  remarks  together. 
Indeed  to  classify  (if  it  were  necessary)  that  which  has 
its  birth  in  ignorance,  would  be  a  very  perplexing  under- 
taking. But  I  wished  to  notice  those  striking  peculiari- 
ties of  the  peasant-pronunciation,  which  the  reader  will 
have  frequent  occasion  to  observe  in  the  following 
pages ;  and,  as  a  further  assistance,  I  have  added  a  short 
glossary. 
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INTRODUCTION 

AFTER  my  Stories  were  printed,  I  began  to  think 
what  name  I  should  give  the  volume,  and  this  has 
puzzled  me  more  than  writing  it.  Though  the  matter 
in  the  following  pages  is  perfectly  new,  and  unlike  any 
thing  that  has  gone  before  it^  yet  the  name  that  I  have 
been  obliged  to  adopt,  might  lead  the  public  to  infer  that 
a  certain  resemblance  cannot  but  attach,  where  a  simi- 
larity of  title  exists,  and  that  a  family  likeness  must 
follow  a  family  name.  This,  I  beg  to  say,  is  not  the 
case,  and  with  the  extensive  family  of  "  Legends," 
(fairy  or  otherwise,)  "  Stories,"  "  Traits,"  "  Sketches," 
etc.  there  is  not  a  relationship,  even  within  the  seventh 
degree.  So  much  the  worse,  perhaps,  for  its  goodness ; 
but  I  am  anxious  to  plead  for  its  novelty  only,  and 
therefore  has  giving  it  a  name  been  no  small  trouble  to 

me. 

*«  What  *s  in  a  name  ? " 

says  Shakespeare;  —  but  did  he  live  in  our  days,  he 
would  know  its  value.  In  whatsoever  light  you  view 
it  —  in  whatsoever  scale  it  may  be  weighed  —  name  is  a 
most  important  concern  now-a-days.  In  fashion,  {place 
aux  dames^  literature,  poh'tics,  arts,  sciences,  etc.,  etc. 
name  does  wonders ;  —  it  might  be  almost  said,  every  thing 
—  whether  for  the  introduction  of  a  measure  in  Parlia- 
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ment,  or  in  the  length  of  a  waist,  for  the  success  of  a 
bad  book,  a  new  system,  or  an  old  picture. 

Name,  like  the  first  blow,  is  half  the  battle.  Im- 
pressed with  this  conviction,  every  huckster  now  calls 
his  hovel  a  provision  store — a  barber's  shop  is 
elevated  into  a  Magasin  des  Modes  —  the  long  line  of 
teachers,  under  the  names  of  French  master,  dancing- 
master,  fencing-master,  music-master,  and  all  the  other 
masters,  have  dignified  themselves  with  the  self-bestowed 
title  of  "  PROFESSOR "  —  a  snuiF-and-tobacco  shop  is 
metamorphosed,  for  the  benefit  of  all  **  true  believers," 
into  a  "cigar  divan;**  —  and,  in  St.  Stephen's-Green, 
who  does  not  remember  the  "Pantheon  Phusitek- 
NiicoN  ?  *'  which,  being  rendered  into  English  by  Mr. 

B ,the  ironmonger,  proprietor  of  the  same,  meant 

— "  Pots,  pans,  and  kettles  to  mend." 

Nay,  the  very  venders  of  soaps,  cosmetics,  and  wig- 
oil,  seem  to  understand  the  importance  of  this  pass  to 
public  patronage,  and  storm  its  difficult  heights,  accord- 
ingly, with  the  most  jaw-breaking  audacity.  We  have 
Rowlandson's  Kalydor — Turkish  Sidki — Areka^ox Betel- 
nut  Charcoal  —  Milk  of  Roses,  etc.,  etc.  A  circumnav- 
igation of  the  globe  is  undertaken  to  replenish  their 
vocabularies,  and  the  Arctic  regions  are  ransacked  for 
*'  Bears'  Grease,"  and  the  Tropics  are  rifled  for  **  Ma- 
cassar  Oil** 

Enviable  name !  —  Thou  shalt  live  to  future  ages, 
when  thy  ingenious  inventor  shall  be  no  more  !  —  when 
the  heads  thou  hast  anointed  shall  have  pressed  their  last 
pillow !  Nay,  when  the  very  humbug  that  bears  thy 
name  shall  have  fallen  into  disuse  —  thou,  felicitous 
name,  shalt  be  found  embalmed  in  ^^  immortal  verse," 
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for"  the  mighty  Byron  has  enshrined  thee  in  his  coup- 
lets:— 

**  In  Tirtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 
Save  thine  *  mcomparable  oil,*  Macassar.** 

So  saith  Byron  of  Donna  Inez. 

Descending  still  lower  than  the  venders  as  aforesaid 
noticed,  the  very  dogs  are  concerned  in  this  all-impor* 
tant  thing,  a  name ;  for  you  know  the  memorable  old 
saying,  that  declares,  ^^  You  may  as  well  kill  a  dog,  as 
give  him  a  bad  name." 

Pardon,  then,  the  anxiety  of  an  unfortunate  dog  like 
me,  for  some  name  that  may  lift  him  out  of  his  own 
insignificance ;  or,  to  pursue  the  image,  may  ^^  help  a 
lame  dog  over  the  stile."  —  But  a  name  that  I  could 
wish  for  my  book  is  not  to  be  had  \  so  many  authors 
have  been  before  me,  that  all  the  good  names  are  gone, 
like  the  good  hats  at  a  party.  I  therefore  must  only 
put  the  best  that  is  left  on  the  head  of  my  poor  little 
book,  and  send  it  into  the  world  to  take  its  chance. 
But,  lest  any  prejudice  should  arise  against  it,  from 
wearing  a  caubeen  instead  of  a  beaver,  I  had  better 
tell  my  readers  what  they  shall  find  in  the  following 
pages.  And  as,  in  the  Island  of  Laputa,  there  were 
certain  functionaries  called  ^^  flappers,"  whose  duty  it 
was  to  keep  people  alive  to  their  business,  by  hitting 
them  in  the  face  with  bladders  charged  with  air  and 
a  few  peas,  I  am  now  going  to  undertake  the  office 
of  flapper,  to  awaken  people  to  a  notion  of  what  they 
are  to  expect  in  the  terra  incognita  before  them,  though 
I  shall  not  indulge  in  so  inflated  a  manner  of  doing  so 
as  the  Laputans. 

But  time  is  a  treasure,  (though  one  would  not  suppose 
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I  think  so,  from  the  way  in  which  I  am  now  wasting 
it,)  and  as  its  return  is  beyond  our  power,  we  should  not 
take  that  from  others  which  we  cannot  restore.  Don't 
be  afraid,  sweet  reader :  —  I  am  not  going  to  moralise  — 
it  is  what  I  am  seldom  guilty  of;  besides,  you  might, 
haply,  think  of  Monsieur  Jacques,  when  you  hear 

**  Thefooi  thus  moralise  upon  the  time  ;  ** 

and  I  have  no  desire  that  ^^  your  lungs  begin  to  crow  like 
Chanticleer"  at  me^  however  I  hope  they  may  at  my 
stories. 

But  to  the  point.  I  do  not  wish,  I  say,  to  swindle 
respectable  gentlemen  or  ladies  out  of  their  time;  there- 
fore, I  beg  to  recommend  all  serious  persons  —  your 
masters  of  arts,  your  explorers  of  science,  star-gazing  phi- 
losophers, and  moon-struck  maidens,  LL.  D.'s,  F.  R.  S.'s, 
and  all  other  three-letter  gentlemen,  to  lay  down  this 
book,  even  at  this  very  period.  But,  if  you  be  of  the 
same  mind  with  that  facetious  gentleman,  Rigdum  Fun- 
nidos,  and  agree  with  him,  that 

**  An  ounce  of  mirth  is  worth  a  pound  of  sorrow,** 

then,  I  say,  you  may  as  well  go  on,  and  throw  away 
your  time  in  laughing  at  my  book  as  in  any  other  way 
whatsoever. 

Deep  in  the  western  wilds  of  Ireland  have  I  been 
gathering  those  native  productions  called  Rigmaroles^  to 
contribute  to  your  pleasure.  If  you  be  a  lover  of  rho- 
domontade,  or,  as  Paddy  calls  it,  Rogermontade^  you  had 
better,  in  true  Irish  fashion,  ^^take  a  short  stick  in  your 
hand,"  and  trudge  away  boldly  through  my  duodecimo. 
As  for  ladies  who  are 
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•*  Dwkly,  decpljr,  beautifiiUy  bhic, 
Ai  MMoe  one  Mmewhere  nngi  ibout  the  ica, 
(EKme  mc,  Byron,  that  I  itcal  fram  you)  — 
Do  not,  like  Nannp  —  do  not  •  gang  with  me'  ; " 
for  there  are  no  raptures  nor  Italian  quotations  for  you. 
But,  if  you  have   not   outlived  the   charm    which  the 
wonders  of  the  nursery  talc  produced,  or  if  you  are  yet 
willing  to  commit  such  a  vulgarism  as  a  laugh,  pray  take 
my  arm,  and  allow  me  to  lead  you  into  the  next  p^e, 

I  would  say  a  great  deal  more,  but  that  I  fear,  instead 
of  fulfilling  my  office  of "  flapper,"  I  should  only  set 
people  to  sleep.  I  shall  therefore  conclude,  by  saying  a 
word  or  two  about  the  illustrations. 

They  arc  my  first  attempts  upcm  copper ;  and  what- 
ever aflSnity  there  may  be  between  that  and  hra%i^  which, 
thanks  to  my  countiy,  I  may  not  be  so  much  unused  to, 
yet  I  can  assure  the  critics  there  is  a  marvellous  differ- 
ence between  etching  and  impudence.  Let  me  not  be 
accused  then  of  the  latter,  in  having  attempted  the 
former,  but  some  indulgence  be  granted  to  a  aup  ifeuai. 
So  much  for  the  executive  part;  and,  for  the  designs,  I 
beg  to  say  a  few  words  more,  which  I  shall  ofFer  in  the 
form  of  a 

Notice 

«  tbe 

anliqtiaifan  iadtts 

Should  any  such  august  person.^  as  an  Antiquary 
chance  to  cast  his  eyes  over  the  illustrations  of  this  little 
book,  it  is  humbly  requested  that  his  repose  be  not 
disturbed  in  fancied  anachronisms  in  the  costumes.  We 
«ay,  fandtd,  for  considerable  pains  have  been  bestowed 
in  ucauistsng  the  true  style  of  dress  in  which  each  of 
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our  heroes  flourished,  from  the  narrators  of  their  several 
histories  —  and  who  could  possibly  know  so  well  ? 

Upon  the  testimony  of  the  aforesaid  credible  authority. 
King  O'Toole  wore  a  snufF-coloured,  square-cut  coat, 
with  hanging  sleeves,  and  silver  buttons  —  black  velvet 
inexpressibles,  trunk  hose,  and  high-heeled  shoes,  with 
buckles. 

This  monarch  is  said  to  have  had  a  foible  (what 
monarch  is  without  ?)  in  paying  particular  attention  to 
his  queuiy  of  which  he  was  not  a  little  vain.  He  con- 
stantly, moreover,  wore  a  crown  upon  his  head,  which 
Joe  Irwin  protested  was  ^^  full  half  a  hundred  weight  o' 
goold."  Had  this  fact  been  known  to  the  commenta- 
tors upon  Shakspeare,  they  might  have  been  better  able 
to  appreciate  that  line  of  the  immortal  bard's  — 

**  Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown!  ** 

Saint  Kevin  had  a  little  failing  of  his  own  also,  —  an 
inconsiderate  indulgence  in  smoking,  which  all  anti- 
quaries are  aware,  is  an  ancient  usage  in  Ireland.  The 
pipe  in  his  hat,  therefore,  is  especially  indicative  of  the 
Saint.  It  is  further  understood,  (such  pains  have  been 
taken  to  be  accurate,)  that  the  Saint  ^^  blew  his  cloud  " 
from  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  and  not  directly  forwards, 
as  commonly  practiced.  In  what  slight  things  is  charac^ 
ter  developed  !  —  It  is  quite  natural  that  a  circumventing 
person,  like  Saint  Kevin,  should  have  dealt  in  the  puff 
oblique. 


GLOSSARY 

Jlfiiw  —  A  cudgel. 

Bdd  Scrsm  —  Bad  food. 

BsJ  Win*  )    Malediction.     Cess  is  an  abbreviation  of  suc- 

Bsd  CiJJ   j      cess. 

BditbersbiM  ^  —  It  may  be  so.  i 

BdllyrMg  —  To  scold. 

Cduheen  —  An  old  hat.  Strictly,  a  littU  old  hat.  Een,  in 
Irish,  b  a  diminutive. 

Colleen  Dbas  —  Pretty  girl. 

Cometber  —  Corruption  of  come  hither.  Putting  his  come- 
ther  means  forcing  his  acquaintance. 

Gommocb  —  A  simpleton. 

HMrdiyord—KxTii. 

Hunkers  —  Haunches. 

Kimmeens  —  Sly  tricks. 

Macbree  —  My  dear. 

MMVonrneen  —  My  darling. 

Musba  !  —  An  exclamation,  as  «« Oh,  my  !  "  ««  Oh,  La  !  " 

Voigin  —  A  small  wooden  drinking  vessel. 

Pbillelew  —  An  outcry. 

^  This  I  have  spelled  as  it  is  pronounced.  The  correct  spell- 
ing of  the  phrase  would  be  a  very  puzzling  concern  indeed,  as,  in 
the  original,  it  is  equally  complex  in  construction  to  the  French 
qu^est  ce  que  c*est  que  cela.  I  have  pursued  the  same  rule  with  all 
the  other  Irish  expressions  in  the  Glossary  :  —  First,  because  the 
true  spellings  are  very  unlike  the  sounds ;  MVim,  for  instance,  is 
written,  in  Irish,  Mhuira  —  and  next,  because  my  object  is  only 
to  give  the  reader  an  explanatory  reference  to  the  *'  Stories,**  not 
to  write  an  Irish  vocabulary,  which,  indeed,  I  am  not  prepared  to 
do. 
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Spdlpeen  —  A  contemptible  person. 
Stravdig  —  To  ramble. 
Ulkan  —  The  funeral  cry. 

H^ake  —  Watching  the  body  of  the  departed  previously  to 
interment. 

Wiirastbru  /  —  Mary,  have  pity  ! 
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KING   O'TOOLE   AND   ST.   KEVIN 

A    LEGEND    OF    GLEKDALOUGH 

■■  By  dul  like,  wboK  glcximy  •hore 
Sky-Urk  nerer  wiifala  o^cr, 
WbcR  the  cliff  huifi  high  ind  Keep, 
Young  Saint  Kerin  nole  u  ilcep." 

WHO  has  not  read  of  Saint  Kevin,  celebrated  as  he 
has  been  by  Moore  in  the  melodies  of  his  native 
land,  with  whose  wild  and  impassioned  music  he  has  so 
intimately  entwined  his  name?  Through  him,  in  the 
beautiful  ballad  whence  the  epigraph  of  this  story  is 
quoted,  the  world  already  knows  that  the  sky-brk, 
through  the  intervention  of  the  saint,  never  startles  the 
morning  with  its  joyous  note,  in  the  lonely  valley  of 
Glendatough.  In  the  same  ballad  the  unhappy  passion 
which  the  saint  inspired,  and  the  **  unholy  blue  "  eyes  of 
Kathleen,  and  the  melancholy  fate  of  the  heroine  by  the 
saint's  being  "  unused  to  the  melting  mood,"  arc  also 
celebrated;  as  well  as  the  superstitious  finalt  of  the 
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legend,  in  the  spectral  appearance  of  the  love-lorn 
maiden. 

<<  And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide 
Gently  o*er  the  fatal  tide.** 

Thus  has  Moore  given,  within  the  limits  of  a  ballad, 
the  spirit  of  two  legends  of  Glendalough,  which  other- 
wise the  reader  might  have  been  put  to  the  trouble  of 
reaching  after  a  more  round-about  fashion.  But  luckily 
for  those  commg  after  him,  one  l^end  he  has  left  to  be 

" touched  by  a  hand  more  unworthy  "  — 

and  instead  of  a  lyrical  essence,  the  raw  material  in 
prose  is  offered,  nearly  verbatim  as  it  was  furnished  to 
me  by  that  celebrated  guide  and  boriy  Joe  Irwin,  who 
traces  his  descent  in  a  direct  line  from  the  old  Irish 
kings,  and  warns  the  public  in  general  that  ^^  there 's  a 
power  of  them  spalpeens  sthravaigin*  about,  sthrivin'  to  put 
their  comether  upon  the  quol'ty,  (quality,^)  and  callin' 
themselves  Irwin,  (knowin',  the  thieves  o'  the  world, 
how  his  name  had  gone  far  and  near,  as  the  rale  guide,) 
for  to  deceave  dacent  people;  but  never  for  to  b'lieve 
the  likes  —  for  it  was  only  mulvatherin  people  they  wor." 
For  my  part,  I  promised  never  to  put  faith  in  any  but 
himself;  and  the  old  rogue's  self-love  being  satisfied,  we 
set  out  to  explore  the  wonders  of  Glendalough.  On 
arriving  at  a  small  ruin,  situated  on  the  south-eastern  side 
of  the  lake,  my  guide  assumed  an  air  of  importance,  and 
led  me  into  the  ivy-covered  remains,  through  a  small 
square  doorway,  whose  simple  structure  gave  evidence  of 
its  early  date :  a  lintel  of  stone  lay  across  two  upright 
supporters,  after  the  fashion  of  such  religious  remains  in 
Ireland. 

"This,  Sir,"  said  my  guide,  putting  himself  in  an 
attitude,  "  is  the  chapel  of  King  O'Toole  —  av  coorse 
y'iv  often  heerd  o'  King  O'Toole,  your  honour  ?  " 

^  The  Irish  peasantry  very  generally  call  the  higher  ordets 
"  quality.  •• 
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«  Never/'  said  I. 

"Mtisha,  thin,  do  you  tell  me  so?"  said  he;  ^by 
gor,  I  thought  all  the  world,  far  and  near,  heerd  o' 
King  OToole  — well!  well!!  but  the  darkness  of 
mankind  is  ontellible.  Well,  Sir,  you  must  know,  as 
you  did  n't  hear  it  afore,  that  there  was  wonst  a  king, 
called  King  O'Toole,  who  was  a  fine  ould  king  in  the 
ould  ancient  times,  long  ago;  and  it  was  him  that 
ownded  the  churches  in  the  airly  days/' 

"Surely,"  said  I,  "the  churches  were  not  in  King 
O'Toole's  time  ? " 

**Oh,  by  no  manes,  your  honour  —  troth,  it's  your- 
self that 's  right  enough  there ;  but  you  know  the  place 
is  called  '  The  churches,*  bekase  they  wor  built  afther 
by  Saint  Kavin,  and  wint  by  the  name  o'  the  churches 
iver  more ;  and  therefore,  av  coorse,  the  place  bein'  so 
called,  I  say  that  the  king  ownded  the  churches  —  and 
why  not.  Sir,  seein'  'twas  his  birthright,  time  out  o' 
mind,  beyant  the  flood  ?  Well,  the  king,  you  see,  was 
the  right  sort  —  he  was  the  rale  boy,  and  loved  sport  as 
he  loved  his  life,  and  huntin'  in  partic'lar ;  and  from  the 
risin'  o'  the  sun,  up  he  got,  and  away  he  wint  over  the 
mountains  beyant  afther  the  deer;  and  the  fine  times 
them  wor;  for  the  deer  was  as  plinty  thin,  aye  throth, 
far  plintyer  than  the  sheep  is  now ;  and  that 's  the  way 
it  was  with  the  king,  from  the  crow  o'  the  cock  to  the 
song  o'  the  redbreast." 

"In  this  counthry.  Sir,"  added  he,  speaking  paren- 
thetically in  an  undertone,  "  we  think  it  onlooky  to  kill 
the  redbreast,  for  the  robin  is  God's  own  bird." 

Then,  elevating  his  voice  to  its  former  pitch,  he 
proceeded :  — 

"Well,  it  was  all  mighty  good,  as  long  as  the  king 
had  his  health ;  but,  you  see,  in  coorse  o'  time,  the  king 
grewn  old,  by  raison  he  was  stiff  in  his  limbs,  and  when 
he  got  sthrickcn  in  years,  his  heart  failed  him,  and  he  was 
lost  intirely  for  want  o'  divarshin,  bekase  he  could  n't  go 
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a  huntin'  no  longer;  and,  by  dad,  the  poor  king  was 
oble^ed  at  last  for  to  get  a  goose  to  divart  him." 

Here  an  involuntary  smile  was  produced  by  this  r^al 
mode  of  recreation,  ^^  the  royal  game  of  goose." 

^^Oh,  you  may  laugh,  if  you  like,"  said  he,  half 
affronted,  ^  but  it 's  truth  I  'm  tellin'  you ;  and  the  way 
the  goose  divarted  him  was  this-a-way:  you  see,  the 
goose  used  for  to  swim  acrass  the  lake,  and  go  down 
divin'  for  throut,  (and  not  finer  throat  in  all  Ireland 
than  the  same  throut,)  and  cotch  fish  an  a  Friday  for  the 
king,  and  flew  every  other  day  round  about  the  lake, 
divartin'  the  poor  king,  that  you  'd  think  he  'd  break  his 
sides  laughin'  at  the  frolicsome  tricks  av  his  goose ;  so 
in  coorse  o'  time  the  goose  was  the  greatest  pet  in  the 
counthry,  and  the  biggest  rogue,  and  divarted  the  king 
to  no  end,  and  the  poor  king  was  as  happy  as  the  day 
was  long.  So  that 's  the  way  it  was  \  and  all  went  on 
mighty  well,  antil,  by  dad,  the  goose  got  sthricken  in 
years,  as  well  as  the  king,  and  grewn  stiff  in  the  limbs, 
like  her  masther,  and  could  n't  divart  him  no  longer ; 
and  then  it  was  that  the  po6r  king  was  lost  complate, 
and  did  n't  know  what  in  the  wide  world  to  do,  seein'  he 
was  done  out  of  all  divarshin,  by  raison  that  the  goose 
was  no  more  in  the  flower  of  her  blume. 

"  Well ;  the  king  was  nigh  hand  broken-hearted,  and 
melancholy  intirely,  and  was  walkin'  one  mornin*  by  the 
edge  of  the  lake,  lamentin'  his  cruel  fate,  an'  thinkin'  o' 
drownin'  himself,  that  could  get  no  divarshin  in  life, 
when  all  of  a  suddint,  turnin'  round  the  corner  bey  ant, 
who  should  he  meet  but  a  mighty  dacent  young  man 
comin'  up  to  him. 

"  *  God  save  you,'  says  the  king  (for  the  king  was  a 
civil-spoken  gintleman,  by  all  accounts,)  *  God  save  you,' 
says  he  to  the  young  man. 

" '  God  save  you,  kindly,'  says  the  young  man  to  him 
back  again,  '  God  save  you,'  says  he,  *  King  O'Toole.' 

" '  Thrue  for  you,'  says  the  king,  *  I  am  King  O'Toole,' 
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tays  he,  <  prince  and  plennypennytincheiy  o*  these  parts/ 
sajTS  he ;  ^  but  how  kem  you  to  know  that  ?  *  says  he. 

^  ^  O,  never  mind/  says  Saint  Kavin. 

"  For  you  see,'*  said  old  Joe,  in  his  undertone  again, 
and  looking  very  knowingly,  ^^  it  was  Saint  Kavin,  sure 
enough  —  the  saint  himself  in  disguise,  and  nobody  else. 
^  Oh,  never  mind,'  says  he,  ^  I  know  more  than  that,' 
says  he,  ^  nor  twice  that.' 

^^  ^  And  who  are  you  ? '  said  the  king,  ^  that  makes  so 
bowld  —  who  are  you  at  all  at  all  ? ' 

" '  Oh,  never  you  mind,'  says  Saint  Kavin,  '  who  I 
am ;  you  '11  know  more  o'  me  before  we  part,  King 
OToole,'  sajrs  he. 

" '  I  '11  be  proud  o'  the  knowledge  o'  your  acquaint- 
ance, sir,'  says  the  king,  mighty  p'lite. 

^  ^  Troth,  you  may  say  that,'  says  Saint  Kavin.  ^  And 
now,  may  I  make  bowld  to  ax,  how  is  your  goose.  King 
O'Toole  ? '  says  he. 

^^  ^  Blur-an-agers,  how  kem  you  to  know  about  my 
goose  ? '  says  the  king. 

^^  ^  O,  no  matther ;  I  was  given  to  undherstand  it,'  says 
Saint  Kavin. 

^^^  Oh,  that's  a  folly  to  talk,'  says  the  king  ;  ^bekase 
myself  and  my  goose  is  private  frinds,'  says  he ;  ^  and  no 
one  could  cell  you,'  says  he,  ^  barrin'  the  fairies.' 

^^^Oh  thin,  it  wasn't  the  fairies,'  says  Saint  Kavin; 
^  for  I  'd  have  you  to  know,'  says  he,  ^  that  I  don't  keep 
the  likes  of  sitch  company.' 

^  ^  You  might  do  worse  then,  my  gay  fellow,'  says  the 
king;  ^for  it 's  they  could  show  you  a  crock  o'  money,  as 
aisy  as  kiss  hand  ;  and  that 's  not  to  be  sneezed  at,'  says 
the  king,  ^  by  a  poor  man,'  says  he. 

"  *  Maybe  I  've  a  betther  way  of  making  money  my- 
self,' says  the  saint. 

"  *  By  gor,'  says  the  king, '  barrin'  you  're  a  coiner,' 
says  he,  ^  that 's  impossible ! ' 

^  ^  I  'd  scorn  to  be  the  like,  my  lord  ! '  says  Saint 
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Kavin,  mighty  high,  ^I'd  scorn  to  be  the  like,'  says 
he. 

^  ^  Then,  what  are  you  ? '  says  the  king,  ^  that  makes 
money  so  aisy,  by  your  own  account*' 

^^  ^  I  'm  an  honest  man,'  says  Saint  Kavin. 

^^  ^  Well,  honest  man,'  says  the  king,  ^  and  how  is  it 
you  make  your  money  so  aisy  ? ' 

^^  ^  By  makin'  ould  things  as  good  as  new,'  says  Saint 
Kavin. 

^^  ^  Blur-an-ouns,  is  it  a  tinker  you  are  ? '  says  the  king. 

"  *  No,'  says  the  saint ;  '  I  'm  no  tinker  by  thrade. 
King  O'Toole ;  I  've  a  betther  thrade  than  a  tinker,'  says 
he — ^  what  would  you  say,'  says  he,  ^  if  I  made  your  ould 
goose  as  good  as  new  ? ' 

^^  My  dear,  at  the  word  o'  makin'  his  goose  as  good 
as  new,  you  'd  think  the  poor  ould  king's  eyes  was  ready 
to  jump  out  iv  is  head,  'and,'  says  he — 'troth  thin  I'd 
give  you  more  money  nor  you  could  count,'  says  he, '  if 
you  did  the  like  :  and  I  'd  be  behoulden  to  you  into  the 
bargain.' 

" '  I  scorn  your  dirty  money,'  says  Saint  Kavin. 

'' '  Faith  then,  I  'm  thinkin'  a  thrifle  o'  change  would 
do  you  no  harm,'  says  the  king,  lookin'  up  sly  at  the 
ould  cauheen  that  Saint  Kavin  had  an  him. 

'''I  have  a  vow  agin  it,'  says  the  saint;  'and  I  am 
book  sworn,'  says  he, '  never  to  have  goold,  silver,  or 
brass  in  my  company.' 

"*Barrin'  the  thrifle  you  can't  help,'  says  the  king, 
mighty  cute,  and  lookin'  him  straight  in  the  face. 

"  '  You  just  hot  it,'  says  Saint  Kavin ;  '  but  though  I 
can't  take  money,*  says  he, '  I  could  take  a  few  acres  o' 
land,  if  you  'd  give  them  to  me.' 

'^  'With  all  the  veins  o'  my  heart,'  says  the  king, '  if 
you  can  do  what  you  say.' 

" '  Thry  me  ! '  says  Saint  Kavin.  '  Call  down  your 
goose  here,'  says  he, '  and  I  '11  see  what  I  can  do  for  her.' 

^  With  that,  the  king  whistled,  and  down  kem  the 

8 


King  O^Tooh  and  St,  Kevin 

poor  goose,  all  as  one  as  a  hound,  waddlin'  up  to  the 
poor  ould  cripple,  her  oiastber,  and  as  Itlcc  him  as  two 
f^s.  The  minute  the  saint  clapt  his  eyes  an  the  goose, 
*  I  '11  do  the  job  for  you,'  says  he, '  King  O'Toole ! ' 

"*By  Jamtnee^  says  King  O'Toole,  'if  you  do,  bud 
I  '11  tay  you  're  the  cleverest  fellow  in  the  sivin  parishes.' 

"*Oh, by  dad,' says  Saint  Kavin,  'you  must  say  more 
nor  that  —  my  born 's  not  so  soft  all  out,'  says  he,  <  as  to 
repair  your  ould  goose  for  nothin'  —  what  '11  you  gi'  me, 
if  I  do  the  job  for  you  ?  —  that 's  the  chat,'  says  Saint 
Kavin. 

'*'I'U  give  you  whatever  you  ax,' says  the  king; 
'  u  n't  that  fair  ? ' 

" '  Dtvil  a  fairer,'  says  the  saint ;  '  that 's  the  way  to 
do  business.  Now,'  says  he, '  this  is  the  bargain  I  '11 
make  with  you.  King  O'Toole:  will  you  gi'  me  all  the 
ground  the  goose  flies  over,  the  Arst  offer  afther  I  make 
her  as  good  as  new  \ ' 

" '  I  will,'  says  the  king. 

"  *  You  won't  go  back  o'  your  word  ? '  says  Saint  Kavin. 

" '  Honour  bright ! '  says  King  O'Toole,  howldin'  out 
his  fist." 

Here  old  Joe,  after  applying  his  hand  to  his  mouth, 
and  making  a  sharp,  blowing  sound,  (something  like 
"/i^,")  extended  it  to  illustrate  the  action.' 

"'  Honour  bright,'  says  Saint  Kavin,  back  agin, '  it's 
a  bargain,'  says  he.  '  Come  here,'  says  he  to  the  poor 
ould  goose — 'come  here  you  unfon'natc  ould  cripple," 
says  he, '  and  it 's  /  that  'II  make  you  the  sportin'  bird.' 

•  This  royil  mode  of  concluding  a  bargain  has  descended  in 
hi  original  purity,  from  rhe  days  of  King  O'Toole  to  the  present 
time,  and  ii  constantly  practised  by  the  Irish  peiNaniry.  We  be- 
lieve something  of  luck  is  allribuied  lo  this  same  sharp  bloning  we 
hive  noticed,  and  which,  for  ihesake  of  "  ears  polite,"  \vc  have  not 
ventured  to  call  by  its  right  name  ;  for  to  spealc  truly,  a  slight  es- 
capement of  saliva  lakes  place  at  the  time.  It  is  thus  handttl  is 
given  and  received  ;  and  many  arc  the  virtues  attributed  by  ihe 
lower  order  of  the  Irish,  to  "fasting  spittle." 
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^^  With  that,  my  dear,  he  tuk  up  the  goose  by  the 
two  wings  —  ^  cris  o'  my  crass  an  you,'  says  he,  markin' 
her  to  grace  with  the  blessed  sign  at  the  same  minute  — 
and,  throwin'  her  up  in  the  air,  ^  whew ! '  says  he,  jist 
givin'  her  a  blast  to  help  her;  and  with  that,  my  jewel, 
she  tuk  to  her  heels  flyin'  like  one  o'  the  aigles  them- 
selves, and  cuttin'  as  many  capers  as  a  swallow  before  a 
shower  o'  rain.  Away  she  wint  down  there,  right  for- 
ninst  you,  along  the  side  o'  the  clift,  and  flew  over  Saint 
Kavin's  bed,  (that  is,  where  Saint  Kavin's  bed  is  now^ 
but  was  not  thin^  by  raison  it  was  n't  made,  but  was  con- 
thrived  afther  by  Saint  Kavin  himself,  that  the  women 
might  lave  him  alone)  and  on  with  her  undher  LugduiF, 
and  round  the  ind  av  the  lake  there,  far  beyant,  where 
you  see  the  watherfall,  (though  indeed  it 's  no  watherfall 
at  all  now,  but  only  a  poor  dhribble  iv  a  thing;  but  if 
you  seen  it  in  the  winther,  it  id  do  your  heart  good,  and 
it  roarin'  like  mad,  and  as  white  as  the  dhriven  snow, 
and  rowlin'  down  the  big  rocks  before  it  all  as  one  as 
childher  playin'  marbles)  —  and  on  with  her  thin  right 
over  the  lead  mines  o'  Luganure,  (that  is,  where  the  lead 
mines  is  now^  but  was  not  thiriy  by  raison  they  worn't 
discovered,  but  was  all  goold  in  Saint  Kavin* s  time,) 
Well,  over  the  ind  o'  Luganure,  she  flew,  stout  and 
sturdy,  and  round  the  other  ind  av  the  little  lake,  by  the 
churches,  (that  is,  av  coarse^  where  the  churches  is  now^ 
but  was  not  thin^  by  raison  they  wor  not  built,  but  afther- 
wards  by  Saint  Kavin,)  and  over  the  big  hill  here  over 
your  head,  where  you  see  the  big  clift  —  (and  that  clift 
in  the  mountain  was  made  by  Fan  Ma  Cool^  where  he 
cut  it  acrass  with  a  big  swoord,  that  he  got  made  a  pur- 
pose by  a  blacksmith  out  o'  Rathdrum,  a  cousin  av  his 
own,  for  to  fight  a  joyant  (giant)  that  darr'd  him,  an  the 
Curragh  o'  Kildare ;  and  he  thried  the  swoord  first  an 
the  mountain,  and  cut  it  down  into  a  gap,  as  is  plain  to 
this  day  ;  and  faith,  sure  enough,  it 's  the  same  sauce  he 
sarv'd  the  joyant,  soon  and  suddent  and  chopped  him  in 
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two,  like  a  pratee,  for  the  glory  of  his  sowl  and  owld 
Ireland)  —  well  —  down  she  tiew  over  the  clift,  and  flut- 
tberin'  over  the  wood  theie,  at  Poulanass,  (where  I  showed 
you  the  puny  watherfall  —  and  by  the  same  token,  last 
Thursday  was  a  twelvemonth  sence,  a  young  lady,  Miss 
Rafierty  by  name,  fell  into  the  same  watherfall,  and  was 
nigh  hand  drownded,  and  indeed  would  be  to  this  day, 
but  for  a  young  man  that  jumped  in  afther  her — indeed 
a  smart  uip  iv  a  young  man  he  was ;  he  was  out  o' 
Francis-street,  I  hear,  and  coorted  her  sence,  and  they 
WOT  married,  I  'm  given  to  undherstand,  and  indeed  a 
puity  couple  they  wor.)  Well  —  as  I  said  —  afther 
fluttberio'  over  the  wood  a  little  bit,  to  plaxe  herself, 
the  goose  flcwn  down,  and  lit  at  the  fut  o'  the  king,  as 
fresh  as  a  daisy,  afther  Hyin'  roun'  his  dominions,  just 
as  if  she  had  n't  dew  three  perch. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  it  was  a  beautiful  sight  to  see  the 
king  standin'  with  his  mouth  open,  lookin'  at  his  poor 
owld  goose  flyin'  as  light  as  a  lark,  and  betther  nor  ever 
the  was ;  and  when  she  lit  at  his  fut  he  patted  her  an 
the  head,  and  '  ma  vaurneen,'  says  he,  *  but  you  are  the 
darlint  o'  the  world.' 

**  *  And  what  do  you  say  to  me,'  says  Saint  Kavin, 
*  for  makin'  her  the  like  ? ' 

" '  By  gor,'  says  the  king,  *  I  say  nothin'  bates  the  art 
o'  man,  barrin' '  the  bees.' 

•* » And  do  you  say  no  more  nor  that  ? '  says  Saint 
Kavin. 

'**And  that  I  'm  behoulden  to  you,'  says  the  king. 

"  *  But  will  you  gi'e  mc  all  the  ground  the  goose  flewn 
over? '  says  Saint  Kavin. 

" '  I  will,'  says  King  O'Toole ; '  and  you  're  wclkim  to 
itf'  says  he,  *  though  it 's  the  last  acre  I  have  to  give.' 

"  *  But  you  '11  keep  your  word  thrue  ? '  says  the  saint. 

"  'As  thnic  as  the  sun,"  says  the  king. 

*  Barring  is  coiutantly  used  by  the  Iriib  peasantry  for  txtrpt. 
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^  It 's  well  for  you/  (says  Saint  Kavin,  mighty  shaq>) 
—  'it's  well  for  you.  King  O'Toole,  that  you  said  that 
word,'  says  he ;  '  for  if  you  did  n't  say  that  word,  the 
divil  receave  the  hit  «'  your  goose  id  ever  fly  agin^  says 
Saint  Kavin. 

'^  Oh,  you  need  n't  laugh,"  said  old  Joe,  half  offended 
at  detecting  the  trace  of  a  suppressed  smile ;  '^  you  need  n't 
laugh,  for  it  'j  thruth  I  '»i  tellin*  you. 

'^  Well,  whin  the  king  was  as  good  as  his  word.  Saint 
Kavin  was  plavud  with  him ;  and  thin  it  was  that  he 
made  himself  known  to  the  king.  'And,'  says  he, 
'  King  O'Toole,  you  're  a  dacent  man,'  says  he ;  '  for  I 
only  kem  here  to  thry  you.  You  don'  know  me,'  says 
he,  '  bekase  I  'm  disguised.'  ^ 

" '  Troth,  then,  you  're  right  enough,'  says  the  king, 
'  I  did  n't  perceave  it,'  says  he ;  '  for  indeed  I  never  seen 
the  sign  o'  sper'ts  an  you.' 

" '  Oh  !  that 's  not  what  I  mane,'  says  Saint  Kavin ; 
'  I  mane,  I  'm  deceavin'  you  all  out,  and  that  I  'm  not 
myself  at  all.' 

" '  Blur-an-agers !  thin,'  says  the  king, '  if  you  're  not 
yourself,  who  are  you  ? ' 

'' '  I  'm  Saint  Kavin,'  said  the  saint,  blessin'  himself. 

" '  Oh,  queen  iv  heaven  ! '  says  the  king,  makin'  the 
sign  o'  the  crass  betune  his  eyes,  and  fallin'  down  an  his 
knees  before  the  saint.  '  Is  it  the  great  Saint  Kavin,' 
says  he, '  that  I  've  been  discoursin'  all  this  time,  with- 
out knowin'  it,'  says  he, '  all  as  one  as  if  he  was  a  lump 
of  a  gossoon?  —  and  so  you  're  a  saint  ? '  says  the  king. 

" '  I  am,'  says  Saint  Kavin. 

'' '  By  gor,  I  thought  I  was  only  talking  to  a  dacent 
boy,'  ^  says  the  king. 

'Well,  you  know  the  differ  now,'  says  the  saint. 


(( 


^  A  person  in  a  state  of  drunkenness  b  said  to  be  disguised. 

'  The  English  reader  must  not  imagine  the  saint  to  have  been 
very  juvenile,  from  this  expression  of  the  king*s.  In  Ireland,  a 
man  in  the  prime  of  life  is  called  a  <<  stout  boy.^" 
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^Vm  Saint  Kavin,'  says  he,  ^the  greatest  of  all  the 
taints/ 

^For  Saint  Kavin,  you  must  know,  Sir,"  added  Joe, 
treating  me  to  another  parenthesis,  ^^  Saint  Kavin  is 
counted  the  greatest  of  sdl  the  saints,  bekase  he  went 
to  school  with  the  prophet  Jeremiah. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  that 's  the  way  that  the  place  kem, 
all  at  wanst,  into  the  hands  of  Saint  Kavin ;  for  the 
goose  flewn  round  every  individyial  acreo'  King  O'Toole's 
property  you  see,  heirC  let  into  the  saycret  by  Saint 
Kavin,  who  was  mighty  cute i'^  and  so,  when  he  done 
the  owld  king  out  iv  his  property,  for  the  glory  o'  God,  he 
was  plazed  with  him,  and  he  and  the  king  was  the  best 
o'  friends  iver  more  afther,  (for  the  poor  ould  king  was 
doatin\  you  see)  and  the  king  had  his  goose  as  good  as 
new,  to  divart  him  as  long  as  he  lived  :  and  the  saint 
supported  him,  after  he  kem  into  his  property,  as  I  tould 
you,  antil  the  day  iv  his  death  —  and  that  was  soon 
afther  —  for  the  poor  goose  thought  he  was  ketchin'  a 
throut  one  Friday ;  but  my  jewel,  it  was  a  mistake  he 
made ;  and  instead  of  a  throut,  it  was  a  thievin'  horse- 
eel  ;  ^  and,  by  gor,  instead  iv  the  goose's  killin'  a  throut 
for  the  king's  supper  —  by  dad  the  eel  killed  the  king's 
goose.  And  small  blame  to  him  —  but  he  didn't  ate 
her,  bekase  he  darn't  ate  what  Saint  Kavin  laid  his  blessed 
hand  on. 

**  Howsumdever,  the  king  never  recovered  the  loss  iv 
his  goose,  though  he  had  her  stuffed,  (I  don't  mane  stuffed 
with  pratees  and  inyans,  but  as  a  curosity,)  and  pre- 
sarved  in  a  glass  case  for  his  own  divarshin ;  and  the 

^  Cunning.     An  abbreviation  of  acute. 

*  Eels  of  uncommon  size  arc  said  to  exist  in  the  upper  lake  of 
Glendalough  :  the  guides  in\'ariably  tell  marvellous  stories  of  them  : 
they  describe  them  of  forbidding  aspect,  with  manes  as  large  as  a 
horse's  ;  —  one  of  these  "  slippery  rogues  "  is  said  to  have  amused 
himielf  by  entering  a  pasture  on  the  borders  of  the  lake,  and  eat- 
ing a  conv  — -  maybe  *  t  was  a  buii. 
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poor  king  died  an  the  next  Michaelmas  day,  which  was 
remarkable.  —  Throth^  it*s  thruth  Vm  tellifC  you; — and 
when  he  was  gone,  Saint  Kavin  gev  him  an  iligant  wake, 
and  a  beautiful  berrin' ;  and  more  betoken,  he  said  mass 
for  his  sowlj  and  tuk  care  av  his  goose** 
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" These  things  to  hear 

Wonld  DcKiemoiui  terioualy  iodine." 

Othillo. 

IT  chanced,  amongst  some  of  the  pleasantest  adven- 
tures of  a  tour  through  the  West  of  Ireland,  in 

1825,  that  the  house  of  Mr. of received  me 

as  a  guest.  The  owner  of  the  mansion  upheld  the 
proverbial  reputation  of  his  country's  hospitality,  and 
his  lady  was  of  singularly  winning  manners  and  pos- 
sessed of  much  intelligence  —  an  intelligence,  arising 
not  merely  from  the  cultivation  resulting  from  careful 
education,  but  originating  also  from  the  attention  which 
persons  of  good  sense  bestow  upon  the  circumstances 
which  come  within  the  range  of  their  observatbn. 

Thus,  Mrs. ,  an   accomplished  English  woman, 

instead  of  sneering  at  the  deficiencies  which  a  poorer 
country  than  her  own  laboured  under,  was  willing  to 
be  amused  by  observing  the  difference  which  exists  in 
the  national  character  of  the  two  people,  in  noting 
the  prevalence  of  certain  customs,  superstitions,  etc. ; 
while  the  popular  tales  of  the  neighbourhood  had,  for 
her,  a  charm  which  enlivened  a  sojourn  in  a  remote 
district,  that  must  otherwise  have  proved  lonely. 

To  this  pleasure  was  added  that  of  admiration  of 
the  natural  beauties  with  which  she  was  surrounded ;  the 
noble  chain  of  the  Mayo  mountains,  linking  with  the 
majestic  range  of  those  of  Joyce's  country,  formed  no 
inconsiderable  source  of  picturesque  beauty  and  savage 
grandeur ;  and  when  careering  over  the  waters  of  Lough 
Corrib  that  foamed  at  their  feet,  she  never  sighed  for 
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the  grassy  slopes  of  Hyde-park,  nor  that  unruffled  pond, 
the  Serpentine  river. 

In  the  same  boat  which  often  bore  so  fair  a  charge, 
have  I  explored  the  noble  Lough  Corrib  to  its  remotest 
extremity,  sailing  over  the  depths  of  its  dark  waters, 
amidst  solitudes  whose  echoes  are  seldom  awakened  but 
by  the  scream  of  the  eagle. 

From  this  lady  I  heard  some  characteristic  stories  and 
prevalent  superstitions  of  the  country.  Many  of  these 
she  had  obtained  from  an  old  boatman,  one  of  the  crew 

that  manned  Mr. 's  boat ;  and  often,  as  he  sat  at  the 

helm,  he  delivered  his  ^^  round,  unvarnished  tale ; "  and, 
by  the  way,  in  no  very  measured  terms  either,  whenever 
his  subject  happened  to  touch  upon  the  wrongs  his  coun- 
try had  sustained  in  her  early  wars  against  England, 
although  his  liege  lady  was  a  native  of  the  hostile  land. 
Nevertheless  the  old  Corribean  (the  name  somehow 
has  a  charmingly  savage  sound  about  it)  was  nothing 
loth  to  have  his  fling  at  "the  invaders"  —  a  term  of 
reproach  he  always  cast  upon  the  English. 

Thus  skilled  in  legendary  lore,  Mrs. proved  an 

admirable  guide  to  the  "  lions  "  of  the  neighbourhood ; 
and  it  was  previously  to  a  projected  visit  to  the  Cave 
of  Cong,  that  she  entered  upon  some  anecdotes  relating 
to  the  romantic  spot,  which  led  her  to  tell  me,  that  one 
l^end  had  so  particularly  excited  the  fancy  of  a  young 
lady,  a  friend  of  hers,  that  she  wrought  it  into  the  form 
of  a  little  tale,  which,  she  added,  had  not  been  consid- 
ered ill  done.  "  But,"  said  she,  "  't  is  true  we  were  all 
friends  who  passed  judgment,  and  only  drawing-room 
critics.  You  shall  therefore  judge  for  yourself,  and 
hearing  it  before  you  see  the  cave  will,  at  least,  rather 
increase  your  interest  in  the  visit."  And,  forthwith, 
drawing  from  a  little  cabinet  a  manuscript,  she  read  to 
me  the  following  tale  —  much  increased  in  its  effect  by 
the  sweet  voice  in  which  it  was  delivered. 
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MANUSCRIPT 

PROM    THE    CABINET    OP    MRS. 
A  LEGEND   OF  LOUGH   MASK 


**  All  things  that  we  ordained  festiyal 
Turn  from  thdr  office  to  black  funeral: 
Our  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  h3rmns  to  sullen  dirges  change  ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary.' 

Romeo  and  Juuet. 


»f 


THE  evening  was  closing  fast  as  the  young  Cormac 
O'Flaherty  had  reached  the  highest  acclivity  of 
one  of  the  rugged  passes  of  the  steep  mountains  of 
Joyce's  country.  He  made  a  brief  pause  —  not  to  take 
breath,  fair  reader  —  Cormac  needed  no  breathing  time, 
and  would  have  considered  it  little  short  of  an  insult  to 
have  had  such  a  motive  attributed  to  the  momentary 
stand  he  made,  and  none  that  knew  the  action  of  the 
human  figure  would  have  thought  it ;  for  the  firm  foot- 
ing which  one  beautifully-formed  leg  held  with  youthful 
firmness  on  the  mountain  path,  while  the  other,  slightly 
thrown  behind,  rested  on  the  half-bent  foot,  did  not 
imply  repose,  but  rather  suspended  action.  In  sooth, 
young  Cormac,  to  the  eye  of  a  painter,  might  have 
seemed  a  living  Antinous  —  all  the  grace  of  that  beau- 
tiful antique,  all  the  youth,  all  the  expression  of  sus- 
pended motion  were  there,  with  more  of  vigour  and 
impatience.  He  paused  —  not  to  take  breath,  Sir 
Walter    Scott ;    for    like   your  own   Malcolm    Graeme, 

*'  Right  up  Ben  Lomond  could  he  press, 
And  not  a  sob  his  toil  confcssj" 
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and  our  young  O 'Flaherty  was  not  to  be  outdone  in 
breasting  up  a  mountain  side,  by  the  boldest  Gneme  of 
them  all. 

But  he  lingered  for  a  moment  to  look  back  upon  a 
scene  at  once  sublime  and  gorgeous ;  and  cold  must  the 
mortal  have  been  who  could  have  beheld  and  had  not 
paused. 

On  one  side,  the  Atlantic  lay  beneath  him  brightly 
reflecting  the  glories  of  an  autumnal  setting  sun,  and 
expanding  into  a  horizon  of  dazzling  light ;  on  the  other 
lay  the  untrodden  wilds  before  him,  stretching  amidst  the 
depths  of  mountain  valleys,  whence  the  sun-beam  had 
long  since  departed,  and  mists  were  already  wreathing 
round  the  overhanging  heights,  and  veiling  the  distance 
in  vapoury  indistinctness :  as  though  you  looked  into 
some  wizard's  glass,  and  saw  the  uncertain  conjuration 
of  his  wand.  On  the  one  side  all  was  glory,  light  and 
life  —  on  the  other  all  was  awful,  still,  and  almost  dark. 
It  was  one  of  Nature's  sublimest  moments ;  —  such  as  are 
seldom  witnessed,  and  never  forgotten.^ 

Ere  he  descended  the  opposite  declivity,  Cormac  once 
more  bent  back  his  gaze ;  —  and  now  it  was  not  one 
exclusively  of  admiration  ;  there  was  a  mixture  of  scru- 
tiny in  his  look,  and  turning  to  Diarmid,  a  faithful 
adherent  of  his  family,  and  only  present  companion,  he 
said,  ^^  That  sunset  forebodes  a  coming  storm  *,  does  it  not, 
Diarmid  ? " 

"  Ay,  truly  does  it,"  responded  the  attendant,  "  and 
there's  no  truth  in  the  clouds,  if  we  haven't  it  soon 
upon  us." 

"  Then  let  us  speed,"  said  Cormac  —  "  for  the  high 
hill  and  the  narrow  path  must  be  traversed  ere  our  jour- 
ney be  accomplished."     And  he  sprang  down  the  steep 

^  The  view  from  the  Pass  of  Salruck  in  Cunnemara,  commanding 
at  once  on  one  side  the  great  Killery  harbour,  and  on  the  other  the 
Atlantic  Ocean,  once  afforded  me  just  such  a  magnificent  prospect  as 
the  one  described. 
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and  shingly  pass  before  him,  followed  by  the  faithful 
Diannid. 

••  'T  is  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  to  mark 
Our  coming  —  and  grow  brighter  when  we  come." 

And  there  was  a  bright  eye  watching  for  Cormac,  and 
many  a  love-taught  look  did  Eva  cast  over  the  waters  of 
Lough  Mask,  impatient  for  the  arrival  of  the  O'Flaherty. 
**  Surely  he  will  be  here  this  evening,"  thought  Eva,  "yet 
the  sun  is  already  low,  and  no  distant  oar  disturbs  the 
lovely  quiet  of  the  lake  —  but  may  he  not  have  tarried 
beyond  the  mountains  ?  he  has  friends  there,"  recollected 
Eva,  but  soon  the  maiden's  jealous  fancy  whispered, 
**  he  has  friends  here  too  "  —  and  she  reproached  him  for 
his  delay ;  —  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment. 

"  The  accusing  spirit  blushed  "  —  as  Eva  continued 
her  train  of  conjecture.  "  'T  is  hard  to  part  from  press- 
ing friends,"  thought  she,  "  and  Cormac  is  ever  welcome 
in  the  hall,  and  heavily  closes  the  portal  after  his  departing 
footsteps." 

Another  glance  across  the  lake.  —  'T  is  yet  unrippled 
by  an  oar.  —  The  faint  outline  of  the  dark  grey  moun- 
tains whose  large  masses  lie  unbroken  by  the  detail  which 
day-light  discovers  —  the  hazy  distance  of  the  lake,  whose 
extremity  is  undistinguishable  from  the  overhanging 
cliffs  which  embrace  it  —  the  fading  of  the  western  sky 
—  the  last  lonely  rook  winging  his  weary  way  to  the 
adjacent  wood,  the  flickering  flight  of  the  bat  across  her 
windows  —  all  —  all  told  Eva  the  night  was  fast  approach- 
ing, yet  Cormac  was  not  come.  She  turned  from  the 
casement  with  a  sigh.  —  Oh  !  only  those  who  love  can 
tell  how  anxious  are  the  moments  we  pass  in  watching 
the  approach  of  the  beloved  one. 

She  took  her  harp ;  every  heroine,  to  be  sure,  has  a 
harp :  but  this  was  not  the  pedal  harp,  that  instrument 
par  excellence  of  heroines,  but  the  simple  harp  of  her  coun- 
try, whose  single  row  of  brazen  wires  had  often  rung  to 
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many  a  sprightly  planxty,  long,  long  before  the  double 
action  of  Errard  had  vibrated  to  some  fantasia,  from  Ros- 
sini or  AIcycrb;:s:r,  under  the  brilliant  finger  of  a  Bochsa 
or  a  Labarre. 

But  now  the  harp  of  Eva  did  not  ring  forth  the  spirit- 
stirring  planxty,  but  yielded  to  her  gentlest  touch  one  of 
the  most  soothing  and  plaintive  of  her  native  melodies ; 
and  to  her  woman  sensibility,  which  long  expectation  had 
excited,  it  seemed  to  breathe  an  unusual  flow  of  tender- 
ness and  pathos,  which  her  heated  imagination  conjured 
almost  into  prophetic  wailing.  Eva  paused,  she  was 
alone,  the  night  had  closed,  her  chamber  was  dark  and 
silent.  She  burst  into  tears,  and  when  her  spirits  became 
somewhat  calmed  by  this  gush  of  feeling,  she  arose,  and 
dashing  the  lingering  tear-drops  from  the  long  lashes 
of  the  most  beautiful  blue  eyes  in  the  world,  she 
hastened  to  the  hall,  and  sought  in  the  society  of  others 
to  dissipate  those  feelings  by  which  she  had  been  over- 
come. 

The  night  closed  over  the  path  of  Cormac,  and  the 
storm  he  anticipated  had  swept  across  the  waves  of  the 
Atlantic,  and  now  burst  in  all  its  fury  over  the  moun- 
tains of  Joyce's  country.  The  wind  rushed  along  in 
wild  gusts,  bearing  in  its  sweeping  eddy  heavy  dashes  of 
rain,  which  soon  increased  to  a  continuous  deluge  of  enor- 
mous drops,  rendering  the  mountain  gullies  the  channels 
of  temporary  rivers,  and  the  path  that  wound  along  the 
verge  of  each  precipice,  so  slippery,  as  to  render  its  pas- 
sage death  to  the  timid  or  unwary,  and  dangerous  even  to 
the  firmest  or  most  practised  foot.  But  our  hero  and  his 
attendant  strode  on  —  the  torrent  was  resolutely  passed  — 
its  wild  roar  audible  above  the  loud  thunder-peals  that 
rolled  through  the  startled  echoes  of  the  mountains;  the 
dizzy  path  was  firmly  trod,  its  dangers  rendered  more 
perceptible  by  the  blue  lightnings,  half  revealing  the  depth 
of  the  abyss  beneath,  and  Cormac  and  Diarmid  still  pressed 
on  towards  the  shores  of  Lough  Mask,  unconscious  of 
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the  interruption  that  yet  awaited  them,  fiercer  than  the 
torrent,  and  more  deadly  than  the  lightning. 

As  they  passed  round  the  base  of  a  projecting  crag 
that  flung  its  angular  masses  athwart  the  ravine  through 
which  they  wound,  a  voice  of  brutal  coarseness  suddenly 
arrested  their  progress  with  the  fiercely  uttered  word  of 
"Stand!" 

Cormac  instantly  stopped,  as  instantly  his  weapon  was 
in  his  hand ;  and  with  searching  eye,  he  sought  to  dis- 
cover through  the  gloom,  what  bold  intruder  dared  cross 
the  path  of  the  O'Flaherty.  His  tongue  now  demanded 
what  his  eye  failed  him  to  make  known ;  and  the  same 
rude  voice  that  first  addressed  him,  answered,  "Thy 
mortal  foe  !  — thou  seek'st  thy  bride,  fond  boy,  but  never 
shalt  thou  behold  her  —  never  shalt  thou  share  the  bed  of 
Eva." 

"  Thou  liest !  foul  traitor  !  "  cried  Cormac,  fiercely, 
"  avoid  my  path  —  avoid  it,  I  say,  for  death  is  in  it !  " 

"  Thou  say'st  truly,"  answered  the  unknown,  with  a 
laugh  of  horrid  meaning,  "  come  on,  and  thy  word  shall 
be  made  good  !  " 

At  this  moment,  a  flash  of  lightning  illumined  the 
whole  glen  with  momentary  splendour,  and  discovered  to 
Cormac,  a  few  paces  before  him,  two  armed  men  of 
gigantic  stature,  in  one  of  whom  he  recognised  Emman 
O'Flaherty,  one  of  the  many  branches  of  that  ancient 
and  extensive  family,  equally  distinguished  for  his  personal 
prowess  and  savage  temper. 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  Cormac,  "is  it  Emman  Dubh?" 
for  the  black  hair  of  Emman  had  obtained  for  him  this 
denomination  of  Black  Edward^Ti  name  fearfully  suitable 
to  him  who  bore  it. 

"  Yes,"  answered  he  tauntingly,  "  it  is  Emman  Dubh 
who  waits  the  coming  of  his  fair  cousin ;  you  have  said 
death  is  in  your  path  —  come  on  and  meet  it." 

Nothing  daunted,  however  shocked  at  discovering  the 
midnight  waylayer  of  his  path  in  his  own  relative,  Cormac 
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answered,  "Emman  Dubh,  I  have  never  wronged  you, 
but  since  you  thirst  for  my  blood,  and  cross  my  path,  on 
your  own  head  be  the  penalty,  —  Stand  by  me,  Diarmid," 
said  the  brave  youth;  and  rushing  on  his  Herculean 
enemy,  they  closed  in  mortal  combat. 

Had  the  numbers  been  equal,  the  colossal  strength  of 
Emman  might  have  found  its  overmatch  in  the  activity 
of  Cormac,  and  his  skill  in  the  use  of  his  weapon.  But 
oh  !  the  foul,  the  treacherous  Emman ;  he  dared  his 
high-spirited  rival  to  advance  but  to  entrap  him  into  an 
ambuscade;  for  as  he  rushed  upon  his  foe  past  the  beet- 
ling rock  that  hung  over  his  path,  a  third  assassin,  unseen 
by  the  gallant  Cormac,  lay  in  wait ;  and  when  the  noble 
youth  was  engaged  in  the  fierce  encounter,  a  blow,  dealt 
him  in  the  back,  laid  the  betrothed  of  Eva  lifeless  at  the 
feet  of  the  savage  and  exulting  Emman. 

Restlessly  had  Eva  passed  that  turbulent  night  —  each 
gust  of  the  tempest,  each  flash  of  living  flame  and  burst 
of  thunder  awakened  her  terrors,  lest  Cormac,  the  beloved 
of  her  soul  were  exposed  to  its  fury:  but  in  the  lapses  of 
the  storm,  hope  ventured  to  whisper  he  yet  lingered  in  the 
castle  of  some  friend  beyond  the  mountains.  The  morn- 
ing dawned,  and  silently  bore  witness  to  the  commotion 
of  the  elements  in  the  past  night.  The  riven  branch  of 
the  naked  tree,  that  in  one  night  had  been  shorn  of  its 
leafy  beauty,  the  earth  strown  with  foliage  half  green, 
half  yellow,  ere  yet  the  autumnal  alchemy  had  converted 
its  summer  verdure  quite  to  gold,  gave  evidence  that  an 
unusually  early  storm  had  been  a  forerunner  of  the  equi- 
nox. The  general  aspect  of  nature  too,  though  calm,  was 
cold ;  the  mountains  wore  a  dress  of  sombre  grey,  and 
the  small  scattered  clouds  were  straggling  over  the  face 
of  heaven,  as  though  they  had  been  rudely  riven  asunder, 
and  the  short  and  quick  lash  of  the  waters  upon  the  shore 
of  Lough  Mask,  might  have  told,  to  an  accustomed  eye, 
that  a  longer  wave  and  a  whiter  foam  had  broken  on  its 
strand  a  few  hours  before. 
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But  what  is  that  upthrown  upon  the  beach  ?  And  who 
are  those  who  surround  it  in  such  consternation  ?  It 
is  the  little  skiff  that  was  moored  at  the  opposite  side  of 
the  lake  on  the  preceding  eve,  and  was  to  have  borne 
Cormac  to  his  betrothed  bride ;  and  they  who  identify 
the  shattered  boat  are  those  to  whom  Eva's  happiness  is 
dear;  for  it  is  her  father  and  his  attendants,  who  are 
drawing  ill  omens  from  the  tiny  wreck.  But  they  con- 
ceal the  fact,  and  the  expecting  girl  is  not  told  of  the  evil- 
boding  discovery.  But  days  have  come  and  gone,  and 
Cormac  yet  tarries.  At  length 't  is  past  a  doubt ;  and  the 
father  of  Eva  knows  his  child  is  widowed  ere  her  bridal 
—  widowed  in  heart,  at  least.  And  who  shall  tell  the 
fatal  tale  to  Eva  ?  Who  shall  cast  the  shadow  o'er  her 
soul,  and  make  the  future  darkness  ?  —  Alas  !  ye  feeling 
souls  that  ask  it,  that  pause  ere  ye  can  speak  the  word 
that  blights  for  ever,  pause  no  longer,  for  Eva  knows  it. 
Yes !  from  tongue  to  tongue  —  by  word  on  word  from 
many  a  quivering  lip,  and  meanings,  darkly  given,  the 
dreadful  certainty  at  last  arrived  to  the  bewildered  Eva. 

It  was  nature's  last  effort  at  comprehension ;  her  mind 
was  filled  with  the  one  fatal  knowledge  —  Cormac  was 
gone  for  ever ;  and  that  was  the  only  mental  consciousness 
which  ever  after  employed  the  lovely  Eva. 

The  remainder  of  the  melancholy  tale  is  briefly  told. 
Though  quite  bereft  of  reason,  she  was  harmless  as  a 
child,  and  was  allowed  to  wander  round  the  borders  of 
Lough  Mask,  and  its  immediate  neighbourhood.  A  fa- 
vourite haunt  of  the  still  beautiful  maniac  was  the  Cave  of 
Cong,  where  a  subterranean  river  rushes  from  beneath  a 
low,  natural  arch  in  the  rock,  and  passing  for  some  yards 
over  a  strand  of  pebbles,  in  pellucid  swiftness,  loses  itself 
in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  cavern  with  the  sound  of  a  rapid 
and  turbulent  fall.  This  river  is  formed  by  the  waters 
of  Lough  Mask  becoming  engulphed  at  one  of  its  extrem- 
ities, and  hurrying  through  a  subterranean  channel,  until 
they  rise  again  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Cong,  and  becomes 
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uibutaiy  to  Lough  Corrib.  Here  the  poor  girl  would  sit 
for  hours ;  and,  believing  that  her  beloved  Cormac  had 
been  drowned  in  Lough  MasL,  she  hoped,  in  one  of  those 
half-intelligent  dreams  which  haunt  a  distempered  brain,  to 
anrest  his  body,  as  she  bncied  it  must  pass  through  the 
Cave  of  Cong,  borne  on  the  subterranean  river. 

Month  after  month  passed  byj  but  the  nipping  winter 
and  the  gentle  spring  found  the  lovely  Eva  still  watching 
by  the  stream,  like  some  tutelary  water-nymph  beside  her 
sacred  fountain.  At  length  she  disappeared,  and  though 
the  strictest  search  was  made,  the  broken-hearted  Eva  was 
never  heard  of  more,  and  the  tradition  of  the  country  is, 
that  the  fairies  took  pity  on  a  love  so  devoted,  and  carried 
away  the  ftithful  girl  to  join  her  betrothed  in  faJiyland  \ 

Mrs. closed  the  manuscript,  and  replaced  it  in  the 

little  cabinet. 

"Most  likely,"  said  I,  "poor  Eva,  if  ever  such  a  per- 
son existed  —  " 

"If !"  said  the  fair  reader.  "  Can  you  be  so  ungrateful 
as  to  question  the  truth  of  my  legend,  after  all  the  trouble 
I  have  had  in  reading  it  to  you  ?  Getaway!  A  sceptic  like 
you  is  only  lit  to  hear  the  commonplaces  of  the  daily  press." 

« I  cry  your  pardon,  fair  lady,"  said  L  "  I  am  most 
orthodox  in  l^endary  belief,  and  question  not  the  exist- 
ence of  your  Eva.  I  was  only  about  to  say  that  per- 
chance she  might  have  been  drowned  in  and  carried  away 
by  the  river  she  watched  so  closely," 

"Hush,  hush,"  said  the  fair  chronicler  —  "As  you 
hope  for  ^vour  or  information  in  our  fair  counties  of 
Galway  or  Mayo,  never  dart  to  question  the  truth  of  a 
legend  —  never  venture  a  '  pa-haps '  for  the  purpose  of 
making  a  tale  more  reasonable,  nor  endeavour  to  substitute 
the  reign  of  common  sense,  in  hopes  of  superseding  the 
empire  of  the  fairies.  Go  to-morrow  to  the  Cave  of 
Cong,  and  if  you  return  still  an  unbeliever,  I  give  you  up 
as  an  irreclaimable  infidel." 
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A    LEGEND    OF   CONG 


Thin  the  chill  wive  my  loTC  lia  ander  : 
Sweeter  to  ntt  logetber,  deal, 

Lalla  Rooh. 

THE  next  morning  I  proceeded  alone  to  the  cave,  to 
witness  the  natural  curiosity  of  its  subterranean 
river,  my  interest  in  the  visit  being  somewhat  increased  by 
the  forgoing  talc.     Leaving  my  horse  at  the  little  vill^e 
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of  Cong,  I  bent  my  way  on  foot  through  the  fields,  if  you 
may  venture  to  give  that  name  to  the  surface  of  this  imme- 
diate district  of  the  County  Mayo,  which,  presenting  large 
flat  masses  of  lime-stone,  intersected  by  patches  of  verdure, 
gives  one  the  idea  much  more  of  a  burial  ground  covered 
with  monumental  slabs,  than  a  formation  of  nature.  Yet, 
(I  must  make  this  remark  en  passant^)  such  is  the  richness 
of  the  pasture  in  these  little  verdant  interstices,  that 
cattle  are  fattened  upon  it  in  a  much  shorter  time  than 
on  a  meadow  of  the  most  cultured  aspect ;  and  though 
to  the  native  of  Leinster,  this  land  (if  we  may  be  par- 
doned a  premeditated  bull^  would  appear  all  stones^  the 
Mayo  £irmer  knows  it  from  experience  to  be  a  profitable 
tenure.  Sometimes  deep  clefts  occur  between  these 
laminae  of  lime-stone  rock,  which,  closely  overgrown 
with  verdure,  have  not  unfrequently  occasioned  serious 
accidents  to  man  and  beast ;  and  one  of  these  chasms, 
of  larger  dimensions  than  usual,  forms  the  entrance  to 
the  celebrated  cave  in  question.  Very  rude  steps  of 
unequal  height,  partly  natural  and  partly  artificial,  lead 
the  explorer  of  its  quiet  beauty,  by  an  abrupt  descent,  to 
the  bottom  of  the  cave,  which  contains  an  enlightened 
area  of  some  thirty  or  forty  feet,  whence  a  naturally- 
vaulted  passage  opens,  of  the  deepest  gloom.  The  depth 
of  the  cave  may  be  about  equal  to  its  width  at  the  bot- 
tom :  the  mouth  is  not  more  than  twelve  or  fifteen  feet 
across ;  and  pendant  from  its  margin  clusters  of  ivy  and 
other  parasite  plants  hang  and  cling  in  all  the  fantastic 
variety  of  natural  festooning  and  tracery.  It  is  a  truly 
beautiful  and  poetical  little  spot,  and  particularly  inter- 
esting to  the  stranger,  from  being  unlike  any  thing  else 
one  has  ever  seen,  and  having  none  of  the  noisy  and 
vulgar  pretence  of  regular  show-places^  which  calls  upon 
you  every  moment  to  exclaim  "  Prodigious  !  " 

An  elderly  and  decent  looking  woman  had  just  filled 
her  pitcher  with  the  deliciously  cold  and  clear  water  of 
the  subterranean  river  that  flowed  along  its  bed  of  small, 
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smooth,  and  many-coloured  pebbles,  as  I  arrived  at  the 
bottom,  and  perceiving  at  once  that  I  was  a  stranger,  she 
paused,  partly  perhaps  with  the  pardonable  pride  of 
displaying  her  local  knowledge,  but  more  from  the  native 
peasant-politeness  of  her  country,  to  become  the  tempo- 
rary cicerone  of  the  cave.  She  spoke  some  words  of  Irish, 
and  hurried  forth  on  her  errand  a  very  handsome  and 
active  boy,  of  whom,  she  informed  me,  she  was  great- 
grandmother. 

^  Great-grandmother !  "  I  repeated,  in  unfeigned  as- 
tonishment. 

^Yes,  your  honour,"  she  answered,  with  evident 
pleasure  sparkling  in  her  eyes,  which  time  had  not  yet 
deprived  of  their  brightness,  nor  the  soul-subduing  influ- 
ence of  this  selfish  world  bereft  of  their  kind  hearted 
expression. 

"  You  arc  the  youngest  woman  I  have  ever  seen," 
said  I,  "  to  be  a  great-grandmother." 

**  Troth,  I  don't  doubt  you,  Sir,"  she  answered. 

^  And  you  seem  still  in  good  health,  and  likely  to  live 
many  a  year  yet,"  said  I. 

"  With  the  help  of  God,  Sir,"  said  she,  reverently. 

**  But,"  I  added,  "  I  perceive  a  great  number  of 
persons  about  here  of  extreme  age.  Now,  how  long 
generally  do  the  people  in  this  country  live  ? " 

"  Troth,  Sir,"  said  she,  with  the  figurative  drollery  of 
her  country,  "we  live  here  as  long  as  we  like." 

**  Well,  that  is  no  inconsiderable  privilege,"  said  I ; 
"but  you,  nevertheless,  must  have  married  very  young  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  much  over  sixteen,  your  honour,  when  I 
had  my  first  child  at  my  breast." 

"  That  was  beginning  early,"  said  I. 

"  Thruc  for  you, Sir;  and  faith,  Noreen  —  (that's  my 
daughter.  Sir)  —  Noreen  herself  lost  no  time  either;  I 
suppose  she  thought  she  had  as  good  a  right  as  the 
mother  before  her — she  was  married  at  seventeen,  and 
a  likely  couple  herself  and  her  husband  was.     So  you  see, 
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Sir,  it  was  not  long  before  I  was  a  granny.  Well,  to 
make  the  saying  good,  ^as  the  ould  cock  crows,  the 
young  bird  chemips,'  and  faiks,  the  whole  breed,  seed, 
and  generation,  tuk  after  the  owld  woman  (that 's  my- 
self, Sir);  and  so,  in  coorse  of  time,  I  was  not  only  a 
granny,  but  a  grate  granny;  and,  by  the  same  token, 
here  comes  my  darling  Paudeen  Bawn,^  with  what  I 
sent  him   for." 

Here  the  fine  little  fellow  I  have  spoken  of,  with  his 
long  fair  hair  curling  about  his  shoulders,  descended  into 
the  cave,  bearing  some  faggots  of  bog-wood,  a  wisp  of 
straw,  and  a  lighted  sod  of  turf. 

"  Now,  your  honour,  it  *s  what  you  *11  see  the  pigeon- 
hole to  advantage." 

"  What  pigeon-hole  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Here  where  we  are,"  she  replied. 

"  Why  is  it  so  called  ?  "  I  inquired. 

^^  Because,  Sir,  the  wild  pigeons  often  builds  in  the 
bushes  and  the  ivy  that 's  round  the  mouth  of  the  cave, 
and  in  here  too,"  said  she,  pointing  into  the  gloomy 
depth  of  the  interior. 

"  Blow  that  turf,  Paudeen  ;  "  and  Paudeen,  with  dis- 
tended cheeks  and  compressed  lips,  forthwith  poured  a 
few  vigorous  blasts  on  the  sod  of  turf,  which  soon 
flickered  and  blazed,  while  the  kind  old  woman  lighted 
her  faggots  of  bog-wood  at  the  flame. 

"  Now,  Sir,  follow  me,"  said  my  conductress. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  have  had  so  much  trouble  on  my 
account,"  said  I. 

"  Oh,  no  throuble  in  life,  your  honour,  but  the  greatest 
of  pleasure  ;  "  and  so  saying,  she  proceeded  into  the  cave, 
and  I  followed,  carefully  choosing  my  steps  by  the  help 
of  her  torch-light,  along  the  slippery  path  of  rock  that 
overhung  the  river.  When  she  had  reached  a  point  of 
some   little    elevation,    she    held    up    her    lighted    pine 

1  Fair  little  Paddy. 
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branches,  and  waving  them  to  and  fro,  asked  me  could 
I  see  the  top  of  the  cave. 

The  eiFect  of  her  figure  was  very  fine,  illumined  as  it 
was,  in  the  midst  of  utter  darkness,  by  the  red  glare  of 
the  blazing  fiiggots ;  and  as  she  wound  them  round  her 
head,  and  shook  their  flickering  sparks  about,  it  required 
no  extraordinary  stretch  of  imagination  to  suppose  her, 
with  her  ample  cloak  of  dark  drapery,  and  a  few  strag- 
gling tresses  of  grey  hair  escaping  from  the  folds  of  a 
rather  Eastern  head-dress,  some  Sybil  about  to  commence 
an  awful  rite,  and  evoke  her  ministering  spirits  from  the 
dark  void,  or  call  some  water-demon  from  the  river, 
which  rushed  unseen  along,  telling  of  its  wild  course  by 
the  turbulent  dash  of  its  waters,  which  the  reverberation 
of  the  cave  rendered  still  more  hollow. 

She  shouted  aloud,  and  the  cavern-echoes  answered  to 
her  summons. 

^^Look!"  said  she;  and  she  lighted  the  wisp  of 
straw,  and  flung  it  on  the  stream  :  it  floated  rapidly 
away,  blazing  in  wild  undulations  over  the  perturbed 
surface  of  the  river,  and  at  length  suddenly  disappeared 
altogether.  The  effect  was  most  picturesque  and  start- 
ling :   it  was  even  awful.      I  might  almost  say,  sublime  ! 

Her  light  being  nearly  expired,  we  retraced  our  steps, 
and  emerging  from  the  gloom,  stood  beside  the  river  in 
the  enlightened  area  I  have  described. 

"Now,  Sir,"  said  my  old  woman,  "we  must  thry  and 
see  the  White  Throut ;  and  you  never  seen  a  throut  o' 
that  colour  yet,  I  warrant." 

I  assented  to  the  truth  of  this. 

"  They  say  it 's  a  fairy  throut,  your  honour,  and  tells 
mighty  quare  stories  about  it." 

**  What  arc  they  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Troth,  it 's  myself  docs  n't  know  the  half  o'  them  — 
only  partly:  but  sthrivc  and  sec  it  before  you  go.  Sir; 
for  there  's  them  that  says  it  is  n't  lucky  to  come  to  the 
cave,  and  lave  it  without  sccin'  the  white  throut ;  an*  if 
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you  're  a  bachelor.  Sir,  and  did  n't  get  a  peep  at  it,  throth 
you  'd  never  be  married;  and  sure  that  'id  be  a  murther ! "  ^ 

^^  Oh,"  said  I,  ^^  I  hope  the  fairies  would  not  be  so 
spiteful  —  " 

^^  Whisht — whisht!  "3  said  she,  looking  fearfully 
around;  then,  knitting  her  brows,  she  gave  me  an  ad- 
monitory look,  and  put  her  finger  on  her  lip,  in  token  of 
silence,  and  then  coming  sufficiently  near  me  to  make 
herself  audible  in  a  whisper,  she  said,  ^  Never  spake  ill, 
your  honour,  of  the  good  people  —  beyant  all,  in  sitch  a 
place  as  this  —  for  it 's  in  the  likes  they  always  keep ; 
and  one  does  n't  know  who  may  be  listenin'.  God  keep 
uz!  But  look.  Sir!  look!"  And  she  pointed  to  the 
stream  —  "There  she  is." 

«  Who  ?  what  ?  "  said  I. 

"  The  throut.  Sir." 

I  immediately  perceived  the  fish  in  question,  per- 
fectly a  trout  in  shape,  but  in  colour,  a  creamy  white, 
heading  up  the  stream,  and  seeming  to  keep  constantly 
within  the  region  of  the  enlightened  part  of  it. 

"  There  it  is,  in  that  very  spot  evermore,"  continued 
my  guide,  "  and  never  anywhere  else." 

*'  The  poor  fish,  I  suppose,  likes  to  swim  in  the  light," 
said  I. 

"  Oh,  no,  Sir,"  said  she,  shaking  her  head  significantly, 
"  the  people  here  has  a  mighty  owld  story  about  that 
throut." 

"  Let  me  hear  it,  and  you  will  oblige  me." 

"  Och  !  it 's  only  laughin'  at  me  you  'd  be,  and  call 
me  an  ould  fool,  as  the  misthiss^  beyant  in  the  big 
house*  often  did  afore,  when  she  first  kcm  among  us  — 
but  she  knows  the  differ  now." 

"  Indeed  I  shall  not  laugh  at  your  story,"  said  I, "  but 
on  the  contrary,  shall  thank  you  very  much  for  your  tale." 

"  Then  sit  down  a  minit,  Sir,"  said  she,  throwing  her 

^  A  great  pity.  '  Silence. 

*  The  Lady.  *  A  gentleman's  mansion. 
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apron  upon  a  rock  and  pointing  to  the  seat,  ^^  and  I  'II  tell 
you  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  ; "  and  seating  herself 
on  an  adjacent  patch  of  verdure,  she  began  her  legend. 

^  There  was  wanst  upon  a  time,  long  ago,  a  beautiful 
young  lady  that  lived  in  a  castle  up  by  the  lake  beyant, 
and  they  say  she  was  promised  to  a  king's  son,  and  they 
wor  to  be  married :  when,  all  of  a  suddent,  he  was  mur- 
ther'd,  the  crathur,  (Lord  help  uz)  and  threwn  into  the 
lake  abow,^  and  so,  of  coorse,  he  couldn't  keep  his 
promise  to  the  fair  lady,  —  and  more 's  the  pity. 

^  Well,  the  story  goes  that  she  wint  out  iv  her  mind, 
bekase  av  loosin'  the  king's  son  —  for  she  was  tindher- 
hearted,  God  help  her,  like  the  rest  iv  us  !  —  and  pined 
away  after  him,  until,  at  last,  no  one  about  seen  her,  good 
or  bad,  and  the  story  wint,  that  the  fairies  tuk  her  away. 

"  Well,  Sir,  in  coorse  o'  time,  the  white  throut,  God 
bless  it,  was  seen  in  the  sthrame  beyant ;  and  sure  the 
people  did  n't  know  what  to  think  av  the  crathur,  seein' 
as  how  a  white  throut  was  never  heerd  av  afore  nor 
sence,  and  years  upon  years  the  throut  was  there,  just 
where  you  seen  it  this  blessed  minit,  longer  nor  I  can 
tell,  aye  throth,  and  beyant  the  memory  o'  th'  ouldest  in 
the  village. 

^^  At  last  the  people  began  to  think  it  must  be  a  fairy; 
for  what  else  could  it  be  ?  —  and  no  hurt  nor  harm  was 
iver  put  an  the  white  throut,  antil  some  wicked  sinners 
of  sojers  ^  kem  to  these  parts,  and  laughed  at  all  the 
people,  and  gibed  and  jeered  them  for  thinkin'  o'  the 
likes;  and  one  o'  them  in  partic'lar,  (bad  luck  to  him! 
—  God  forgi'  me  for  sayin'  it,)  swore  he  'd  catch  the 
throut,  and  ate  it  for  his  dinner  —  the  blackguard! 

"Well,  what  would  you  think  o'  the  villiany  of  the 
sojer  —  sure  enough  he  cotch  the  throut,  and  away  wid 
him  home,  and  puts  an  the  fryin'-pan,  and  into  it  he  pitches 
the  purty  little  thing.  The  throut  squealed  all  as  one  as 
a  Chrishthan  crathur,  and, my  dear, you'd  think  the  sojer 

*  Above.  ^  Soldiers. 
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id  split  his  sides  laughin'  —  for  he  was  a  hardened  villian. 
And  when  he  thought  one  side  was  done,  he  turns  it  over 
to  fry  the  other ;  and  what  would  you  think,  but  the  divil 
a  taste  of  a  bum  was  an  it,  at  all  at  all ;  and  sure  the  sojer 
thought  it  was  a  quare  throut  that  could  n't  be  briled ; 
^  but,'  says  he,  ^  I  '11  give  it  another  turn  by  and  by '  — 
liule  thinkin'  what  was  in  store  for  him,  the  haythen. 

^^  Well,  when  he  thought  that  side  was  done,  he  turns 
it  agin  —  and  lo  and  behould  you,  the  divil  a  taste  more 
done  that  side  was  nor  the  other  —  ^  Bad  luck  to  me,'  says 
the  sojer,  ^  but  that  bates  the  world,'  says  he,  ^  but  I  '11 
thry  you  agin,  my  darlint,'  says  he,  ^  as  cunnin'  as  you 
think  yourself  —  and  so,  with  that,  he  turns  it  over  and 
over ;  but  the  divil  a  sign  av  the  fire  was  an  the  purty 
throut.  '  Well,'  says  the  desperate  villian  —  (for  sure. 
Sir,  only  he  was  a  desperate  villian  entirely^  he  might 
know  he  was  doin'  a  wrong  thing,  seein'  that  all  his 
enday vours  was  no  good)  .  '  Well,'  says  he, '  my  jolly 
little  throut,  maybe  you  're  fried  enough,  though  you  don't 
seem  over- well  dress'd  ;  but  you  may  be  better  than  you 
look,  like  a  singed  cat,  and  a  tit-bit,  afther  all,'  says  he ; 
and  with  that  he  ups  with  his  knife  and  fork  to  taste  a 
piece  o'  the  throut,  but,  my  jew'l,  the  minit  he  put  his 
knife  into  the  fish,  there  was  a  murtherin'  screech,  that 
you  'd  think  the  life  id  lave  you  if  you  heerd  it,  and  away 
jumps  the  throut  out  av  the  fryin*-|>an  into  the  middle  o' 
the  flure;^  and  an  the  spot  where  it  fell,  up  riz^  a 
lovely  lady  —  the  beautifullest  young  crathur  that  eyes 
ever  seen,  dressed  in  white,  with  a  band  o'  goold  in  her 
hair,  and  a  sthrame  o'  blood  runnin'  down  her  arm. 

^ '  Look  where  you  cut  me,  you  villian,'  says  she, 
and  she  held  out  her  arm  to  him  —  and  my  dear,  he 
thought  the  sight  id  lave  his  eyes. 

"*  Could  n't  you  lave  me,  cool  and  comfortable  in  the 
river  where  you  snared  me,  and  not  disturb  me  in  my 
duty  ? '  says  she. 

1  Floor.  *  Arose. 
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*^  Well,  he  thrimbled  like  a  dog  in  a  wet  sack,  and  at 
last  he  stammered  out  something  and  begged  for  his  life, 
and  ax'd  her  ladyship's  pardin,  and  said  he  did  n't  know 
she  was  an  duty,  or  he  was  too  good  a  sojer  not  to  know 
betther  nor  to  meddle  wid  her. 

^  ^  I  was  an  duty,  then,'  says  the  lady ;  ^  I  was  watchin' 
for  my  thrue  love,  that  is  comin'  by  wather  to  me,'  says 
she ;  ^  an'  if  he  comes  while  I  am  away,  an'  that  I  miss 
iv  him,  I  '11  turn  you  into  a  pinkeen,^  and  I  'II  hunt  you 
up  and  down  for  evermore,  ^^  while  grass  grows  or  wather 
runs. 

^  Well,  the  sojer  thought  the  life  id  lave  him,  at  the 
thoughts  iv  his  bein'  turned  into  a  pinkeen,  and  begged  for 
marcy  \  and  with  that,  says  the  lady  — 

***  Renounce  your  evil  coorses,'  says  she,  'you  villian, 
or  you  '11  repint  it  too  late;  be  a  good  man  for  the  futhur, 
and  go  to  your  duty  ^  reg'lar.  And  now,'  says  she,  '  take 
me  back,  and  put  me  into  the  river  agin,  where  you  found 
me.' 

**  *  Oh,  my  lady,'  says  the  sojer,  ^  how  could  I  have  the 
heart  to  drownd  a  beautiful  lady  like  you  ? ' 

^  But  before  he  could  say  another  word,  the  lady  was 
vanish'd,  and  there  he  saw  the  little  throut  an  the  ground. 
Well,  he  put  it  an  a  clane  plate,  and  away  he  run  for  the 
bare  life,  for  fear  her  lover  would  come  while  she  was 
away;  and  he  run,  and  he  run,  ever,  till  he  came  to  the 
cave  agin,  and  threw  the  throut  into  the  river.  The 
minit  he  did,  the  wather  was  as  red  as  blood  for  a  little 
while,  by  rayson  av  the  cut,  I  suppose,  until  the  sthrame 
washed  the  stain  away  ;  and  to  this  day,  there 's  a  little  red 
mark  an  the  throut's  side,  where  it  was  cut.^ 

^  Well  Sir,  from  that  day  out,  the  sojer  was  an  althcred 
man,  and  reformed  his  ways,  and  wint  to  his  duty  reg'lar, 

'  Minnow. 

*  The  Irish  peasant  calls  his  attendance  at  the  confessional  ^<  going 
to  his  duty.** 

*  The  fish  has  really  a  red  spot  on  its  side. 
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and  fasted  three  times  a  week,  though  it  was  never  fish  he 
tuk  an  bsxxn*  days :  for  afther  the  fright  he  got,  fish  id 
never  rest  an  his  stomach,  God  bless  us,  savin'  your  pres- 
ence. But  anyhow,  he  was  an  althered  man,  as  I  said 
before ;  and  in  coorse  o'  time  he  left  the  army,  and  turned 
hermit  at  last ;  and  they  say  he  used  to  pray  evermore  fir 
the  sowl  of  the  White   Troutr 
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**  Belof^  to  the  gallows  and  be  hanged,  you  rogue  ;  u  thit  a  place  to  roar 
in  ?  .  .  .retch  me  a  dozen  tUves,  and  itrong  ones  —  these  afe  but  switches 
to  them — I  *U  scratch  your  heads  !  ** 


I 


WAS  sitting   alone  in  the  desolate  church-yard  of 

,  intent  upon  my  "  silent  art,"  lifting  up  my  eyes 

from  my  portfolio  only  to  direct  them  to  the  interesting 
ruin  I  was  sketching,  when  the  deathlike  stillness  that 
prevailed  was  broken  by  a  faint  and  wild  sound,  unlike 
any  thing  I  had  ever  heard  in  my  life.  I  confess  I  was 
startled  —  I  paused  in  my  occupation,  and  listened  in 
breathless  expectation.  Again  this  seemingly-unearthly 
sound  vibrated  through  the  still  air  of  evening,  more 
audibly  than  at  first,  and  partaking  of  the  vibratory  qual- 
ity of  tone  I  have  noticed,  in  so  great  a  degree,  as  to 
resemble  the  remote  sound  of  the  ringing  of  many  glasses 
crowded  together. 

I  arose  and  looked  around  —  no  being  was  near  me, 
and  again,  this  heart-chilling  sound  struck  upon  my  ear; 
its  wild  and  wailing  intonation  reminding  mc  of  the  i^olian 
harp.  Another  burst  was  wafted  up  the  hill,  and  then 
it  became  discernible  that  the  sound  proceeded  from 
many  voices  raised  in  lamentation. 

It  was  the  uUcan.  I  had  hitherto  known  it  only  by 
report ;  for  the  first  time,  now,  its  wild  and  appalling 
cadence  had  ever  been  heard  ;  and  it  will  not  be  wondered 
at  by  those  acquainted  with  it,  that  I  was  startled  on  hear- 
ing it  under  such  circumstances. 
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I  could  now  perceive  a  crowd  of  peasants  of  both  sexes, 
winding  along  a  hollow  way  that  led  to  the  church-yard 
where  I  was  standing,  bearing  amongst  them  the  coffin 
of  the  departed  \  and  ever  and  anon  a  wild  burst  of  the 
ulican  would  arise  from  the  throng,  and  ring  in  wild  and 
startling  unison  up  the  hill,  until  by  a  gradual  and  plaintive 
descent  through  an  octave^  it  dropped  into  a  subdued 
wail ;  and  they  bore  the  body  onward  the  while,  not  in 
the  measured  and  solemn  step  that  custom  (at  least  our 
custom)  deems  decent,  but  in  a  rapid  and  irregular  man- 
ner, as  if  the  violence  of  their  grief  hurried  them  on, 
and  disdained  all  form. 

The  effect  was  certainly  more  impressive  than  that  of 
any  other  funeral  I  had  ever  witnessed,  however  much  the 
^^  pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance,"  of  such  arrays  had  been 
called  upon  to  produce  a  studied  solemnity ;  for  no  hearse 
with  sable  plumes,  nor  chief  mourners,  nor  pall-bearers, 
ever  equalled  in  poetry  or  picturesque  these  poor  people, 
bearing  along  on  their  shoulders,  in  the  stillness  of  even- 
ing, the  body  of  their  departed  friend  to  its  "  long  home." 
The  women  raising  their  arms  above  their  heads,  in  the 
untaught  action  of  grief;  their  dark  and  ample  cloaks 
waving  wildly  about,  agitated  by  the  varied  motions  of 
their  wearers,  and  their  wild  cry  raised  in  lament 


<<  Most  musical,  most  melancholy 


f» 


At  length  they  reached  the  cemetery,  and  the  coffin 
was  borne  into  the  interior  of  a  ruin,  where  the  women 
still  continued  to  wail  for  the  dead,  while  half  a  dozen 
athletic  young  men  immediately  proceeded  to  prepare  a 
grave  ;  and  seldom  have  I  seen  finer  fellows,  or  men  more 
full  of  activity :  their  action,  indeed,  bespoke  so  much 
life  and  vigour,  as  to  induce  an  involuntary  and  melan- 
choly contrast  with  the  object  on  which  that  action  was 
bestowed. 

Scarcely  had  the  spade  upturned  the  green  sod  of  the 
burial  ground,  when  the  wild  peal  of  the  ulican  again 
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was  heaud  at  a  distance.  The  young  men  paused  in  their 
work,  and  turned  their  heads,  as  did  all  the  bystanders, 
towards  the  point  whence  the  sound  proceeded. 

We  soon  perceived  another  funeral-procession  wind 
round  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  immediately  the  grave- 
makers  renewed  their  work  with  redoubled  activity ;  while 
exclamations  of  anxiety  on  their  part,  for  the  completion 
of  their  work,  and  of  encouragement  from  the  lookers-on, 
resounded  on  all  sides ;  and  such  ejaculations  as  ^  Hurry, 
boys,  hurry  ! "  —  "  Stir  yourself,  Paddy  !  "  _  «  That 's 
your  sort,  Mike  !  "  —  "  Rouse  your  sowl ! "  etc. ,  etc. 
resounded  on  all  sides.  At  the  same  time,  the  second 
funeral  party  that  was  advancing,  no  sooner  perceived 
the  church-yard  already  occupied,  than  they  directly 
quickened  their  pace,  as  the  wail  rose  more  loudly  and 
wildly  from  the  train ;  and  a  detachment,  bearing  pick 
and  spade,  forthwith  sallied  from  the  main  body,  and 
dashed  with  headlong  speed  up  the  hill.  In  the  mean 
time,  an  old  woman,  with  streaming  eyes  and  dishevelled 
hair,  rushed  wildly  from  the  ruin  where  the  first  party  had 
borne  their  coffin,  towards  the  young  athletes  I  have 
already  described  as  working  with  ^^  might  and  main," 
and  addressing  them  with  all  the  passionate  intensity  of  her 
country,  she  exclaimed,  ^^  Sure  you  would  n't  let  them  have 
the  advantage  of  uz,  that>a>way,  and  lave  my  darlin'  boy 
wandherin'  about,  dark  an'  'lone  in  the  long  nights. 
Work,  boys !  work !  for  the  bare  life,  and  the  mother's 
blcssin'  be  an  you,  and  let  my  poor  Paudeen  have  rest." 

I  thought  the  poor  woman  was  crazed,  as  indeed  her 
appearance  and  vehemence  of  manner,  as  well  as  the  (to 
me)  unintelligible  address  she  had  uttered,  might  well 
induce  me  to  believe,  and  I  questioned  one  of  the  bystand- 
ers accordingly. 

"  An'  is  it  why  she  *s  goin'  wild  about  it,  you  're  axin'  ? " 
said  the  person  I  addressed,  in  evident  wonder  at  my  ques- 
tion. ^^Sure  then  I  thought  all  the  world  knew  that,  let 
alone  a  gintleman  like  you,  that  ought  to  be  knowledgable : 
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and  sure  she  does  n't  want  the  poor  boy  to  be  walking  as 
of  coorse  he  must,  barrin'  they  're  smart." 

^^  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  I,  ^^  I  don't  understand 
you." 

"  Whisht !  whisht,"  said  he ;  "  here  they  come,  by  the 
powers,  and  the  Gallaghers  at  the  head  o'  them,"  as  he 
looked  towards  the  new-comers'  advanced-guard,  who  had 
now  gained  the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  leaping  over  the 
boundary-ditch  of  the  cemetery,  advanced  towards  the 
group  that  surrounded  the  grave,  with  rapid  strides  and  a 
resolute  air. 

^^  Give  over  there,  I  bid  you,"  said  a  tall  and  ably-built 
man  of  the  party,  to  those  employed  in  opening  the 
ground,  who  still  plied  their  implements  with  energy. 

"Give  over,  or  it'll  be  worse  for  you.  Didn't  you 
hear  me,  Rooney  ?  "  said  he,  as  he  laid  his  muscular  hand 
on  the  arm  of  one  of  the  party  he  addressed,  and  arrested 
him  in  his  occupation. 

*'  I  did  hear  you,"  said  Rooney  ;  "  but  I  did  n't  heed 
you." 

^^  I  'd  have  you  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,"  said 
the  former. 

''  You  're  mighty  ready  to  give  advice  that  you  want 
yourself,"  rejoined  the  latter,  as  he  again  plunged  the 
spade  into  the  earth. 

"Lave  off,  I  tell  you  ! "  said  our  Hercules,  in  a  higher 
tone  ;  "  or,  by  this  and  that,  I  '11  make  you  sorry !  " 

"  Arrah  !  what  brings  you  here  at  all  ?  "  said  another 
of  the  grave-makers,  "  breedin'  a  disturbance  ?  " 

"  What  brings  him  here,  but  mischief  ?  "  said  a  grey- 
haired  man,  who  undertook,  with  national  peculiarity,  to 
answer  one  interrogatory  by  making  another,  —  "  there's 
always  a  quarrel,  wherever  there 's  a  Gallagher."  For 
it  was  indeed  one  of  ^^  the  Gallaghers  "  that  the  peasant  I 
spoke  to  noticed  as  being "  at  the  head  o'  them,"  who 
was  assuming  so  bold  a  tone. 

"  You  may  thank  your  grey  hairs,  that  I  don't  make 
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yoa  repent  o'  your  words,"  said  Gallagher;  and  his  brow 
darkened  as  he  spoke. 

^  Time  was,"  said  the  old  man,  ^^  when  I  had  some- 
thing surer  than  grey  hairs  to  make  such  as  you  respect 
me ; "  and  he  dr^w  himself  up  with  an  air  of  patriarchal 
dignity,  and  displayed,  in  his  still-expansive  chest  and 
commanding  height,  the  remains  of  a  noble  figure,  that 
bore  testimony  to  the  truth  of  what  he  had  just  uttered. 
The  old  man's  eye  kindled  as  he  spoke  —  but 't  was  only 
for  a  moment;  and  the  expression  of  pride  and  defiance 
was  succeeded  by  that  of  coldness  and  contempt. 

^^  I  'd  have  beat  you  blind  the  best  day  ever  you  seen," 
said  Gallagher,  with  an  impudent  swagger. 

^  Throth,  you  would  n't,  Gallagher ! "  said  a  contempo- 
rary of  the  old  man  ;  ^^but  your  consait  bates  the  world  ! " 

"  That  *s  thrue,"  said  Rooney.  "  He  's  a  great  man 
intirely  in  his  own  opinion.  I  'd  make  a  power  of 
money  if  I  could  buy  Gallagher  at  my  price,  and  sell  him 
at  his  own^ 

A  low  and  jeering  laugh  followed  this  hit  of  my  friend 
Rooney ;  and  Gallagher  assumed  an  aspect  so  lowering, 
that  a  peasant,  standing  near  me,  turned  to  his  compan- 
ion and  said,  significantly,  ^^  By  gor,  Ned,  there  '11  be  wigs 
an  the  green  afore  long ! " 

And  he  was  quite  right. 

The  far-off  speck  on  the  horizon,  whence  the  prophetic 
eye  of  a  sailor  can  foretell  the  coming  storm,  is  not  more 
nicely  discriminated  by  the  mariner,  than  the  symptoms 
of  an  approaching  fray  by  an  Irishman ;  and  scarcely  had 
the  foregoing  words  been  uttered,  than  I  saw  the  men 
tucking  up  their  long  frieze  coats  in  a  sort  of  jacket, 
fashion  —  thus  getting  rid  of  their  taihy  like  game-cocks 
before  a  battle.  A  more  menacing  grip  was  taken  by 
the  bearer  of  each  stick  (a  usual  appendage  of  Hiber- 
nians) ;  and  a  general  closing-in  of  the  bystanders  round 
the  nucleus  of  dissatisfaction,  made  it  perfectly  apparent 
that  hostilities  must  soon  commence. 
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I  was  not  long  left  in  suspense  about  such  a  catas- 
trophe, for  a  general  outbreaking  soon  took  place, 
commencing  in  the  centre  with  the  principab  already 
noticed,  and  radiating  throughout  the  whole  circle, 
until  a  general  action  ensued,  and  the  belligerents 
were  dispersed  in  various  hostile  groups  over  the  church- 
yard. 

I  was  a  spectator  from  the  topmost  step  of  a  stile  lead- 
ing into  the  burial-ground,  deeming  it  imprudent  to  linger 
within  the  precincts  of  the  scene  of  action,  when  my 
attention  was  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  a  horseman, 
who  galloped  up  the  little  stony  road,  and  was  no  sooner 
at  my  side,  than  he  dismounted,  exclaiming,  at  the  top  of 
his  voice,  ^^  Oh  !  you  reprobates,  lave  off  I  tell  you,  you 
heathens  !     Are  you  Christians  at  all?  " 

I  must  here  pause  a  moment  to  describe  the  person  of 
the  horseman  in  question.  He  was  a  tall,  thin,  pale  man 
—  having  a  hat,  which,  from  exposure  to  bad  weather, 
had  its  broad  slouching  brim  crimped  into  many  fantastic 
involutions  —  its  crown  somewhat  depressed  in  the  mid- 
dle, and  the  edges  of  the  same  exhibiting  a  napless 
paleness,  very  far  removed  from  its  original  black ;  no 
shirt-collar  sheltered  his  angular  jaw-bones  —  a  narrow 
white  cravat  was  drawn  tightly  round  his  spare  neck  — 
a  single-breasted  coat,  of  rusty  black,  with  standing  col- 
lar, was  tightly  buttoned  nearly  up  to  his  chin,  and  a 
nether  garment  of  the  same,  with  large  silver  knee-buckles, 
meeting  a  square-cut  and  buckram-like  pair  of  black 
leather  boots,  with  heavy,  plated  spurs,  that  had  seen  the 
best  of  their  days,  completed  the  picture.  His  horse  was 
a  small  well-built  hack,  whose  long  rough  coat  would 
have  been  white,  but  that  soiled  litter  had  stained  it  to  a 
dirty  yellow ;  and  taking  advantage  of  the  liberty  which 
the  abandoned  rein  afforded,  he  very  quietly  turned  him 
to  the  little  fringe  of  grass  which  bordered  each  side  of  the 
path,  to  make  as  much  profit  of  his  time  as  he  might, 
before  his  rider  should  resume  his  seat  in  the  old  high- 

40 


The  Battle  of  the  Berrins 

pommelled  saddle,  which  he  had  vacated,  in  uttering  the 
ejaculations  I  have  recorded. 

This  person,  then,  hastily  mounting  the  stile  on  which 
I  stood,  with  rustic  politeness  said,  ^^  By  your  leave. 
Sir,**  as  he  pushed  by  me  in  haste,  and  jumping  from 
the  top  of  the  wall,  proceeded  with  long  and  rapid  strides 
towards  the  combatants,  and  brandishing  a  heavy  thong 
whip  which  he  carried,  he  began  to  lay  about  him  with 
equal  vigour  and  impartiality  on  each  and  every  of  the 
peace-breakers,  both  parties  sharing  in  the  castigation 
thus  bestowed  with  the  most  even,  and  I  might  add, 
^An^-handed  justice. 

My  surprise  was  great,  on  finding,  that  all  the  blows 
inflicted  by  this  new  belligerent,  instead  of  being  resented 
by  the  assaulted  parties,  seemed  taken  as  if  resistance 
against  this  potent  chastiser  were  vain,  and  in  a  short 
time  they  all  fled  before  him,  like  so  many  frightened 
school-boys  before  an  incensed  pedagogue,  and  huddled 
themselves  together  in  a  crowd,  which  at  once  became 
pacified  at  his  presence. 

Seeing  this  result,  I  descended  from  my  perch,  and 
ran  towards  the  scene  that  excited  my  surprise  in  no 
ordinary  degree.  I  found  this  new-comer  delivering  to 
the  multitude  he  had  quelled,  a  severe  reproof  for  their 
^  unchristian  doings,"  as  he  termed  them ;  and  it  became 
evident  that  he  was  the  pastor  of  the  flock,  and  it  must 
be  acknowledged,  a  very  turbulent  flock  he  seemed  to 
have  of  it. 

This  admonition  was  soon  ended.  It  was  certainly 
impressive,  and  well  calculated  for  the  audience  to  whom 
it  was  delivered,  as  well  from  the  simplicity  of  its  lan- 
guage, as  the  solemnity  of  its  manner,  which  was  much 
enhanced  by  the  deep  and  somewhat  sepulchral  voice  of 
the  speaker.  "  And  now,"  added  the  pastor,  "  let  me 
ask  you  for  what  you  were  fighting  like  so  many  wild 
Indians ;  for  surely  your  conduct  is  liker  to  savage 
creatures  than  men  that  have  been  bred  up  in  the  hear- 
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A  pause  of  a  few  seconds  followed  this  question  ;  and, 
at  length,  some  one  ventured  to  answer  from  amongst 
the  crowd,  that  it  was  ^^  in  regard  of  the  berrin/' 

^^  And  is  not  so  solemn  a  sight,"  asked  the  priest,  ^  as 
the  burial  of  the  departed,  enough  to  keep  down  the  evil 
passions  of  your  hearts  ?  ** 

^^  Throth  then,  and  plaze  your  Riverince,  it  was  nothin* 
ill-nathured  in  life,  but  only  a  good-nathured  turn  we 
wor  doin'  for  poor  Paudeen  Mooney,  that 's  departed  \ 
and  sure  it 's  to  your  Riverince  we  'U  be  goin'  immadi- 
antly  for  the  masses  for  the  poor  boy's  sowL''  Thus 
making  interest  in  the  offended  quarter,  with  an  address 
for  which  the  Irish  peasant  is  pre-eminently  distinguished. 

^^  Tut !  tut !  "  rapidly  answered  the  priest ;  anxious, 
perhaps,  to  silence  this  very  palpable  appeal  to  his  own 
interest.  ^^  Don't  talk  to  me  about  doing  a  good-natured 
turn.  Not,"  added  he,  in  a  subdued  under-tone,  ^^  but 
that  prayers  for  the  souls  of  the  faithful  departed  are  en- 
joined by  the  church ;  but  what  has  that  to  do  with 
your  scandalous  and  lawless  doings  that  I  witnessed  this 
minute  ?  and  you  yourself,'*  said  he,  addressing  the  last 
speaker,  "  one  of  the  busiest  with  your  alpeen  ?  I  'm 
afraid  you  're  rather  fractious,  Rooney — take  care  that  I 
don't  speak  to  you  from  the  altar." 

"Oh,  God  forbid  that  your  Riverince  id  have  to 
do  the  like,"  said  the  mother  of  the  deceased,  already 
noticed,  in  an  imploring  tone,  and  with  the  big  tear- 
drops chasing  each  other  down  her  cheeks;  "and  sure 
it  was  only  they  wanted  to  put  my  poor  boy  in  the 
ground  first^  and  no  wondher  sure,  as  your  Riverince 
knaws^  and  not  to  have  my  poor  Paudeen — " 

"Tut!  tut!  woman,"  interrupted  the  priest,  waving 
his  hand  rather  impatiently,  ^^  don't  let  me  hear  any 
foUy." 

"  I  ax  your  Riverince's  pardon,  and  sure  it 's  myself 
that  id  be  sorry  to  offind  my  clargy  —  God's  blessin'  be 
an  them  night  and  day  !     But  I  was  only  goin'  to  put  in 
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a  word  for  Mikee  Rooney,  and  sure  it  was  n't  him  at  all^ 
nor  would  n't  be  any  of  us,  only  for  Shan  Gallagher, 
that  would  n*t  leave  us  in  pace." 

^  Gallagher !  "  said  the  priest,  in  a  deeply-reproachful 
tone.     «  Where  is  he  ?  " 

Gallagher  came  not  forward,  but  the  crowd  drew 
back,  and  left  him  revealed  to  the  priest.  His  aspect 
was  that  of  sullen  indifference,  and  he  seemed  to  be  the 
only  person  present  totally  uninfluenced  by  the  presence 
of  his  pastor,  who  now  advanced  towards  him,  and  ex- 
tending his  attenuated  hand  in  the  attitude  of  denuncia- 
tion towards  the  offender,  said  very  solemnly  — 

^^  I  have  already  spoken  to  you  in  the  house  of  wor- 
ship, and  now,  once  more,  I  warn  you  to  beware.  Riot 
and  battle  are  found  wherever  you  go,  and  if  you  do  not 
speedily  reform  your  course  of  life,  I  shall  expel  you 
from  the  pale  of  the  church,  and  pronounce  sentence  of 
excommunication  upon  you  from  the  altar." 

Every  one  appeared  awed  by  the  solemnity  and 
severity  of  this  address  from  the  outset,  but  when  the 
word  "  excommunication  "  was  uttered,  a  thrill  of  horror 
seemed  to  run  through  the  assembled  multitude;  and 
even  Gallagher  himself  I  thought  betrayed  some  emotion 
on  hearing  the  terrible  word.  Yet  he  evinced  it  but  for 
a  moment,  and  turning  on  his  heel,  he  retired  from  the 
ground  with  something  of  the  swagger  with  which  he 
entered  it.  The  crowd  opened  to  let  him  pass,  and 
opened  widely,  as  if  they  sought  to  avoid  contact  with 
one  so  fearfully  denounced. 

"  You  have  two  coffins  here,"  said  the  clergyman, 
"  proceed  therefore  immediately  to  make  two  graves, 
and  let  the  bodies  be  interred  at  the  same  time,  and  I 
will  read  the  service  for  the  dead." 

No  very  great  time  was  consumed  in  making  the 
necessary  preparation.  The  "narrow  beds"  were  made, 
and  as  their  tenants  were  consigned  to  their  last  long 
sleep,  the  solemn  voice  of  the  priest  was  raised  in  the 
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^^  De  Profundis ;  "  and  when  he  had  concluded  the  short 
and  beautiful  psalm,  the  friends  of  the  deceased  closed 
the  graves,  and  covered  them  neatly  with  fresh-cut  sods, 
which  is  what  Paddy  strj  metaphorically  calls 

"  Putting  the  daisy  quilt  over  him/* 

The  clergyman  retired  from  the  church-jrard,  and  I 
followed  his  footsteps  for  the  purpose  of  introducing 
myself  to  ^^  his  reverence,"  and  seeking  from  him  an  ex- 
planation of  what  was  still  a  most  unfathomable  mystery 
to  me,  namely,  the  cause  of  quarrel,  which,  from  certain 
passages  in  his  address  to  the  people  I  saw  he  under- 
stood, though  so  slightly  glanced  at.  Accordingly,  I 
overtook  the  priest,  and,  as  the  Irish  song  has  it, 

<<  To  him  I  obnoxiously  made  my  approaches/* 

He  received  me  with  courtesy,  which,  though  not  savour- 
ing much  of  intercourse  with  polished  circles,  seemed  to 
spring  whence  all  true  politeness  emanates  —  from  a 
good  heart. 

I  begged  to  assure  him  it  was  not  an  impertinent 
curiosity,  which  made  me  desirous  of  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  the  cause  of  the  fray  which  I  had  wit- 
nessed, and  he  had  put  a  stop  to  in  so  summary  a 
manner;  and  hoped  he  would  not  consider  it  an  in- 
trusion if  I  applied  to  him  for  that  purpose. 

"  No  intrusion  in  life.  Sir,"  answered  the  priest  very 
frankly,  and  with  a  rich  brogue^  whose  intonation  was 
singularly  expressive  of  good-nature.  It  was  the  speci- 
men of  brogue  I  have  never  met  but  in  one  class,  the 
Irish  gentleman  of  the  last  century  —  an  accent,  which, 
though  it  possessed  all  the  characteristic  traits  of  ^^the 
brogue,"  was  at  the  same  time  divested  of  the  slightest 
trace  of  vulgarity.  This  is  not  to  be  met  with  now,  or 
at  least  very  rarely.  An  attempt  has  been  made  by 
those  who  fancy  it  genteel,  to  graft  the  English  accent 
upon  the  Broguish  stem  —  and  a  very  bad  fruit  it  has 
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produced.  The  truth  is,  the  accents  of  the  two 
countries  could  never  be  happily  blended;  and  far 
from  making  a  pleasing  amalgamation,  it  conveys  the 
idea  that  the  speaker  is  endeavouring  to  escape  from  his 
own  accent  for  what  he  considers  a  superior  one ;  and  it 
is  this  attempt  to  be  fine,  which  so  particularly  allies 
the  idea  of  vulgarity  with  the  tone  of  brogue  so  often 
heard  in  the  present  day. 

Such,  I  have  said,  was  not  the  brogue  of  the  Rev. 
Phelim  Roach,  or  Father  Roach,  as  the  peasants  called 
him ;  and  his  voice,  which  I  have  earlier  noticed  as 
almost  sepulchral,  I  found  derived  that  character  from 
the  feeling  of  the  speaker  when  engaged  in  an  admoni- 
tory address ;  for  when  employed  on  colloquial  occasions, 
it  was  no  more  than  what  might  be  called  a  rich  and 
deep  manly  voice.  So  much  for  Father  Roach,  who 
forthwith  proceeded  to  enlighten  me  on  the  subject  of 
the  funeral,  and  the  quarrel  arising  therefrom. 

''  The  truth  is.  Sir,  these  poor  people  are  possessed  of 
many  foolish  superstitions  ;  and  however  we  may,  zsmen^ 
pardon  them,  looking  upon  them  as  fictions  originating 
in  a  warm  imagination,  and  finding  a  ready  admission 
into  the  minds  of  an  unlettered  and  susceptible  peasantry, 
we  cannot,  as  pastors  of  the  flock,  admit  their  belief  to 
the  poor  people  committed  to  our  care." 

This  was  quite  new  to  me  ;  to  find  a  clergyman  of 
the  religion  I  had  hitherto  heard  of  as  being  par  excel- 
lenccy  abounding  in  superstition,  denouncing  the  very 
article  in  question.  —  But  let  me  not  interrupt  Father 
Roach. 

"  The  superstition  I  speak  of,"  continued  he,  "  is  one 
of  the  many,  these  warm  hearted  people  indulge  in,  and 
is  certainly  very  poetical  in  its  texture." 

"  But,  Sir,"  interrupted  my  newly-made  acquaintance, 
pulling  forth  a  richly  chased  gold  watch  of  antique  work- 
manship, that  at  once  suggested  ideas  of  the  ^^  hon  vieux 
tempsy*  *^  I  must  ask  your  pardon,  I  have  an  engagement 
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to  keep  at  the  little  hut  I  call  my  home,  which  obliges 
me  to  proceed  there  forthwith.  If  you  have  so  much 
time  to  spare  as  will  enable  you  to  walk  with  me  to 
the  end  of  this  little  road,  it  will  suffice  to  make  you 
acquainted  with  the  nature  of  the  superstition  in 
question." 

I  gladly  assented ;  and  the  priest,  disturbing  the  nib- 
bling occupation  of  his  hack,  threw  the  rein  over  his  arm, 
and  the  docile  little  beast  following  him  on  one  side  as 
quietly  as  I  did  on  the  other,  he  gave  me  the  following 
account  of  the  cause  of  all  the  previous  riot,  as  we  wound 
down  the  little  stony  path  that  led  to  the  main  road. 

^^  There  is  a  belief  amongst  the  peasantry  in  this  par- 
ticular district,  that  the  ghost  of  the  last  person  interred 
in  the  church-yard,  is  obliged  to  traverse,  unceasingly, 
the  road  between  this  earth  and  purgatory,  carrying 
water  to  slake  the  burning  thirst  of  those  confined  in 
that  ^  limbo  large ; '  and  that  the  ghost  is  thus  obliged 
to  walk 

*  Through  the  dead  waste  and  middle  of  the  night,* 

until  some  fresh  arrival  of  a  tenant  to  the  '  narrow  house,' 
supplies  a  fresh  ghost  to  'relieve  guard,'  if  I  may  be 
allowed  so  military  an  expression ;  and  thus,  the  supply 
of  water  to  the  sufferers  in  purgatory  is  kept  up  un- 
ceasingly." ^ 

Hence  it  was  that  the  fray  had  arisen,  and  the  poor 
mother's  invocation, "  that  her  darling  boy  should  not  be 
left  to  wander  about  the  church-yard  dark  and  lone  in 
the  long  nights,"  became  at  once  intelligible. 

Father  Roach  gave  me  some  curious  illustrations  of 
the  different  ways  in  which  this  superstition  influenced 
his  "  poor  people,"  as  he  constantly  called  them ;  but  I 

^  A  particularly  affectionate  husband,  before  depositing  the  re- 
mains of  his  departed  wife  in  the  grave,  placed  a  pair  of  new 
brogues  in  her  coffin,  that  she  might  not  have  to  v^k  all  the  way 
to  purgatory  barefooted.     This  was  vouched  for  as  a  fact. 
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suppose  my  readers  have  had  quite  enough  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  I  shall  therefore  say  no  more  of  other  ^^  cases 
in  point,"  contented  with  having  given  them  one  ex- 
ample, and  recording  the  existence  of  a  superstition, 
which,  however  wild,  undoubtedly  owes  its  existence  to 
an  affectionate  heart  and  a  poetic  imagination. 
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I  FOUND  the  company  of  Father  Roach  so  pleasant, 
that  I  accepted  an  invitation  which  he  gave  me, 
when  we  arrived  at  the  termination  of  our  walk,  to 
breakfast  the  next  morning  at  his  little  hut,  as  he  called 
the  unpretending,  but  neat  cottage  he  inhabited,  a  short 
mile  distant  from  the  church-yard  where  we  first  met. 
I  repaired,  accordingly,  the  next  morning,  at  an  early 
hour  to  my  appointment,  and  found  the  worthy  pastor 
ready  to  receive  me.  He  met  me  at  the  little  avenue, 
(not  that  I  mean  to  imply  any  idea  of  grandeur  by  the 
term),  which  led  from  the  main  road  to  his  dwelling  — 
it  was  a  short  narrow  road,  bordered  on  each  side  by 
alder  bushes,  and  an  abrupt,  awkward  turn,  placed  you 
in  front  of  the  humble  dwelling  of  which  he  was  mas- 
ter :  the  area  before  it,  however,  was  clean,  and  the 
offensive  dunghill,  the  intrusive  pig,  and  barking  cur- 
dog  were  not  the  distinguishing  features  of  this,  as  un- 
fortunately they  too  often  are  of  other  Irish  cottages. 

On  entering  the  house,  an  elderly  and  comfortably* 
clad  woman  curtsied  as  we  crossed  the  threshold,  and  I 
was  led  across  an  apartment,  whose 

**  Neatly  sanded  floor  —  *' 

(an  earthen  one,  by  the  way)  —  we  traversed  diagonally 
to  an  opposite  corner,  where  an  open  door  admitted  us 
into  a  small  but  comfortable  boarded  apartment,  where 
breakfast  was  laid,  unostentatiously  but  neatly,  and  in- 
viting to  the  appetite,  as  far  as  that  could  be  stimulated 
by  a  white  cloth,  most  promising  fresh  butter,  a  plate  of 
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eridently  fresh  eggs,  and  the  best  of  cream,  whose  rich 
white  was  most  advantageously  set  off,  by  the  plain  blue 
ware  of  which  the  ewer  was  composed ;  add  to  this,  an 
ample  cake  of  fresh  griddle  bread,  and 

••  Though  last,  not  least," 

the  savoury  smell  that  arose  from  a  rasher  of  bacon, 
which  announced  itself  through  the  medium  of  more 
senses  than  one  ;  for  its  fretting  and  fuming  in  the  pan, 
pbying  many  an  ingenious  variation  upon  ^^fiz  and 
whiz !  " 

''Gave  dreadful  note  of  preparation/* 

But  I  must  not  forget  to  notice  the  painted  tin  tea- 
canister  of  mine  host,  which  was  emblazoned  with  the 
talismanic  motto  of 

"  O'Conncll  and  Liberty  ;  " 

and  underneath  the  semicircular  motto  aforesaid,  ap« 
peared  the  rubicund  visage  of  a  lusty  gentleman  in 
a  green  coat,  holding  in  his  hand  a  scroll  inscribed  with 
the  dreadful  words,  "Catholic  rent," 

<<  Unpleasing  most  to  Brunswick  ears,** 

which  was  meant  to  represent  no  less  a  personage  than 
the  "Great  Liberator"  himself. 

While  breakfast  was  going  forward,  the  priest  and 
myself  had  made  no  inconsiderable  advances  towards 
intimacy.  Those  who  have  mingled  much  in  the  world, 
have  often,  no  doubt,  experienced  like  myself,  how 
much  easier  it  is  to  enter  at  once,  almost,  into  friendship 
with  some,  before  the  preliminaries  of  common  acquaint- 
ance can  be  established  with  others. 

Father  Roach  was  one  of  the  former  species.  Wc 
soon  sympathized  with  each  other,  and  becoming,  as  it 
were,  at  once  possessed  of  the  keys  of  each  other's  free- 
masonry, we  mutually  unlocked  our  confidence.  This 
led  to  many  an  interesting  conversation  with  the  good 
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father,  while  I  remained  in  his  neighbourhood.  He 
gave  me  a  sketch  of  his  life  in  a  few  words.  It  was 
simply  this :  he  was  a  descendant  of  a  family  that  had 
once  been  wealthy  and  of  large  possessions  in  the  very 
county,  where,  as  he  said  himself,  he  was  ^  a  pauper." 

^^  For  what  else  can  I  call  myself,"  said  the  humble 
priest,  ^^  when  I  depend  on  the  gratuitous  contributions 
of  those  who  are  little  better  than  paupers  themselves  for 
my  support  ?     But  God's  will  be  done." 

His  forefathers  had  lost  their  patrimony  by  repeated 
forfeitures,  under  every  change  of  power  that  had  dis- 
tracted the  unfortunate  Island  of  which  he  was  a  native  ;  ^ 
and  for  him  and  his  brothers,  nothing  was  left  but 
personal  exertion. 

''  The  eider  boys  would  not  remain  here,"  said  he, 
"  where  their  religion  was  a  barrier  to  their  promotion. 
They  went  abroad,  and  oflFered  their  swords  to  the  service 
of  a  foreign  power.  They  fought  and  fell  under  the 
banners  of  Austria,  who  disdained  not  the  accession  of 
all  such  strong  arms  and  bold  hearts,  that  left  their 
native  soil,  to  be  better  appreciated  in  a  stranger  land. 

^  Thb  has  been  too  often  the  case  in  Ireland.  Separated  as  the 
country  is  from  the  seat  of  government,  it  is  only  lately  that  the 
interests  of  Ireland  have  been  an  object  to  Great  Britain.  To  say 
nothing  of  the  earlier  oppressions  and  confiscations,  the  adherents 
of  the  first  Charles  in  Ireland  were  crushed  by  Cromwell.  The 
forfeitures  under  the  Commonwealth  were  tremendous —  **  Hell  or 
Connaught,""  still  lives  as  a  proverb.  Charles  II.  was  not  careful 
to  repair  the  wrongs  which  his  subjects  suffered  for  being  adherents 
of  his  father;  and  yet  their  loyalty  remained  unshaken  to  the  faithless 
race,  in  the  person  of  the  second  James.  A  new  series  of  for- 
feitures then  ensued  under  William  the  Third  ;  and  thus,  by  de- 
grees, the  principal  ancient  families  of  Ireland  had  their  properties 
wrested  from  them,  and  bestowed  upon  the  troopers  of  successive 
invaders ;  and  for  what  ?  attachment  to  the  kings  to  whom  they 
had  sworn  allegiance.  The  Irish  have  been,  most  unjustly,  often 
denominated  rebels.  We  shall  find,  the  truth  is,  if  we  consult 
history,  their  great  misfortune  has  been  that  they  were  only  too 
loyal.     But  England  b,  at  length,  desirous  of  doing  Ireland  justice. 
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^  I,  and  a  younger  brother,  who  lost  his  father  ere  he 
could  feel  the  loss,  remained  in  poor  Ireland.  I  was 
a  sickly  boy,  and  was  constantly  near  my  beloved  mother 

—  God  rest  her  soul !  —  who  early  instilled  into  my  in- 
fant mind,  deeply  reverential  notions  of  religion,  which 
at  length  imbued  my  mind  so  strongly  with  their  influ- 
ence, that  I  determined  to  devote  my  life  to  the  priest- 
hood. I  was  sent  to  St.  Omer  to  study,  and  on  my 
return,  was  appointed  to  the  ministry,  which  I  have  ever 
since  exercised  to  the  best  of  the  ability  that  God  has 
vouchsafed  to  his  servant." 

Such  was  the  outline  of  Father  Roach's  personal  and 
family  history. 

In  some  of  the  conversations  which  our  intimacy 
originated,  I  often  sought  for  information,  touching  the 
peculiar  doctrines  of  his  church,  and  the  discipline  which 
its  followers  are  enjoined  to  adopt.  I  shall  not  attempt 
to  weary  the  reader  with  an  account  of -our  arguments ; 
for  the  good  Father  Roach  was  so  meek,  as  to  con- 
descend to  an  argument  with  one  unlearned  as  myself, 
and  a  heretic  to  boot ;  nor  to  detail  some  anecdotes  that 
to  me  were  interesting  on  various  points  in  question.  I 
shall  reserve  but  one  fact  —  and  a  most  singular  one  it  is 

—  to  present  to  my  readers  on  the  subject  of  confession. 
Speaking    upon    this    point,    I    remarked    to    Father 

Roach,  that  of  all  the  practices  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  that  of  confession  I  considered  the  most  bene- 
ficial within  the  range  of  its  discipline. 

He  concurred  with  me  in  admitting  it  as  highly  ad- 
vantageous to  the  sinner.  I  ventured  to  add  that  I  con- 
sidered it  very  beneficial  also  to  the  person  sinned 
against. 

"  Very  true,"  said  Father  Roach  ;  "  restitution  is 
often  made  through  its  agency." 

"  But  in  higher  cases  than  those  you  allude  to,"  said 
I ;  "  for  instance,  the  detection  of  conspiracies,  unlawful 
meetings,  etc.,  etc." 
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^^  Confession,"  said  he,  somewhat  hesitatingly,  ^  does 
not  immediately  come  into  action  in  the  way  you  allude 


to. 


I  ventured  to  hint,  rather  cautiously,  that  in  this  king- 
dom, where  the  Roman  Catholic  religion  was  not  the 
one  established  by  law,  that  there  might  be  some  reserve 
between  penitent  and  confessor,  on  a  subject  where  the 
existing  government  might  be  looked  upon  something  in 
the  light  of  a  step-mother.^ 

A  slight  flush  passed  over  the  priest's  pallid  face  — 
^^  No,  no,"  said  he ;  ^^  do  not  suspect  us  of  any  foul 
play  to  the  power  under  which  we  live.  —  No  !  — But 
recollect,  the  doctrine  of  our  church  is  this,  —  that  what- 
soever penance  may  be  enjoined  on  the  offending  peni- 
tent by  his  confessor,  his  crime,  however  black,  must  in 
all  cases  be  held  sacred,  when  its  acknowledgment  is 
made  under  the  seal  of  confession." 

"In  all  cases  ?  "  said  I. 

**  Without  an  exception,"  answered  he. 

"  Then,  would  you  not  feel  it  your  duty  to  give  a  mur- 
derer up  to  justice  ?  " 

The  countenance  of  Father  Roach  assumed  an  instan- 
taneous change,  as  if  a  sudden  pang  shot  through  him  — 
his  lip  became,  suddenly,  ashy  pale,  he  hid  his  face  in  his 
hands,  and  seemed  struggling  with  some  deep  emotion.  I 
feared  I  had  offended,  and  feeling  quite  confused,  began 
to  stammer  out  some  nonsense,  when  he  interrupted  me. 

"  Do  not  be  uneasy,"  said  he.  "  You  have  said 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  but  your  words  touched  a 
chord,"  and  his  voice  trembled  as  he  spoke,  "  that  cannot 
vibrate  without  intense  pain  ;  "  and  wiping  away  a  tear 
that  glistened  in  each  humid  eye,  "  I  shall  tell  you  a 
story,"  said  he, ''  that  will  be  the  strongest  illustration  of 
such  a  case  as  you  have  supposed ; "  and  he  proceeded 
to  give  me  the  following  narrative. 

^  This  was  previously  to  the  )>assing  of  the  Roman  Catholic  re- 
lief biU. 
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**T  HAVE  already  made  known  unto  you,  that  a  younger 
JL  brother  and  myself  were  left  to  the  care  of  my 
mother — best  and  dearest  of  mothers!"  said  the  holy 
man,  sighing  deeply,  and  clasping  his  hands  fervently, 
while  his  eyes  were  lifted  to  heaven,  as  if  love  made  him 
conscious  that  the  spirit  of  her  he  lamented  had  found  its 
eternal  rest  there  —  "  thy  gentle  and  affectionate  nature 
sunk  under  the  bitter  trial,  that  an  all-wise  providence  was 
pleased  to  visit  thee  with  !  —  Well,  Sir,  Frank  was  my 
mother's  darling  ;  not  that  you  are  to  understand  by  so 
saying,  that  she  was  of  that  weak  and  capricious  tone 
of  mind  which  lavished  its  care  upon  one  at  the  expense 
of  the  others  —  far  from  it  :  never  was  a  deep  store  of 
maternal  love  more  equally  shared,  than  among  the  four 
brothers  ;  but  when  the  two  seniors  went  away,  and  I 
was  some  time  after  sent,  for  my  studies,  to  St.  Omer, 
Frank  became  the  object  upon  which  all  the  tenderness 
of  her  affectionate  heart  might  exercise  the  little  maternal 
cares,  that  hitherto  had  been  divided  amongst  many. 
Indeed,  my  dear  Frank  deserved  it  all :  his  was  the 
gentlest  of  natures,  combined  with  a  mind  of  singular 
strength  and  brilliant  imagination.  In  short,  as  the  phrase 
has  it,  he  was  '  the  flower  of  the  flock,*  and  great  things 
were  expected  from  him.  It  was  some  time  after  my 
return  from  St.  Omer,  while  preparations  were  making 
for  advancing  Frank  in  the  pursuit  which  had  been 
selected  as  the  business  of  his  life,  that  every  hour  which 
drew  nearer  to  the  moment  of  his  departure  made  him 
dearer,  not  only  to  us,  but  to  all  who  knew  him,  and  each 
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friend  claimed  a  day  that  Frank  should  spend  with  him, 
which  always  passed  in  recalling  the  happy  hours  they  had 
already  spent  together,  in  assurances  given  and  received 
of  kindly  remembrances  that  still  should  be  cherished,  and 
in  mutual  wishes  for  success,  with  many  a  hearty  prophecy 
from  my  poor  Frank's  friends,  ^  that  he  would  one  day 
be  a  great  man.* 

^^One  night,  as  my  mother  and  myself  were  sitting  at 
home  beside  the  fire,  expecting  Frank's  return  from  one 
of  these  parties,  my  mother  said,  in  an  unusually  anxious 
tone,  ^  I  wish  Frank  was  come  home.' 

^^^What  makes  you  think  of  his  return  so  soon?' 
said  I. 

^  ^  I  don't  know,'  said  she ;  ^  but  somehow,  I  'm  uneasy 
about  him.' 

" '  Oh,  make  yourself  quiet,'  said  I, '  on  that  subject ; 
we  cannot  possibly  expect  Frank  for  an  hour  to  come  yet.' 

*' Still,  my  mother  could  not  become  calm,  and  she 
fidgetted  about  the  room,  became  busy  in  doing  nothing, 
and  now-and-then  would  go  to  the  door  of  the  house  to 
listen  for  the  distant  tramp  of  Frank's  horse  ;  but  Frank 
came  not. 

^^More  than  the  hour  I  had  named,  as  the  probable 
time  of  his  return,  had  elapsed,  and  my  mother's  anxiety 
had  amounted  to  a  painful  pitch  ;  and  I  began,  myself,  to 
blame  my  brother  for  so  long  and  late  an  absence.  Still, 
I  endeavoured  to  calm  her,  and  had  prevailed  on  her,  to 
seat  herself  again  at  the  fire,  and  commenced  reading  a 
page  or  two  of  an  amusing  book,  when,  suddenly  she 
stopped  me,  and  turned  her  head  to  the  window  in  the 
attitude  of  listening. 

" '  It  is  !  it  is  ! '  said  she ;  *  I  hear  him  coming.' 

"  And  now  the  sound  of  a  horse's  feet  in  a  rapid  pace 
became  audible.  She  arose  from  her  chair,  and  with  a 
deeply-aspirated  *  Thank  God !  '  went  to  open  the  door 
for  him  herself.  I  heard  the  horse  now  pass  by  the  win- 
dow; in  a  second  or  two  more,  the  door  was  opened,  and 
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iiiftandy,  a  fearful  scream  from  my  mother  brought  me 
hastily  to  her  assistance.  I  found  her  lying  in  the  hall 
in  a  deep  swoon  —  the  servants  of  the  house  hastily 
crowded  to  the  spot,  and  gave  her  immediate  aid.  I  ran 
to  the  door  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  my  mother's  alarm, 
and  there  I  saw  Frank's  horse  panting  and  foaming,  and 
the  saddle  empty.  That  my  brother  had  been  thrown, 
and  badly  hurt,  was  the  first  thought  that  suggested  itself; 
and  a  car  and  horse  were  immediately  ordered  to  drive  in 
the  direction  he  had  been  returning ;  but  in  a  few  min- 
utes, our  fears  were  excited  to  the  last  degree,  by 
discovering  there  was  blood  on  the  saddle. 

^  We  all  experienced  inconceivable  terror  at  the  dis- 
covery, but,  not  to  weary  you  with  details,  suffice  it  to  say, 
that  we  commenced  a  diligent  search,  and  at  length  arrived 
at  a  small  by-way  that  turned  from  the  main  road,  and  led 
through  a  bog,  which  was  the  nearest  course  for  my 
brother  to  have  taken  homewards,  and  we  accordingly 
began  to  explore  it.  I  was  mounted  on  the  horse  my 
brother  had  ridden,  and  the  animal  snorted  violently,  and 
exhibited  evident  symptoms  of  dislike  to  retrace  this 
by-way,  that,  I  doubted  not,  he  had  already  travelled  that 
night ;  and  this  very  fact  made  me  still  more  apprehen- 
sive, that  some  terrible  occurrence  must  have  taken  place, 
to  occasion  such  excessive  repugnance  on  the  part  of  the 
animal.  However,  I  urged  him  onward,  and  telling 
those  who  accompanied  me,  to  follow  with  what  speed 
they  might,  I  dashed  forward,  followed  by  a  faithful  dog 
of  poor  Frank's.  At  the  termination  of  about  half  a 
mile,  the  horse  became  still  more  impatient  of  restraint, 
and  started  at  every  ten  paces ;  and  the  dog  began  to  tra- 
verse the  little  road,  giving  an  occasional  yelp,  sniffing 
the  air  strongly,  and  lashing  his  sides  with  his  tail  as  if 
on  some  scent.  At  length  he  came  to  a  stand,  and  beat 
about  within  a  very  circumscribed  space — yelping  oc- 
casionally, as  if  to  draw  my  attention.  I  dismounted 
immediately,  but  the  horse  was  so   extremely   restless, 
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that  the  difficulty  I  had  in  holding  him  prevented  me 
from  observing  the  road  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  which 
I  carried.  I  perceived,  however,  it  was  very  much 
trampled  hereabouts,  and  bore  evidence  of  having  been 
the  scene  of  a  struggle.  I  shouted  to  the  party  in  the 
rear,  who  soon  came  up,  and  lighted  some  fiiggots  of  bog- 
wood  which  they  brought  with  them  to  assist  in  our 
search,  and  we  now  more  clearly  distinguished  the  marks 
I  have  alluded  to.  The  dog  still  howled,  and  indicated  a 
particular  spot  to  us ;  and  on  one  side  of  the  path,  upon 
the  stunted  grass,  we  discovered  a  quantity  of  fresh 
blood,  and  I  picked  up  a  pencil-case  that  I  knew  had 
belonged  to  my  murdered  brother — for  I  now  was  com- 
pelled to  consider  him  as  such ;  and  an  attempt  to 
describe  the  agonised  feelings  which  at  that  moment  I 
experienced  would  be  vain.  We  continued  our  search 
for  the  discovery  of  his  body  for  many  hours  without 
success,  and  the  morning  was  far  advanced  before  we 
returned  home.  How  changed  a  home  from  the  preced- 
ing day  !  My  beloved  mother  could  scarcely  be  roused, 
for  a  moment,  from  a  sort  of  stupor  that  seized  upon 
her,  when  the  paroxysm  of  frenzy  was  over,  which 
the  awful  catastrophe  of  the  fatal  night  had  produced. 
If  ever  heart  was  broken,  hers  was.  She  lingered 
but  a  few  weeks  after  the  son  she  adored,  and  sel- 
dom spoke  during  the  period,  except  to  call  upon  his 
name. 

^^But  I  will  not  dwell  on  this  painful  theme.  Suffice 
it  to  say  —  she  died  ;  and  her  death,  under  such  circum- 
stances, increased  the  sensation  which  my  brother's  mys- 
terious murder  had  excited.  Yet,  with  all  the  horror 
which  was  universally  entertained  for  the  crime,  and  the 
execrations  poured  upon  its  atrocious  perpetrator,  still, 
the  doer  of  the  deed  remained  undiscovered  ;  and  even  I, 
who  of  course  was  the  most  active  in  seeking  to  develop 
the  mystery,  not  only  could  catch  no  clue  to  lead  to  the 
discovery  of  the  murderer,  but  failed  even  to  ascertain 

56 


tAAA^aafe^ 


The  Priest'* s  Story 

where  the  mangled  remains  of  my  lost  brother  had  been 
deposited. 

"  It  was  nearly  a  year  after  the  fatal  event,  that  a 
penitent  knelt  to  me,  and  confided  to  the  ear  of  his 
confessor  the  misdeeds  of  an  ill-spent  life ;  I  say  of 
his  whole  life  —  for  he  had  never  before  knelt  at  the 
confessional. 

"  Fearful  was  the  catalogue  of  crime  that  was  revealed 
to  me  —  unbounded  selfishness,  oppression,  revenge,  and 
lawless  passion,  had  held  unbridled  influence  over  the 
unfortunate  sinner,  and  sensuality  in  all  its  shapes,  even 
to  the  polluted  home  and  betrayed  maiden,  had  plunged 
him  deeply  into  sin. 

"  I  was  shocked  —  I  may  even  say  I  was  disgusted, 
and  the  culprit  himself  seemed  to  shrink  from  the  reca- 
pitulation of  his  crimes,  which  he  found  more  extensive 
and  appalling  than  he  had  dreamed  of,  until  the  recital 
of  them  called  them  all  up  in  fearful  array  before  him. 
I  was  about  to  commence  an  admonition,  when  he  inter- 
rupted me  —  he  had  more  to  communicate.  I  desired 
him  to  proceed  —  he  writhed  before  me.  I  enjoined 
him  in  the  name  of  the  God  he  had  offended,  and  who 
knoweth  the  inmost  heart,  to  make  an  unreserved  dis- 
closure of  his  crimes,  before  he  dared  to  seek  a  recon- 
ciliation with  his  Maker.  At  length,  after  many  a 
pause,  and  convulsive  sob,  he  told  me,  in  a  voice  almost 
suflFocated  by  terror,  that  he  had  been  guilty  of  blood- 
shed. I  shuddered,  but  in  a  short  time  I  recovered  my- 
self, and  asked  how  and  where  he  had  deprived  a  fellow 
creature  of  life  ?  Never,  to  the  latest  hour  of  my 
life,  shall  I  forget  the  look  which  the  miserable  sinner 
gave  me  at  that  moment.  His  eyes  were  glazed,  and 
seemed  starting  from  their  sockets  with  terror  ;  his  face 
assumed  a  deadly  paleness  —  he  raised  his  clasped  hands 
up  to  me  in  the  most  imploring  action,  as  if  supplicating 
mercy,  and  with  livid  and  quivering  lips,  he  gasped  out 
—  *  'T  was  I  who  killed  your  brother  ! ' 
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^  Oh  God !  how  I  felt  at  that  instant !  Even  now, 
after  the  lapse  of  years,  I  recollect  the  sensation :  it  was, 
as  if  the  blood  were  flowing  back  upon  my  heart,  until 
I  felt  as  if  it  would  burst ;  and  then,  a  few  convulsive 
breathings,  —  and  back  rushed  the  blood  again  through 
my  tingling  veins.  I  thought  I  was  dying ;  but  sud- 
denly I  uttered  an  hysteric  laugh,  and  fell  back,  sense- 
less, in  my  seat. 

^^  When  I  recovered,  a  cold  sweat  was  pouring  down 
my  forehead,  and  I  was  weeping  copiously.  Never,  be- 
fore, did  I  feel  my  manhood  annihilated  under  the  in- 
fluence of  an  hysterical  affection  —  it  was  dreadful. 

^^  I  found  the  bloodstained  sinner  supporting  me,  roused 
from  his  own  prostration  by  a  sense  of  terror  at  my  emo- 
tion; for  when  I  could  hear  any  thing,  his  entreaties 
that  I  would  not  discover  upon  him,  were  poured  forth 
in  the  most  abject  strain  of  supplication.  ^  Fear  not  for 
your  miserable  life,'  said  I ;  ^  the  seal  of  confession  is 
upon  what  you  have  revealed  to  me,  and  so  far  you  are 
safe :  but  leave  me  for  the  present,  and  come  not  to  me 
again  until  I  send  for  you.'  —  He  departed. 

"  I  knelt  and  prayed  for  strength  to  Him  who  alone 
could  give  it,  to  fortify  me  in  this  dreadful  trial.  Here 
was  the  author  of  a  brother's  murder,  and  a  mother's 
consequent  death,  discovered  to  me  in  the  person  of  my 
penitent.  It  was  a  fearful  position  for  a  frail  mortal  to 
be  placed  in  :  but,  as  a  consequence  of  the  holy  calling  I 
professed,  I  hoped,  through  the  blessing  of  Him  whom 
I  served,  to  acquire  fortitude  for  the  trial  into  which  the 
ministry  of  His  Gospel  had  led  me. 

"  The  fortitude  I  needed  came  through  prayer,  and 
when  I  thought  myself  equal  to  the  task,  I  sent  for  the 
murderer  of  my  brother.  I  officiated  for  him,  as  our 
church  has  ordained  —  I  appointed  penances  to  him,  and, 
in  short,  dealt  with  him  merely  as  any  other  confessor 
might  have  done. 

^  Years  thus  passed  away,  and  during  that  time  he 
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constantly  attended  his  duty;  and  it  was  remarked 
through  the  country,  that  he  had  become  a  quieter 
person  since  Father  Roach  had  become  his  confes- 
sor. But  still  he  was  not  liked  —  and  indeed,  I  fear 
he  was  far  from  a  reformed  man,  though  he  did  not 
allow  his  transgressions  to  be  so  glaring  as  they  were 
wont  to  be ;  and  I  began  to  think  that  terror  and  cun- 
ning had  been  his  motives  in  suggesting  to  him  the 
course  he  had  adopted,  as  the  opportunities  which  it 
gave  him  of  being  often  with  me  as  his  confessor,  were 
likely  to  lull  every  suspicion  of  his  guilt  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world ;  and  in  making  me  the  depository  of  his  fear- 
ful secret,  he  thus  placed  himself  beyond  the  power  of 
my  pursuit,  and  interposed  the  strongest  barrier  to  my 
becoming  the  avenger  of  his  bloody  deed. 

^  Hitherto  I  have  not  made  you  acquainted  with  the 
cause  of  that  foul  act  —  it  was  jealousy.  He  found 
himself  rivalled  by  my  brother  in  the  good  graces  of 
a  beautiful  girl  of  moderate  circumstances,  whom  he 
would  have  wished  to  obtain  as  his  wife,  but  to  whom 
Frank  had  become  an  object  of  greater  interest,  and  I 
doubt  not,  had  my  poor  fellow  been  spared,  that  marriage 
would  ultimately  have  drawn  closer  the  ties  that  were  so 
savagely  severed.  But  the  ambuscade  and  the  knife  had 
done  their  deadly  work  ;  for  the  cowardly  villain  had  lain 
in  wait  for  him  on  the  lonely  bog-road  he  guessed  he 
would  travel  on  that  fatal  night,  and  springing  from  his 
lurking  place,  he  stabbed  my  noble  Frank  in  the  back. 

"  Well,  Sir,  I  fear  I  am  tiring  you  with  a  story  which, 
you  cannot  wonder,  is  interesting  to  me;  but  I  shall 
hasten  to  a  conclusion. 

**  One  gloomy  evening  in  March,  I  was  riding  along 
the  very  road  where  my  brother  had  met  his  fate,  in 
company  with  his  murderer.  I  know  not  what  brought 
us  together  in  such  a  place,  except  the  hand  of  Provi- 
dence, that  sooner  or  later  brings  the  murderer  to  justice ; 
for  I  was  not  wont  to  pass  the  road,  and  loathed  the 
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company  of  the  man  who  happened  to  overtake  me  upon 
it.  I  know  not  whether  it  was  some  secret  visitation  of 
conscience  that  influenced  him  at  the  time,  or  that  he 
thought  the  lapse  of  years  had  wrought  upon  me  so  far, 
as  to  obliterate  the  grief  for  my  brother's  death,  which 
had  never  been,  till  this  moment,  alluded  to,  however  re- 
motely, since  he  confessed  his  crime.  Judge  then  my 
surprise,  when,  directing  my  attention  to  a  particukr 
point  in  the  bog,  he  said, 

^^  ^  'T  is  close  by  that  place  that  your  brother  is  buried.' 

^^  I  could  not,  I  think,  have  been  more  astonished  had 
my  brother  appeared  before  me. 

"  *  What  brother  ? '  said  I. 

"  *  Your  brother  Frank,'  said  he ;  '  't  was  there  I  buried 
him,  poor  fellow,  after  I  killed  him.' 

"  *  Merciful  God  ! '  I  exclaimed, '  thy  will  be  done,'  and 
seizing  the  rein  of  the  culprit's  horse,  I  said,  '  Wretch, 
that  you  are,  you  have  owned  to  the  shedding  of  the  inno- 
cent blood,  that  has  been  crying  to  heaven  for  vengeance 
these  ten  years,  and  I  arrest  you  here,  as  my  prisoner.' 

"  He  turned  ashy  pale,  as  he  faltered  out  a  few  words, 
to  say,  I  had  promised  not  to  betray  him. 

u  ( 'T  ^2s  under  the  seal  of  confession,'  said  I,'  that  you 
disclosed  the  deadly  secret,  and  under  that  seal  my  lips 
must  have  been  for  ever  closed ;  but  now,  even  in  the 
very  place  where  your  crime  was  committed,  it  has  pleased 
God  that  you  should  arraign  yourself  in  the  face  of  the 
world,  and  the  brother  of  your  victim  is  appointed  to  be 
the  avenger  of  his  innocent  blood.' 

"  He  was  overwhelmed  by  the  awfulness  of  this  truth, 
and  unresistingly  he  rode  beside  me  to  the  adjacent  town 
of ,  where  he  was  committed  for  trial. 

"  The  report  of  this  singular  and  providential  discovery 
of  a  murder,  excited  a  great  deal  of  interest  in  the  country  ; 
and  as  I  was  known  to  be  the  culprit's  confessor,  the 
Bishop  of  the  diocese  forwarded  a  statement  to  a  higher 
quarter,  which  procured  for  me  a  dispensation  as  regarded 
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the  confessions  of  the  criminal ;  and  I  was  handed  this 
instrument,  absolving  me  from  further  secrecy,  a  few  days 
before  the  trial.  I  was  the  principal  evidence  against  the 
prisoner.  The  body  of  my  brother  had,  in  the  interim, 
been  found  in  the  spot  his  murderer  had  indicated,  and  the 
bog  preserved  it  so  far  from  decay, as  to  render  recognition 
a  task  of  no  difficulty ;  and  proof  was  so  satisfactorily 
adduced  to  the  jury,  that  the  murderer  was  found  guilty 
and  executed,  ten  years  after  he  had  committed  the  crime. 

^^  The  judge  pronounced  a  very  feeling  comment  on  the 
nature  of  the  situation  in  which  I  had  been  placed  for 
so  many  years ;  and  passed  a  very  flattering  eulogium  upon 
what  he  was  pleased  to  call,  ^  my  heroic  observance  of  the 
obligation  of  secrecy,  by  which  I  had  been  bound.' 

^^  Thus,  Sir,  you  see  how  sacred  a  trust,  that  of  a  fact, 
revealed  under  confession,  is  held  by  our  church,  when, 
even  the  avenging  a  brother's  murder,  was  not  sufficient 
warranty  for  its  being  broken."  ^ 

1  This  story  is  fact,  and  the  comment  of  the  judge  upon  the 
priest* s  fidelity,  I  am  happy  to  say,  is  true. 
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THE   KING   AND    THE   BISHOP 

A    LEGEND    OF   CLONMACNOISE 

"  GmilJtiulirii.  —  The  Kin;,  Sit,  

Htmlti.  —  Ajr,  Sii,  what  of  hiro  f 

Gull.  —  Ii,  in  hk  ntlrement,  nurrcUinu  diitempaEd. 

mm.  — Witli  dfink,  Sir> 


THERE  arc  few  things  more  pleasant  to  those  who 
arc  doomed  to  pass  the  greater  part  of  their  lives 
in  the  dust  and  smoke  uid  din  of  a  city,  than  to  get  on 
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the  top  of  a  stage-coach,  early  some  fine  summer  morn* 
ing,  and  whirl  along  through  the  yet  unpeopled  streets, 
echoing  from  their  emptiness  to  the  rattle  of  the  welcome 
wheels  that  are  bearing  you  away  from  your  metropolitan 
prison  to  the 

*'  Free  blue  streams  and  the  laughing  sky  ** 

of  the  sweet  country.  How  gladly  you  pass  the  last  bridge 
over  one  of  the  canals,  and  then,  deeming  yourself  fairly 
out  of  town,  you  look  back  once  only  on  its  receding 
"  groves  of  chimneys,"  and  settling  yourself  comfortably 
in  your  seat,  you  cast  away  care,  and  look  forward  in 
gleeful  anticipation  of  your  three  or  four  weeks  in  the 
tranquillity  and  freedom  of  a  country  ramble. 

Such  have  my  sensations  often  been;  not  a  little  in- 
creased, by  the  bye,  as  I  hugged  closer  to  my  side  my  port- 
folio, well  stored  with  paper,  and  heard  the  rattle  of  my 
pencils  and  colours  in  the  tin  sketching-box  in  my  pocket. 
Such  were  they  when  last  I  started  one  fresh  and  lovely 
summer's  morning,  on  the  Balinasloe  coach,  and  promised 
myself  a  rich  treat  in  a  visit  to  Clonmacnoise,  or  "the 
Churches,"  as  the  place  is  familiarly  called  by  the  peasan- 
try. Gladly  I  descended  from  my  lofty  station  on  our 
dusty  conveyance,  when  it  arrived  at  Shannon-bridge,  and 
engaging  a  boat,  embarked  on  the  noble  river  whence 
the  village  takes  its  name,  and  proceeded  up  the  wide 
and  winding  stream,  to  the  still  sacred,  and  once  celebrated 
Clonmacnoise,  the  second  monastic  foundation  established 
in  Ireland,  once  tenanted  by  the  learned  and  the  powerful, 
now  scarcely  known  but  to  the  mendicant  pilgrim,  the 
learned  antiquary,  or  the  vagrant  lover  of  the  pictur- 
esque. 

Here,  for  days  together,  have  I  lingered,  watching  its 
noble"  ivy  mantled  *'  tower,  reposing  in  shadow, or  spar- 
kling in  sunshine,  as  it  spired  upward  in  bold  relief  against 
the  sky;  or  admiring  the  graceful  involutions  of  the 
ample  Shannon  that  wound  beneath  the  gentle  acclivity 
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on  which  I  stood,  through  the  plashy  meadows  and  the 
wide  waste  of  bog,  whose  rich  brown  tones  of  colour  faded 
into  blue  on  the  horizon  ;  or  in  noting  the  red  tanned 
sail  of  some  passing  turf-boat,  as  it  broke  the  monotony 
of  the  quiet  river,  or  in  recording  with  my  pencil  the 
noble  stone  cross,  or  the  tracery  of  some  mouldering 
ruin, 

**  Where  ivied  arch,  or  pillar  lone  — 
Plead  haughtily  for  glories  gone.** 

Though  I  should  not  say  ^^  haughtily,"  for  poor  old  Clon<- 
macnoise  pleads  with  as  much  humility  as  the  religion 
which  reared  her  now  does ;  and  which,  like  her,  inter- 
esting in  the  attitude  of  decay,  teaches,  and  appeals  to 
our  sympathies  and  our  imagination,  instead  of  taking 
the  strongholds  of  our  reason  by  storm,  and  forcing  our 
assent  by  overwhelming  batteries  of  irrefragable  proof, 
before  it  seeks  to  win  our  will  by  tender  and  impas- 
sioned appeals  to  the  heart.  But  I  wander  from  Clon- 
macnoise.  It  is  a  truly  solemn  and  lonely  spot ;  I  love 
it  almost  to  a  folly,  and  have  wandered  day  after  day 
through  its  quiet  cemetery,  till  I  have  almost  made 
acquaintance  with  its  ancient  grave-stones. 

One  day  I  was  accosted  by  a  peasant,  who  had  watched 
for  a  long  time,  in  silent  wonder,  the  draft  of  the  stone 
cross,  as  it  grew  into  being  beneath  my  pencil ;  and  find- 
ing the  man  "  apt,"  as  the  ghost  says  to  Hamlet,  I  en- 
tered into  conversation  with  him.  To  some  remark  of 
mine  touching  the  antiquity  of  the  place,  he  assured  me 
"  it  was  a  fine  ould  place,  in  the  ould  ancient  times."  In 
noticing  the  difference  between  the  two  round  towers,  for 
there  are  two  very  fine  ones  at  Clonmacnoise,  one  on  the 
top  of  the  hill,  and  one  close  beside  the  plashy  bank  of 
the  river,  he  accounted  for  the  difference  by  a  piece  of 
legendary  information  with  which  he  favoured  me,  and 
which  may,  perhaps,  prove  of  sufficient  importance  to 
interest  the  reader. 
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**You  sec.  Sir,"  said  he,  '*the  one  do^n  there  beyant, 
at  the  river  side,  was  built  the  first,  and  finished  complate 
entirely,  for  the  roof  is  an  it,  you  see ;  but  when  that 
was  built,  the  bishop  thought  that  another  id  look  very 
purty  on  the  hill  beyant,  and  so  he  bid  the  masons  set 
to  work,  and  build  up  another  tower  there. 

^  Well,  away  they  went  to  work,  as  busy  as  nailers ; 
troth  it  was  just  like  a  bee-hive,  every  man  with  his  ham- 
mer in  his  hand,  and  sure  the  tower  was  complated  in 
due  time.  Well,  when  the  last  stone  was  laid  an  the 
roof,  the  bishop  axes  the  masons  how  much  he  was  to  pay 
them,  and  they  ups  and  tould  him  their  price ;  but  the 
bishop,  they  say,  was  a  neygar,  (niggard)  God  forgi'  me 
for  saying  the  word  of  so  holy  a  man  !  and  he  said,  they 
ax'd  too  much,  and  he  would  n't  pay  them.  With  that, 
my  jew'l,  the  masons  said  they  would  take  no  less  ;  and 
what  would  you  think,  but  the  bishop  had  the  cunnin'  to 
take  away  the  ladthers  that  was  reared  up  agin  the  tower. 

*' '  And  now,'  says  he, '  my  gay  fellows,'  says  he,  '  the 
divil  a  down  out  o'  that  you  '11  come  antil  you  larn 
manners,  and  take  what 's  offered  to  yees,'  says  he  ;  ^  and 
when  yees  come  down  in  your  price,  you  may  come  down 
yourselves  into  the  bargain/ 

"  Well,  sure  enough,  he  kep  his  word,  and  would  n't 
let  man  or  mortyel  go  nigh  them  to  help  them ;  and 
faiks  the  masons  did  n't  like  the  notion  of  losing  their 
honest  airnins,  and  small  blame  to  them ;  but  sure  they 
wor  starvin'  all  the  time,  and  did  n't  know  what  in  the 
wide  world  to  do,  when  there  was  a  fool  chanc'd  to  pass 
by,  and  seen  them. 

"*Musha!  but  you  look  well  there,'  says  the  innocent, 
*  an'  how  are  you  ? '  says  he. 

"'Not  much  the  betther  av  your  axin','  says  they. 

**' Maybe  you're  out  there,'  says  he.  So  he  ques- 
tioned them,  and  they  tould  him  how  it  was  with  them, 
and  how  the  bishop  tuk  away  the  ladthers,  and  they 
could  n't  come  down. 

VOL.  I.  —  s  65 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

^^  ^  Tut,  you  fools,'  says  he,  ^  sure  is  n't  it  aisier  to  take 
down  two  stones  nor  to  put  up  one? ' 

(( Was  n't  that  mighty  cute  o'  the  fool.  Sir  ?  And  wid 
that,  my  dear  sowl,  no  sooner  said  nor  done.  Faiks 
the  masons  begun  to  pull  down  their  work,  and  whin  they 
went  an  for  some  time,  the  bishop  bid  them  stop,  and 
he  'd  let  them  down  \  but  faiks,  before  he  gev  in  to  them 
they  had  taken  the  roof  clane  off;  and  that 's  the  raison 
that  one  tower  has  a  roof.  Sir,  and  the  other  has  none." 

But  before  I  had  seen  Clonmacnoise  and  its  towers,  I 
was  intimate  with  the  most  striking  of  its  legends,  by 
favour  of  the  sinewy  boatman  who  rowed  me  to  it.  We 
had  not  long  left  Shannon-bridge,  when,  doubling  an 
angle  of  the  shore,  and  stretching  up  a  reach  of  the  river 
where  it  widens,  the  principal  round  tower  of  Clonmac- 
noise became  visible. 

"  What  tower  is  that  ? "  said  I  to  my  Charon. 

"  That 's  the  big  tower  of  Clonmacnoise,  Sir,"  he  an- 
swered ;  ^^  an',  if  your  honour  looks  sharp  a  little  to  the 
right  of  it,  lower  down,  you  '11  see  the  ruins  of  the  ould 
palace." 

On  a  somewhat  closer  inspection,  I  did  perceive  the 
remains  he  spoke  of,  dimly  discernible  in  the  distance ; 
and  it  was  not  without  his  indication  of  their  relative 
situation  to  the  tower,  that  I  could  have  distinguished 
them  from  the  sober  grey  of  the  horizon  behind  them, 
for  the  evening  was  closing  fast,  and  we  were  moving 
eastward. 

**  Does  your  honour  see  it  yit  ? "  said  my  boatman. 

"  I  do,"  said  I. 

*'  God  spare  you  your  eye-sight,"  responded  he,  "  for 
troth  it 's  few  gintlemen  could  see  the  ould  palace  this 
far  off,  and  the  sun  so  low,  barrin'  they  were  used  to 
sportin\  and  had  a  sharp  eye  for  the  birds  over  a  bog, 
or  the  like  o'  that.  Oh,  then,  it 's  Clonmacnoise,  your 
honour,  that 's  the  holy  place,"  continued  he;  "mighty 
holy  in  the  ould  ancient  times,  and  mighty  great  too, 
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wid  the  sivin  churches,  let  alone  the  two  towers,  and  the 
bishop,  and  plinty  o'  priests,  and  all  to  that." 

**  Two  towers ! "  said  I ;  *'  then  I  suppose  one  has 
fallen  ? " 

**  Not  at  all.  Sir,"  said  he ;  "  but  the  other  one  that 
you  can't  see,  is  bey  ant  in  the  hollow  by  the  river 
side." 

"And  it  was  a  great  place,  you  say,  in  the  ould 
ancient  times  ?  " 

"Troth  it  was,  Sir,  and  is  still,  for  to  this  day  it  hates 
the  world  in  the  regard  of  pilgrims." 

"  Pilgrims !  "  I  ejaculated. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  said  the  boatman,  with  his  own  quiet 
manner;  although  it  was  evident  to  a  quick  observer, 
that  my  surprise  at  the  mention  of  pilgrims  had  not 
escaped  him. 

I  mused  a  moment.  Pilgrims,  thought  I,  in  the  British 
dominions,  in  the  nineteenth  century  —  strange  enough  ! 

"And  so,"  continued  I  aloud,  "you  have  pilgrims  at 
Clonmacnoise  ?  " 

"  Troth  wc  have,  your  honour,  from  the  top  of  the 
north  and  the  farthest  corner  of  Kerry  ;  and  you  may 
see  them  any  day  in  the  week,  let  alone  the  pathern 
(patron)  day,  when  all  the  world,  you  'd  think,  was 
there." 

"  And  the  palace,"  said  I,  "  I  suppose  belonged  to  the 
bishop  of  Clonmacnoise  ?  " 

"Some  says  't  was  the  bishop,  your  honour,  and  indeed 
it  is  them  that  has  larnin'  says  so ;  but  more  says  't  was 
a  king  had  it  long  ago,  afore  the  churches  was  there  at 
all  at  all  \  and  sure  enough  it  looks  far  oulder  nor  the 
churches,  though  them  is  ould  enough,  God  knows.  All 
the  knowledgeable  people  I  ever  hecrd  talk  of  it,  says 
that ;  and  now,  Sir,"  said  he,  in  an  expostulatory  tone, 
"  would  n't  it  be  far  more  nath'ral  that  the  bishop  id  live 
in  the  churches  ?  And  sure,"  continued  he,  evidently 
leaning  to  the  popular  belief,  "  it  stands  to  raison  that  a 
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king  id  live  in  a  palace,  and  why  sbud  it  be  called  a 
palace,  if  a  king  did  n't  live  there  ?  " 

Satisfying  himself  with  this  most  logical  conclusion, 
he  pulled  his  oar  with  evident  self-complacency ;  and  as 
I  have  always  found  I  derived  more  legendary  information 
by  yielding  somewhat  to  the  prejudices  of  the  narrator, 
and  by  abstaining  from  inflicting  any  wound  on  his  pride 
(so  Irish  a  failing)  by  laughing  at,  or  endeavouring  to 
combat  his  credulity,  I  seemed  to  favour  his  conclusion, 
and  admitted  that  a  king  must  have  been  the  ci-devani 
occupant  of  the  palace.  So  much  being  settled,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  tell  me  that  ^^  there  was  a  mighty  quare  story  '* 
about  the  last  king  that  ruled  Clonmacnoise ;  and  having 
expressed  an  eager  desire  to  hear  the  quare  story  —  he 
seemed  quite  happy  at  being  called  on  to  fulfil  the  office 
of  chronicler ;  and  pulling  his  oar  with  an  easier  sweep, 
lest  he  might  disturb  the  quiet  hearing  of  his  legend  by 
the  rude  splash  of  the  water,  he  prepared  to  tell  his  tale, 
and  I,  to  "devour  up  his  discourse." 

"  Well,  Sir,  they  say  there  was  a  king  wanst  lived  in 
the  pabce  beyant,  and  a  sportin'  fellow  he  was,  and 
Cead  mile  fai  lie '^  was  the  word  in  the  palace:  no  one  kem 
but  was  welkim,  and  I  go  bail  the  sorra  one  left  it 
without  the  deoch  an*  doris^^  —  well,  to  be  sure,  the  king 
av  coorse  had  the  best  of  eatin'  and  drinkin*,  and  there 
was  bed  and  boord  for  the  stranger,  let  alone  the  welkim 
for  the  neighbours  —  and  a  good  neighbour  he  was,  by 
all  accounts,  antil,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it,  a  crass 
ould  bishop,  (the  saints  forgi'  me  for  saying  the  word) 
kem  to  rule  over  the  churches.  Now,  you  must  know, 
the  king  was  a  likely  man,  and,  as  I  said  already,  he 
was  a  sportin'  fellow,  and  by  coorse  a  great  favourite 
with  the  women ;  he  had  a  smile  and  a  wink  for  the 
crathers  at  every  hand's  turn,  and  the  soft  word,  and 

1  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes. 
*  The  parting  cup. 
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the  — the  short  and  the  long  of  it  is,  he  was  the  divil 
among  the  girls. 

^Well,  Sir,  it  was  all  mighty  well,  untell  the  ould 
bishop  I  mintioned  arrived  at  the  churches ;  but  whin  he 
kem,  he  tuk  great  scandal  at  the  goins-an  of  the  king, 
and  he  detarmined  to  cut  him  shon  in  his  coorses  all  at 
wanst;  so  with  that,  whin  the  king  wint  to  his  duty, 
the  bishop  ups  and  he  tells  him  that  he  must  mend  his 
manners,  and  all  to  that ;  and  when  the  king  said  that 
the  likes  o'  that  was  never  tould  him  afore  by  the  best 
priest  of  them  all,  ^more  shame  for  them  that  wor  before 
me,'  says  the  bishop. 

^  But  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  king  looked 
mighty  black  at  the  bishop,  and  the  bishop  looked  twice 
blacker  at  him  agin,  and  so  on,  from  bad  to  worse,  till 
they  parted  the  bittherest  of  inimies;  and  the  king,  that 
was  the  best  o'  friends  to  the  churches  afore,  swore  be 
this  an'  be  that,  he  'd  vex  them  for  it,  and  that  he'd  be 
even  with  the  bishop  afore  long. 

^^Now,  Sir,  the  bishop  might  jist  as  well  have  kept 
never  mindin'  the  king's  little  kimmeens  with  the  girls, 
for  the  story  goes  that  he  had  a  little  fail  in'  of  his  own 
in  the  regard  of  a  dhrop,  and  that  he  knew  the  differ 
betune  wine  and  water,  for,  poor  ignorant  crathurs,  it 's 
little  they  knew  about  whiskey  in  them  days.  Well,  the 
king  used  often  to  send  lash'tm  of  wine  to  the  churches, 
by  the  way,  as  he  said,  that  they  should  have  plinty  of  it 
for  celebrating  the  mass  —  although  he  knew  well  that 
it  was  a  little  of  it  went  far  that-a-way,  and  that  their 
Rivirences  was  fond  of  a  hearty  glass  as  well  as  himself, 
and  why  not.  Sir  ?  —  if  they  'd  let  him  alone ;  for,  says  the 
king,  as  many  a  one  said  afore  and  will  agin,  I  Ml  make 
a  child's  bargain  with  you,  says  he,  do  you  let  mc  alone, 
and  I  '11  let  you  alone;  martin  by  that.  Sir,  that  if  they  'd 
say  nothin'  about  the  girls,  he  would  give  them  plinty  of 
wine. 

"  And  so  it  fell  out  a  little  before  he  had  the  scrim- 
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mage  ^  with  the  bishop,  the  king  promised  them  a  fine 
store  of  wine  that  was  comin'  up  the  Shannon  in  boats. 
Sir,  and  big  boats  they  wor,  I  '11  go  bail  —  not  all  as  one 
as  the  little  droUeen  (wren)  of  a  thing  we  're  in  now,  but 
nigh  hand  as  big  as  a  ship ;  and  there  was  three  of  these 
fine  boats-full  comin'  —  two  for  himself,  and  one  for 
the  churches;  and  so  says  the  king  to  himself,  ^the  divil 
receave  the  dhrop  of  that  wine  they  shall  get,'  says  he, 
<  the  dirty  b^garly  neygars  ;  bad  cess  to  the  dhrop,'  says 
he,  ^  my  big-bellied  bishop,  to  nourish  your  jolly  red  nose 
—  I  said  I  'd  be  even  with  you,'  says  he,  ^  and  so  I  will; 
and  if  you  spoil  my  divarshin,  I  '11  spoil  yours,  and  turn 
about  is  fair  play,  as  the  divil  said  to  the  smoke-jack.' 
So  with  that.  Sir,  the  king  goes  and  he  gives  orders  to 
his  sarvants  how  it  wid  be  when  the  boats  kem  up  the 
river  with  the  wine  —  and  more  especial  to  one  in  par- 
tic'lar  they  called  Corny,  his  own  man,  by  raison  he  was 
mighty  stout,  and  did  n't  love  priests  much  more  nor 
himself. 

"  Now,  Corny,  Sir,  let  alone  bein'  stout,  was  mighty 
dark,  and  if  he  wanst  said  the  word,  you  might  as  well 
sthrive  to  move  the  rock  of  Dunamaise  as  Corny,  though 
without  a  big  word  at  all  at  all,  but  as  quite  (quiet)  as 
a  child.  Well,  in  good  time,  up  kem  the  boats,  and 
down  runs  the  monks,  all  as  one  as  a  flock  o'  crows  over 
a  corn-field,  to  pick  up  whatever  they  could  for  them- 
selves ;  but  troth  the  king  was  afore  them,  for  all  his 
men  was  there,  and  Corny  at  their  head. 

'' '  Dominus  vobiscum^  (which  manes,  God  save  you, 
Sir,)  says  one  of  the  monks  to  Corny, '  we  kem  down  to 
save  you  the  throuble  of  unloading  the  wine,  which  the 
king,  God  bless  him,  gives  to  the  church.* 

"  *  Oh,  no  throuble  in  life,  plaze  your  Rivirence,'  says 
Corny,  '  we  '11  unload  it  ourselves,  your  Rivirence,' 
says  he. 

1  Evidently  derived  from  the  French  escrimer. 

70 


The  King  and  the  Bishop 

^  So  with  that  they  began  unloading,  first  one  boat 
and  another;  but  sure  enough,  eveiy  individyial  cashk 
of  it  wint  up  to  the  palace,  and  not  a  one  to  the  churches : 
to  when  they  seen  the  second  boat  a'most  empty,  quare 
thoughts  began  to  come  into  their  heads,  for  before  this 
offer,  the  first  boat-load  was  always  sent  to  the  bishop, 
afore  a  dhrop  was  taken  to  the  king,  which,  you  know, 
was  good  manners.  Sir ;  and  the  king,  by  all  accounts, 
was  a  gintlemun  every  inch  of  him.  So,  with  that,  says 
one  of  the  monks : 

** '  My  blessin*  an  you.  Corny,  my  son,'  says  he,  *  sure 
it 's  not  forgettin'  the  bishop  you  'd  be,  nor  the  churches,' 
says  he,  ^  that  stands  betune  you  and  the  divil.' 

^  Well,  Sir,  at  the  word  divil,  't  was  as  good  as  a  play 
to  see  the  look  Corny  gave  out  o'  the  corner  of  his  eye 
at  the  monk. 

**  *  Forget  yez,'  says  Corny, '  troth  it 's  long  afore  me 
or  my  masther^  says  he,  (nodding  his  head  a  bit  at 
the  word,)  ^will  forget  the  bishop  of  Clonmacnoise. 
Go  an  with  your  work,  boys,'  says  he  to  the  men  about 
him,  and  away  they  wint  and  soon  finished  unload! n' 
the  second  boat ;  and  with  that  they  began  at  the  third. 

'''God  bless  your  work,  boys,'  says  the  bishop;  for 
sure  enough  'twas  the  bishop  himself  kem  down  to  the 
river  side,  having  got  the  hard  word  of  what  was  going  on. 
'  God  bless  your  work,'  says  he,  as  they  heaved  the  first 
barrel  of  wine  out  of  the  boat. 

" '  Go,  help  them,  my  sons,'  says  he,  to  half  a  dozen 
strappin'  young  priests  who  was  standing  by. 

" '  No  occasion  in  life,  plaze  your  Rivircncc,'  says 
Corny ;  '  I  'm  intircly  obleegcd  to  your  lordship,  but 
we  're  able  for  the  work  ourselves,'  says  he.  And  with- 
out  saying  another  word  away  went  the  barrel  out  of  the 
boat,  and  up  on  their  shouldhers,  or  whatever  way  they 
wor  takin'  it,  and  up  the  hill  to  the  palace. 

" '  Hillo !  *  says  the  bishop,  '  where  are  yiz  going 
with  that  wine  ? '  says  he. 
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"  *  Where  I  tould  them/  says  Corny. 

^^  ^  Is  it  to  the  palace  ? '  says  his  Rivirence. 

^^  ^  Faith  you  just  hit  it,'  says  Corny. 

^^  ^  And  what 's  that  for  ? '  says  the  bishop. 

^  ^  For  fun,'  says  Corny,  no  ways  frikened  at  all  by 
the  dark  look  the  bishop  gave  him.  And  sure  it's 
a  wondher  the  fear  of  the  church  did  n't  keep  him  in 
dread  —  but  Corny  was  the  divil  intirely. 

^^  ^  Is  that  the  answer  you  give  your  clargy,  you  repro- 
bate ? '  says  the  bishop.  ^  I  '11  tell  you  what  it  is. 
Corny,'  says  he,  ^  as  sure  as  you  're  standin'  there  I  'II 
excommunicate  you,  my  fine  fellow,  if  you  don't  keep 
a  civil  tongue  in  your  head.' 

"  *  Sure  it  would  n't  be  worth  your  Rivirence's  while,' 
says  Corny,  'to  excommunicate  the  likes  o'  me,'  says 
he,  *  while  there 's  the  king  my  masther  to  the  fore,  for 
your  holiness  to  play  bell  book  and  candle-light  with.' 

" '  Do  you  mane  to  say,  you  scrufF  of  the  earth,'  says 
the  bishop, '  that  your  masther,  the  king,  put  you  up  to 
what  you  're  doing  ? ' 

" '  Divil  a  thing  else  I  mane,'  says  Corny. 

"  *  You  villian  ! '  says  the  bishop, '  the  king  never  did 
the  like.' 

" '  Yes,  but  I  did  though,'  says  the  king,  puttin'  in 
his  word  fair  and  aisv:  for  he  was  lookin'  out  of  his 
dhrawin'-room  windy,  and  run  down  the  hill  to  the  river, 
when  he  seen  the  bishop  goin',  as  he  thought,  to  put  his 
comether  upon  Corny. 

"  '  So,'  says  the  bishop^  turnin'  round  quite  short  to  the 
king  —  'so,  my  lord,'  savs  he,  'am  I  to  undhcrstand,  this 
villian  has  your  commands  for  his  purty  behavor  ? ' 

" '  He  has  my  commands  for  what  he  done,'  says  the 
king,  quite  stout ;  '  and  more  be  token,  I  'd  have  you  to 
know  he  's  no  villian  at  all,'  says  he,  '  but  a  thrusty  sar- 
vant,  that  docs  his  masther's  biddin'.' 

"  '  And  don't  you  intind  sendin'  any  of  this  wine  over 
to  my  churches  beyant  ? '  says  the  bishop. 
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^  *  The  divil  resave  the  dhrop/  says  the  king. 

^  ^  And  what  for  ? '  says  the  bishop. 

^^Bekase  I  *ve  changed  my  mind/  says  the  king. 

•*  *  And  won't  you  give  the  church  wine  for  the  holy 
mass  ?  *  says  the  bishop. 

"'The  mass!'  says  the  king,  eyein'  him  mighty 
sly. 

'**  Yes,Sir — the  mass,'  says  his  Rivirence,  colouring 
up  to  the  eyes — '  the  mass.' 

**  *  Oh,  Baithershin  !  '  says  the  king. 

^ '  What  do  you  mane  ? '  says  the  bishop,  and  his  nose 
got  blue  with  the  fair  rage. 

"'Oh,  nothin','  says  the  king,  with  a  toss  of  his 
head. 

" '  Are  you  a  gintleman  ? '  says  the  bishop. 

"'Every  inch  o'  me,'  says  the  king. 

" '  Then  sure  no  gintleman  goes  back  of  his  word,' 
says  the  other. 

" '  I  won't  go  back  o'  my  word,  either,'  says  the 
king. — '  I  promised  to  give  wine  for  the  mass,'  says  he, 
'and  so  I  will.  Send  to  my  palace  every  Sunday  mornin', 
and  you  shall  have  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  that 's  plinty  ;  for 
I  'm  thinkin','  says  the  king,  '  that  so  much  wine  lyin' 
beyant  there,  is  neither  good  for  your  bodies  nor  your 
sowls.' 

" '  What  do  you  mane  ? '  says  the  bishop,  in  a  great 
passion,  for  all  the  world  like  a  turkey-cock. 

'"I  mane,  that  when  your  wine-cellars  is  so  full,'  says 
the  king, '  it  only  brings  the  fairies  about  you,  and  makes 
away  with  the  wine  too  fast,'  says  he,  laughin' ;  '  and  the 
fairies  to  be  about  the  churches  is  n't  good,  your  Riv- 
ircnce,'  says  the  king;  '  for  I  'm  thinkin','  says  he,  '  that 
some  of  the  spiteful  little  divils  has  given  your  Rivirence 
a  blast,  and  burnt  the  ind  iv  your  nose.' 

"  With  that,  my  dear,  you  could  n't  hould  the  bishop, 
with  the  rage  he  was  in ;  and  says  he, '  You  think  to 
dhrink  all  that  wine,  but  you  *rc  mistaken,'  says  he  — 
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^  fill  your  cellars  as  much  as  you  like,'  says  the  bishop,  ^kui 
you* II die  §/  drootb  yit;*  —  and  with  that  he  went  down 
an  his  knees  and  cursed  the  king,  (God  betune  us  and 
harm,)  and  shakin*  his  fist  at  him,  he  gother  (gathered) 
all  his  monks  about  him,  and  away  they  wint  home  to 
the  churches. 

^^  Well,  Sir,  sure  enough,  the  king  fell  sick  of  a  sud- 
dent,  and  all  the  docthors  in  the  country  round  was  sent 
for ; — but  they  could  do  him  no  good  at  all  at  aU  —  and 
day  by  day  he  was  wastin*  and  wastin*,  and  pinin'  and 
pinin',  till  the  flesh  was  wore  off  his  bones,  and  he  was 
as  bare  and  as  yollow  as  a  kite's  claw ;  and  then,  what 
would  you  think,  but  the  drooth  came  an  him  sure  enough, 
and  he  was  callin'  for  dhrink  every  minify  till  you  'd  think 
he  'd  dhrink  the  sae  dhry. 

*'  Well,  when  the  clock  struck  twelve  that  night,  the 
drooth  was  an  him  worse  nor  ever,  though  he  dhrunk  as 
much  that  day  —  aye,  throth,  as  much  as  would  turn  a 
mill ;  and  he  called  to  his  sarvants  for  a  dhrink  of  gruU 
(gruel). 

"  *  The  grule  's  all  out,'  says  they. 

** '  Well,  then,  give  me  some  whay^  says  he. 

"  *  There 's  none  left,  my  lord,'  says  they. 

" '  Then  give  me  a  dhrink  of  wine,'  says  he. 

"  '  There  's  none  in  the  room,  dear,'  says  the  nurse- 
tindher. 

**  *  Then  go  down  to  the  wine-cellar,'  says  he,  '  and 
get  some.' 

"  With  that,  they  wint  to  the  wine-cellar,  but,  jew'l 
machree,  they  soon  run  back  into  his  room,  with  their 
faces  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  tould  him  there  was  not 
one  dhrop  of  wine  in  all  the  cashks  in  the  cellar. 

" '  Oh,  murther  !  murther ! '  says  the  king, '  Vm  dyin*  of 
droothy  says  he. 

"  And  then,  God  help  iz  !  they  bethought  themselves 
of  what  the  bishop  said,  and  the  curse  he  laid  an  the 
king. 
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**  *  You  Vc  no  grule  ? '  says  the  king. 
"  *  No,*  says  they. 

« '  Nor  u/Atfr  ^ ' 

"  *  No,*  says  the  sarvaots. 

"  *  Nor  wine  ?  *  says  the  king. 

"  '  Nor  wine,  either,  my  lord,'  says  they. 

**  *  Have  you  no  tay  f  *  says  he. 

^*  *  Not  a  dhrop,'  says  the  nurse-tindher. 

"  *  Then,*  says  the  king/  for  the  tindher  marcy  of  God, 
gi*  me  a  dhrink  of  wathcr.' 

^^  And  what  would  you  think,  Sir,  but  there  was  n't  a 
dhrop  of  wather  in  the  place. 

"'Oh,  murther!  murther! '  says  the  king,  *  isn't  it  a 
poor  case,  that  a  king  can't  get  a  dhrink  of  wather  in  his 
own  house  ?  Go  then,'  says  he, '  and  get  me  a  jug  of  wather 
out  of  the  ditch.* 

"  For  there  was  a  big  ditch,  Sir,  all  round  the  palace. 
And  away  they  run  for  wather  out  of  the  ditch,  while 
the  king  was  roarin'  like  mad,  for  the  drooth,  and  his 
mouth  like  a  coal  of  fire.  And  sure,  Sir,  the  story  goes, 
they  couldn't  find  any  wather  in  the  ditch  ! 

"  *  Millia  murther!  millia  murther!'  cries  the  king, 
*  will  no  one  take  pity  an  a  king  that's  dyiri  for  the  hare 
drooth  ?  • 

"  And  they  all  thrimblcd  agin,  with  the  fair  fright, 
when  they  heerd  this,  and  thought  of  the  ould  bishop's 
prophecy. 

**  *  Well,'  says  the  poor  king,  '  run  down  to  the  Shan- 
non,' says  he,  'and  sure,  at  all  events,  you  '11  get  wather 
there,'  savs  he. 

"  Well,  Sir,  away  they  run  with  pails  and  noggins, 
down  to  the  Shannon,  and,  (God  bctune  us  and  harm  !) 
what  do  you  think,  Sir,  but  the  river  Shannon  was  dhry! 
So,  av  coorsc,  when  the  king  hecrd  the  Shannon  was  gone 
dhry,  it  wint  to  his  heart ;  and  he  thought  o'  the  bishop's 
curse  an  him  —  and,givin'  one  murtherin'  big  screechy  that 
split  the  walls  of  the  palace,  as  may  be  seen  to  this  day, 
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he  died,  Sir  —  makin'  the  bishop's  words  good,  that  ^bi 
would  die  ofdrooth  jit  / ' 

^^And  now,  Sir,"  says  my  historian,  with  a  look  of 
lurking  humour  in  his  dark  grey  eye,  ^is  n't  that  mighty 
wondherful  —  iv  it  *s  thrue  ?  " 
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AN   ESSAY   ON   FOOLS 

«<  A  iboly  a  feol  !- 1  met  a  fool  i*  the  forest.** 

As  You  Like  It. 

S  some  allusion  has  been  made  in  the  early  part 
^  of  the  foregoing  story  to  a  fool,  this,  perhaps, 
is  the  fittest  place  to  say  something  of  fools  in  general. 
Be  it  understood,  I  only  mean  fools  by  profession ;  for 
were  amateur  fools  included,  an  essay  on  fools  in  general, 
would  be  no  trifling  undertaking.  And,  further,  I  mean 
to  limit  myself  within  still  more  circumscribed  bounds,  by 
treating  of  the  subject  only  as  it  regards  that  immediate 
part  of  his  Majesty's  dominions  called  Ireland. 

In  Ireland,  the  fool,  or  natural,  or  innocent,  (for  by 
all  these  names  he  goes,)  as  represented  in  the  stories  of 
the  Irish  peasantry,  is  very  much  the  fool  that  Shak- 
speare  occasionally  embodies;  and  even  in  the  present  day, 
many  a  witticism  and  sarcasm,  given  birth  to  by  these 
mendicant  Touchstones,  would  be  treasured  in  the  mem- 
ory of  our  beau  monde^  under  the  different  heads  of  brilliant 
or  biting,  had  they  been  uttered  by  a  Bushe  or  a  Plunket. 
I  recollect  a  striking  piece  of  imagery  employed  by  one 
of  the  tribe,  on  his  perceiving  the  approach  of  a  certain 
steward,  who,  as  a  severe  task-master,  had  made  himself 
disliked  amongst  the  peasantry  employed  on  his  master's 
estate.  This  man  had  acquired  a  nick-name,  (Irishmen, 
by  the  way,  are  celebrated  for  the  application  of  sobriquets^) 
which  nick-name  was  "  Danger ;  "  and  the  fool,  standing, 
one  day,  amidst  a  parcel  of  workmen,  who  were  cutting 
turf,   perceived    this   same    steward    crossing    the    bog 
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towards  them  :  ^^  Ah,  ha !  by  dad,  you  must  work  now, 
boys,"  said  he,  ^  here  comes  Danger.  Bad  luck  to  you. 
Daddy  Danger,  you  dirty  blood-sucker,  sure  the  earth 's 
heavy  with  you."  But  suddenly  stopping  in  his  career  of 
common-place  abuse,  he  looked,  with  an  air  of  contempla- 
tive dislike  towards  the  man,  and  deliberately  said,  ^^  There 
you  are.  Danger !  and  may  I  never  brake  bread,  if  all  the 
turf  in  the  bog  *  id  warm  me  to  youJ* 

Such  are  the  occasional  fcursts  of  figurative  language 
uttered  by  our  fools,  who  are  generally  mendicants ;  or 
perhaps  it  would  be  fitter  to  call  them  dependants,  either 
on  some  particular  family,  or  on  the  wealthy  farmers  of 
the  district.  But  they  have  a  great  objection  that  such 
should  be  supposed  to  be  the  case,  and  are  particularly 
jealous  of  their  independence.  An  example  of  this  was 
given  me  by  a  friend,  who  patronised  one,  that  was  rather 
a  fevourite  of  the  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
a  constant  attendant  at  everv  fair  within  ten  or  fifteen 
miles,  where  he  was  sure  to  pick  up  a  good  deal  of  money 

from  his  gentlemen  friends.     Aware  of  this  fact,  Mr. 

meeting  Jimmy^  one  morning  on  the  road,  and  knowing 
what  errand  he  was  bound  on,  asked  him  where  he  was 
going  ? 

"  I  'm  goin'  to  the  fair,  your  honour." 

"  Why,  what  can  bring  you  there  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  Ve  business  there." 

^  What  business  —  ?  " 

**  I  *11  tell  you  to-morrow." 

*'  Ah  !  Jimmy,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  I  see  how  it  is 
—  you  're  going  to  the  fair  to  ask  all  the  gentlemen  for 
money." 

"  Indeed  I  'm  not :  I  'm  no  beggar  —  Jimmy  would  n't 
be  a  beggar.  Do  you  think  I  've  nothin'  else  to  do  but 
beg  ? " 

^  This  is  the  name  almost  universally  applied  here  to  fools.  Tom 
seems  to  be  the  one  in  use  in  England,  even  as  far  back  as  Shak- 
speare^s  time;  but  Jimmy  is  the  established  name  in  Ireland. 
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^  Well,  what  else  brings  you  to  the  fair  ?  " 

^  Sure  I  *in  goin'  to  sell  a  cow  there/'  said  Jimmy, 
quite  delighted  at  fancying  he  had  successfully  baffled  the 
troublesome  inquiries  of  the  Squire  \  and,  not  willing  to 
risk  another  question  or  answer,  he  uuered  his  deafening 
laugh,  and  pursued  his  road  to  the  fair. 

From  the  same  source  I  heard  that  they  are  admirable 
couriers,  which  my  friend  very  £iirly  accounted  for,  by 
attributing  it  to  the  small  capability  of  comprehension  in 
the  constitution  of  their  minds,  which,  rendering  them 
unable  to  embrace  more  than  one  idea  at  a  time,  produces 
a  singleness  of  purpose,  that  renders  them  valuable  mes- 
sengers. As  an  instance  of  this,  he  told  me  that  a  gentle- 
man in  his  neighbourhood  once  sent  a  certain  fool  to  the 

town  of ,  with  a  packet  of  great  consequence  and 

value,  to  his  banker,  with  a  direction  to  the  bearer  not 

to  hand  it  to  any  person  but  Mr. himself,  and  not 

to  return  without  seeing  him. 

It  so  happened  Mr. had    gone  to   Dublin  that 

morning ;  and  no  assurances  nor  persuasion,  on  the  part 
of  that  gentleman's  confidential  clerk,  could  induce  the 
fool  to  hand  him  the  parcel  —  thus  observing  strict  obe- 
dience to  the  commands  of  his  master.  But  he  adhered 
still  more  literally  to  his  commission  ;  for  when  he  was 

told  Mr. had  gone  to  Dublin,  and  that,  therefore,  he 

could  not  give  him  the  packet,  he  said,  "  Oh,  very  well, 
Jimmy  'ill  go  back  agin  ;  "  but  when  he  left  the  office,  he 
took  the  road  to  Dublin,  instead  of  homewards,  having 
been  bidden  not  to  return  without  delivering  it^  and  ran  the 
distance  to  the  capital,  (about  one  hundred  and  forty 
miles,)  in  so  short  a  time,  that  he  arrived  there  but  a  few 
hours  after  the  gentleman  he  followed,  and  never  rested 
until  he  discovered  where  he  was  lodged,  and  delivered  to 
him  the  parcel,  in  strict  accordance  with  his  instructions. 

They  are  affectionate  also.  I  have  heard  of  a  fool, 
who,  when  some  favourite  member  of  a  family  he  was 
attached  to  died,  went  to  the  church-yard,  and  sat  on  the 
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grave,  and  there,  wept  bitterly,  and  watched  night  and 
day  ;  nor  could  he  be  forced  from  the  place,  nor  could 
the  calls  of  hunger  and  thirst  induce  him  to  quit  the  spot 
for  many  days  ;  and  such  was  the  intensity  of  grief  on 
the  part  of  the  affectionate  creature,  that  he  died  in  three 
months  afterwards. 

But  they  can  be  revengeful  too,  and  entertain  a  grudge 
with  great  tenacity.  The  following  is  a  ridiculous 
instance  of  this :  —  A  fool,  who  had  been  severely  bitten 
by  a  gander,  that  was  unusually  courageous,  watched  an 
opportunity,  when  his  enemy  was  absent,  and  getting 
amongst  the  rising  family  of  the  gander,  he  b^an  to 
tramfde  upon  the  goslings,  and  was  caught  in  the  fact  of 
murdenng  them,  wholesale,  by  the  enraged  woman  who 
had  reared  them. 

"  Ha !  Jimmy,  you  villian,  is  it  murtherin'  my  lovely 
goslin's  you  are,  you  thief  o'  the  world  ?  Bad  scram  to 
you,  you  thicic-headed  vagabone." 

"  Divil  mend  them,  granny,"  shouted  Jimmy,  with  a 
laugh  of  idiotic  delight,  as  he  leaped  over  a  ditch,  out  of 
the  reach  of  the  hen-wife,  who  rushed  upon  him  with  a 
broom-sticic,  full  of  dire  intent  upon  Jimmy's  sicuU. 

"  Oh,  you  moroadin'  thief ! "  cried  the  exasperated 
woman,  shaking  her  uplifted  broom-sticic  at  Jimmy  in 
impotent  rage  ;  "wait  till  Maurice  ketches  you  —  that 's 
all." 

"  Divil  mend  them,  granny,"  shouted  Jimmy  —  "  ha  ! 
ha  !  —  why  did  their  daddy  bite  me  ?  " 

The  peasantry  believe  a  fool  to  be  insensible  to  fear, 
from  any  ghostly  visitation ;  and  I  heard  of  an  instance 
where  the  experiment  was  made  on  one  of  these  unhappy 
creatures,  by  dressing  a  strapping  fellow  in  a  sheet,  and 
placing  him  in  a  situation  to  intercept  "  poor  Jimmy  " 
on  his  midnight  path,  and  try  the  truth  of  this  generally- 
received  opinion,  by  endeavouring  to  intimidate  him. 
When  he  had  reached  the  appointed  spot,  a  particularly 
lonely  and  narrow  path,  and  so  hemmed  in  by  high  banks 
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on  each  side,  as  to  render  escape  difficult,  Mr.  Ghost 
suddenly  reared  his  sheeted  person,  as  Jimmy  had  half 
ascended  a  broken  stile,  and  with  all  the  usual  terrific 
formula  of  "  Boo,"  **  Fee-few-fum,"  etc.,  etc.,  demanded 
who  dared  to  cross  that  path  ?  The  answer,  ^  I  'm  poor 
Jimmy,"  was  given  in  his  usual  tone.  ^^  I  'm  Raw-head 
and  Bloody-bones,"  roared  the  ghost.  ^^  Ho !  ho !  I  often 
heerd  o'  you,"  said  Jimmy.  "  Baw,"  cried  the  ghost, 
advancing.  "TU  kiU  you  — I'll  kill  you— I'll  kill 
)rou."  **  The  divil  a  betther  opinion  I  had  iv  you,"  said 
Jimmy.  "  Boo ! "  says  Raw-head.  "  I  Ml  eat  you. 
—  I  '11  eat  you."  "  The  divil  do  you  good  with  me," 
says  Jimmy.  And  so  the  ghost  was  at  a  nonplus,  and 
Jimmy  won  the  field. 

I  once  heard  of  a  joint-stock  company  having  been 
established  between  a  fool  and  a  blind  beggar-man,  and 
for  whom  the  fool  acted  in  the  capacity  of  guide.  They 
had  share  and  share  alike  in  the  begging  concern,  and 
got  on  tolerably  well  together,  until  one  day  the  blind 
man  had  cause  to  suspect  Jimmy's  honour.  It  happened 
that  a  mail-coach  passing  by,  the  blind  man  put  forth 
all  his  begging  graces  to  induce  the  ^^  quality  "  to  ^^  cxtind 
their  charity,"  and  succeeded  so  well,  that  not  only  some 
copper,  but  a  piece  of  silver  was  thrown  by  the  way-side. 
Jimmy,  I  'm  sorry  to  say,  allowed  "  the  filthy  lucre  of 
gain "  so  far  to  predominate,  that  in  picking  up  these 
gratuities,  he  appropriated  the  silver  coin  to  his  own 
particular  pouch,  and  brought  the  halfpence  only  for 
division  to  his  blind  friend  ;  but  the  sense  of  hearing 
was  so  nice  in  the  latter,  that  he  detected  the  sound  of 
the  falling  silver,  and  asked  Jimmy  to  produce  it.  Jimmy 
denied  the  fiict  stoutly.  "  Oh,  I  heerd  it  fall,"  said  the 
blind  man.  "  Then  you  were  betther  off  than  poor 
Jimmy,"  said  our  hero ;  "  for  you  heerd  it,  but  poor 
Jimmy  did  n't  see  it."  "  Well,  look  for  it,"  says  the 
blind  man.  "  Well,  well,  but  you  're  cute,  daddy,"  cried 
Jimmy ;  "  you  're  right  enough,  I  sec  it  now ; "  and 
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Jimmy  affected  to  pick  up  the  sixpence,  and  handed  it 
to  his  companion. 

^^  Now  we  '11  go  an  to  the  Squire's,*'  said  the  blind 
man,  ^^  and  they  '11  give  us  somethin'  to  eat ; "  and  he 
and  his  idiot  companion  were  soon  seated  outside  the 
kitchen-door  of  the  Squire's  house,  waiting  for  their 
expected  dish  of  broken  meat  and  potatoes. 

Presently  Jimmy  was  summoned,  and  he  stepped  for- 
ward to  receive  the  plate  that  was  handed  him ;  but,  in 
its  transit  from  the  kitchen-door  to  the  spot  where  the 
blind  man  was  seated,  Jimmy  played  foul  again,  by  lay- 
ing violent  hands  on  the  meat,  and  leaving  potatoes  only 
on  the  dish.  Again  the  acute  sense  of  the  blind  man 
detected  the  fraud  :  he  sniffed  the  scent  of  the  purloined 
provision ;  and,  after  poking  with  hurried  fingers  amongst 
the  potatoes,  he  exclaimed,  "  Ha!  Jimmy,  Jimmy,  I 
smelt  meat."  "  Deed  and  deed,  no,"  said  Jimmy,  who 
had,  in  the  mean  time,  with  the  voracity  of  brutal  hun- 
ger, devoured  his  stolen  prey.  "  That 's  a  lie,  Jimmy," 
said  the  blind  man  —  ^^  that 's  like  the  sixpence.  Ha ! 
you  thievin'  rogue,  to  cheat  a  poor  blind  man,  you 
villian  ;  "  and  forthwith  he  aimed  a  blow  of  his  stick  at 
Jimmy  with  such  good  success,  as  to  make  the  fool  bel- 
low lustily.  Matters,  however,  were  accommodated  ;  and 
both  parties  considered  that  the  beef  and  the  blow  pretty 
well  balanced  one  another,  and  so  accounts  were  squared. 

After  their  meal  at  the  Squire's,  they  proceeded  to  an 
adjoining  village ;  but  in  the  course  of  their  way  thither, 
it  was  necessary  to  pass  a  rapid,  and  sometimes  swollen 
mountain-stream,  and  the  only  means  of  transit  was  by 
large  blocks  of  granite  placed  at  such  intervals  in  the 
stream,  as  to  enable  a  passenger  to  step  from  one  to 
the  other,  and  hence  called  "stepping-stones."  Here, 
then,  it  was  necessary,  on  the  blind  man's  part,  to  em- 
ploy great  caution,  and  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  guid- 
ance of  Jimmy,  to  effect  his  purpose.  "  You  '11  tell  me 
where  I  'm  to  step,"  said  he,  as  he  cautiously  approached 
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the  brink.     ^  Oh,  I  will,  daddy,"  said  Jimmy ;  ^  give 
me  your  hand/' 

But  Jimmy  thought  a  good  opportunity  had  arrived, 
for  disposing  of  one  whom  he  found  to  be  an  over- 
intelligent  companion,  and  leading  him  to  a  part  of  the 
bank  where  no  friendly  stepping-stone  was  placed,  he 
cried,  ^Step  out  now,  daddy.*'  The  poor  blind  man 
obeyed  the  command,  and  tumbled  plump  into  the  water. 
The  fool  screamed  with  delight,  and  clapped  his  hands. 
The  poor  deluded  blind  man  floundered  for  some  time 
in  the  stream,  which,  fortunately,  was  not  sufficiently 
deep  to  be  dangerous ;  and  when  he  scrambled  to  the 
shore,  he  laid  about  him  with  his  stick  and  tongue,  in 
dealing  blows  and  anathemas,  all  intended  for  Jimmy. 
The  former  Jimmy  carefully  avoided,  by  running  out  of 
the  enraged  blind  man's  reach.  ^^  Oh,  my  curse  light  an 
you,  you  black-hearted  thraitor,"  said  the  dripping  old 
beggar,  ^^  that  has  just  wit  enough  to  be  wicked,  and 
to  play  such  a  hard-hearted  turn  to  a  poor  blind  man." 
**Ha!  ha!  daddy,"  cried  Jimmy,  *'*- you  could  smell  the 
mate  —  why  didrCt  you  smell  the  wather?  " 
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**  I  WM  b]r  It  the  opening  of  the  fiudd.** 

**  Methooght  I  heard  the  shepherd  ny  he  fbuiid  a  child.** 

JOHN  DAW,  of  the  County y  Gent,  who,  from 
his  propensity  to  look  down  his  neighbours*  chim- 
neys, was  familiarly  called  Mr.  Jackdaw,  was  a  man, 
who,  (to  adopt  a  figure  of  speech  which  he  often 
used  himself,)  could  see  as  far  into  a  millstone  as  most 
people.  He  could  play  at  politics,  as  boys  play  at 
marbles  —  and  Mr.  Daw  could  be  down  upon  any  king's 
taw,  as  best  suited  his  pleasure,  and  prove  he  was  quite 
right,  to  boot,  provided  you  would  only  listen  to  his 
arguments,  and  not  answer  them.  Though  to  say  the 
truth,  Mr.  Daw  seldom  meddled  with  so  august  a  person- 
age as  a  king  —  he  was  rather  of  Shakspearc's  opinion, 
that 

<*  There 's  a  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king." 

and  after  the  fall  of  Napoleon,  whom  he  could  abuse  to 
his  heart's  content,  with  all  the  hackneyed  epithets  of 
tyrant,  monster,  etc.,  without  any  offence  to  legitimacy^ 
his  rage  against  royalty  was  somewhat  curtailed  of  its 
"fair  proportions."  But  still,  politics  always  afforded 
him  a  very  pretty  allowance  of  hot  water  to  dabble  in. 
Of  course,  he  who  could  settle  the  affairs  of  nations 
with  so  much  satisfaction  to  himself,  could  also  superin- 
tend those  of  his  neighbours ;  and  the  whole  county,  if  it 
knew  but  all,  had  weighty  obligations  to  Mr.  Daw,  for 
the  consideration  he  bestowed  on  the  concerns  of  every 
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man  in  it,  rather  than  his  own.     But  the  world  is  very 

ill-natured,    and    the   County in    particular ;    for 

while  Mr.  Daw,  thus,  exhibited  so  much  interest  in  the 
affairs  of  his  acquaintances,  they  only  called  him  ^^  bore 
—  busybody  —  meddler,"  and  other  such  like  amiable 
appellations. 

No  stolen  *'  march  of  intellect,"  had  ever  been  allowed 
to  surprise  the  orthodox  outposts  of  Mr.  Daw's  under- 
standing. He  was  for  the  good  old  times  —  none  of 
your  heathenish  innovations  for  him  !  The  word,  liber- 
ality, was  an  abomination  in  his  ears,  and  strongly  re- 
minded him  of  '*  Popery,  slavery,  arbitrary  power,  brass 
money,  and  wooden  shoes." 

Two  things  he  hated  in  particular — cold  water  and 
papists  —  he  thought  them  both  bad  for  ^^  the  constitu- 
tion." Now,  the  former  of  the  aforesaid,  Mr.  Daw  took 
special  good  care  should  never  make  any  innovation  on 
his  —  and  the  bitterest  regret  of  his  life,  was,  that  he  had 
it  not  equally  in  his  power,  to  prevent  the  latter  from 
making  inroads  upon  that  of  the  nation. 

A  severe  trial  of  Mr.  Daw's  temper  existed,  in  the 
situation,  which  a  certain  Roman  Catholic  chapel  held, 
on  the  road  which  led  from  his  house  to  the  parochial 
Protestant  church.  This  chapel  was  a  singularly  humble 
little  building,  whose  decayed  roof  of  straw  gave  evidence 
of  the  poverty  and  inability  of  the  flock  who  crowded 
within  it  every  Sunday,  to  maintain  a  more  seemly  edifice 
for  the  worship  of  God.  It  was  situated  immediately  on 
the  road  side,  and  so  inadequate  was  it  in  size,  to  contain 
the  congregation  which  flocked  to  it  for  admittance,  that 
hundreds  of  poor  people  might  be  seen  every  Sabbath, 
kneeling  outside  the  door,  and  stretching  in  a  crowd  so 
dense  across  the  road,  as  to  occasion  considerable  ob- 
struction to  a  passenger  thereon.  This  was  always  a 
source  of  serious  annoyance  to  the  worthy  Mr.  Daw ; 
and  one  Sunday  in  particular,  so  great  was  the  concourse 
of    people,  that  he  was  absolutely  obliged   to  stop  his 
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jaunting  car,  and  was  delayed  the  enormous  space  of  a 
full  minute  and  a  half,  before  the  offending  worshippers 
could  get  out  of  the  way.  This  was  the  climax  of  an- 
noyance—  it  was  insufferable.  That  he  should  have, 
every  Sunday  as  he  went  to  church,  his  Christian  seren- 
ity disturbed  by  passing  so  heathenish  a  temple  as  a  mass- 
house,  and  witness  the  adoration  of  ^^  damnable  idolaters," 
was  bad  enough,  but  that  he,  one  of  the  staunchest  Prot- 
estants in  the  country,  one  of  the  most  unflinching  of 
the  sons  of  ascendency,  should  be  delayed  upon  his  way  to 
church,  by  a  pack  of  ^  rascally  rebelly  papists,"  as  he  char- 
itably called  them,  was  beyond  endurance,  and  he  deeply 
swore  he  would  never  go  to  church  by  that  road  again,  to 
be  obnoxious  to  so  great  an  indignity.  And  he  kept  his 
word.  He  preferred  going  a  round  of  five  miles  to  the 
ample  and  empty  church  of ,  than  again  pass  the  con- 
fined and  crowded  little  chapel. 

This  was  rather  inconvenient  sometimes,  to  be  sure, 
when  autumn  rains  and  winter  snows  were  falling  —  but 
no  matter.  The  scene  of  his  degradation  was  not  to  be 
passed  for  any  consideration,  and  many  a  thorough 
drenching  and  frost-bitten  penalty  were  endured  in  the 
cause  of  ascendancy  —  but  what  then  ?  —  he  had  the  re- 
ward in  his  own  breast,  and  he  bore  all  with  the  fortitude 
of  a  martyr,  consoling  himself  in  the  notion  of  his  being 
"  a  suffering  loyalist." 

If  he  went  out  of  his  way  to  avoid  one  popish  nui- 
sance, he  was  ^^  put  out  of  his  way  "  by  another  —  namely, 
by  having  his  residence  in  the  vicinity  of  a  convent. 
Yea,  within  ear-shot  of  their  vesper  music  lay  his  pleasure 
ground ;  and  a  stone  wall  (a  very  strong  and  high  one 
to  be  sure,)  was  all  that  interposed  itself,  between  his 
Protestant  park  and  the  convent  garden. 

Both  of  these  lay  upon  the  shore  of  the  expansive 
Shannon;  and  "many  a  time  and  oft,"  when  our  hero 
was  indulging  in  an  evening  stroll  on  the  bank  of  the 
river,  did  he  wish  the  poor  nuns  fairly  at  the  bottom  of 

86 


The  Catastrophe 

it)  as  their  neighbouring  voices,  raised  perchance  in  some 
hymn  to  the  Viigin,  smote  the  tympanum  of  his  offended 


He  considered,  at  length,  that  this  proximity  to  a 
convent,  which  at  first  he  deemed  such  a  hardship,  might 
be  turned  to  account,  in  a  way,  of  all  others,  congenial 
to  his  disposition,  by  affording  him  an  opportunity  of 
watching  the  movements  of  its  inmates.  Of  the  ne&rious 
proceedings  of  such  a  body  —  of  their  numberless  intrigues, 
etc.,  etc.,  he  himself  had  no  doubt,  and  he  forthwith 
commenced  a  system  of  espionnagCy  that  he  might  be 
enabled  to  produce  proof  for  the  conviction  of  others. 
During  the  day,  there  was  a  provoking  propriety  preserved 
about  the  place,  that  excited  Mr.  Daw's  wrath  —  ^aye, 
aye,'*  would  he  mutter  to  himself,  ^^they  were  always  deep 
as  well  as  dangerous  —  they  're  too  cunning  to  commit 
themselves  by  any  thing  that  might  be  easily  discovered ; 
but  wait — wait  until  the  moonlight  nights  are  past,  and 
I  '11  warrant  my  watching  shan't  go  for  nothing." 

Under  the  dewy  damps  of  night,  many  an  hour  did 
Mr.  Daw  hold  his  surveillance  around  the  convent  bounds; 
but  still  fortune  favoured  him  not  in  his  enterprise ;  and 
not  one  of  the  delinquencies,  which  he  had  no  doubt  were 
going  forward,  had  he  the  good  fortune  to  discover.  No 
scarf  was  waved  from  the  proscribed  casements  —  no 
ladder  of  ropes  was  to  be  found  attached  to  the  forbidden 
wall  —  no  boat,  with  mufHed  oar,  stealthily  skimming 
along  the  waters,  could  be  detected  in  the  act  of  deposit- 
ing ^^  a  gallant  gay  Lothario  "  in  this  Hesperian  garden, 
where,  he  doubted  not,  many  an  adventurous  Jason 
plucked  forbidden  fruit. 

Chance,  however,  threw  in  his  way  a  discovery,  which 
all  his  premeditated  endeavours  had  formerly  failed  to 
accomplish ;  for  one  evening,  just  as  the  last  glimmer  of 
departing  day  was  streaking  the  west,  Mr.  Daw,  in 
company  with  a  friend,  (a  congenial  soul,)  when  returning, 
after  a  long  day's  shooting,  in  gleeful  anticipation  of  a 

87 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

good  dinner,  heard  a  sudden  splash  in  the  water,  ap- 
parently proceeding  from  the  extremity  of  the  convent- 
wall,  to  which  point  they  both  directly  hurried.  What 
the  noise  originated  in,  we  shall  soon  see ;  but  a  moment's 
pause  must  be  first  given,  to  say  a  word  or  two  of  Mr. 
Daw's  friend. 

He  was  a  liule  bustling  man,  always  fussing  about 
something  or  other  —  eternally  making  frivolous  excuses 
for  paying  visits  at  unseasonable  hours,  for  the  purpose 
of  taking  people  by  surprise,  and  seeing  what  they  were 
about,  and  everlastingly  giving  people  advice;  and  after 
any  unpleasant  accident,  loss  of  property,  or  other  casualty, 
he  was  always  ready  with  an  assurance,  that  ^  if  that  had 
been  his  case,  he  would  have  done  so  and  so ;  '*  and  gave 
ample  grounds  for  you  to  understand  that  you  were  very 
little  more  nor  less  than  a  fool,  and  he,  the  wisest  of  men 
since  the  days  of  Solomon. 

But  curiosity  was  his  prevailing  foible.  When  he 
entered  a  room,  his  little  twinkling  eyes  went  peering 
round  the  chamber,  to  ascertain  if  any  thing  worth  notice 
was  within  eye-shot  ;  and  when  failure  ensued,  in  that 
case,  he  himself  went  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  into  every 
corner,  and  with  excuses  so  plausible,  that  he  flattered 
himself  nobody  saw  what  he  did.  For  example,  he  might 
commence  thus  — "  Ha  !  Miss  Emily,  you  'vegot  a  string 
broken  in  your  harp,  I  see,"  and,  forthwith,  he  posted 
over  to  the  instrument ;  and  while  he  was  clawing  the 
strings,  and  declaring  it  was  ^^  a  monstrous  sweet  harp," 
he  was  reconnoitring  the  quarter  where  it  stood,  with 
the  eye  of  a  lynx.  Unsuccessful  there,  he  would  proceed, 
mayhap,  to  the  tabic,  where  some  recently  received  letters 
were  lying,  and  stooping  down  over  one  with  its  seal 
upwards,  exclaim,  ^^  Dear  me !  what  a  charming  device  ! 
Let  me  see  —  what  is  it  ?  —  a  padlock,  and  the  motto 
*  honour  keeps  the  key.'  Ah !  very  pretty  indeed  —  ex- 
cellent ! "  And  then  he  would  carelesslv  turn  over  the 
letter,  to  see  the  post-mark  and  superscription,  to  tiy 
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if  he  couM  glean  any  little  hint  from  them  —  ^^  So !  so  f  a 
foreign  post-mark,  I  see  —  ha !  I  dare  say,  now,  this  is 
from  your  cousin  — his  regiment 's  abroad,  I  believe  ?  Eh ! 
Miss  Emily?  '*  (rather  knowingly).  Miss  Emily  might 
reply,  slily,  ^I  thought  you  admired  the  motto  on  the 
seal  ? "  **  Oh  yes — a  —  very  true,  indeed  —  a  very  pretty 
motto ; "  —  and  so  on. 

This  little  gentleman  was,  moreover,  very  particular 
in  his  dress ;  the  newest  fashions  were  sure  to  be  exhibited 
on  his  diminutive  person ;  and  from  the  combined  quality 
of  fitit  mattre  and  eavesdropper,  he  enjoyed  a  sobriquet 
as  honourable  as  Mr.  Daw,  and  was  called  LittU  Beau 
Pitp. 

Upon  one  occasion,  however,  while  minding  his  neigh- 
bour's affairs  with  an  exemplary  vigilance,  some  sheep- 
stealers  made  free  with  a  few  of  his  flock,  and  though 
so  pre-eminently  prompt,  in  the  suggestion  of  preventions, 
or  remedies,  in  similar  cases,  when  his  friends  were  in 
trouble,  he  could  not  make  the  slightest  successful  move- 
ment towards  the  recovery  of  his  own  property.  All  his 
dior  friends  were,  of  course,  delighted  ;  and  so  far  did 
they  carry  their  exultation  in  his  mishap,  that  some  one, 
a  night  or  two  after  his  disaster,  pasted  on  his  hall 
door  the  following  quotation  from  a  celebrated  nursery 
baUad:  — 

<<  Little  Beau  Beep 
Has  lost  his  sheep, 
And  does  not  know  where  to  find  them.** 

He  had  a  little  dog,  too,  that  was  as  great  a  nuisance 
as  himself,  and  emulated  his  master  in  his  prying  propen- 
sities ;  he  was  very  significantly  called  "  Ferret,"  and  not 
unfrequently  had  he  been  instrumental  in  making  mis- 
chievous discoveries.  One  in  particular  I  cannot  resist 
noticing :  — 

Mrs.  Fitz-Altamont  was  a  lady  of  high  descent  —  in 
short,  the  descent  had  been  such  a  long  one,  that  the 
noble  family  of  Fitz-Altamont  had  descended  very  low 

89 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

indeed  —  but  Mrs.  Fitz-Altamont  would  never  let  ^the 
aspiring  blood  of  Lancaster  sink  in  the  ground ; "  and, 
accordingly,  was  always  reminding  her  acquaintance,  how 
very  noble  a  stock  she  came  from,  at  the  very  moment 
perhaps  she  was  making  some  miserable  show  of  gen- 
tility. In  fact,  Mrs.  Fitz-Altamont's  mode  of  living, 
reminded  one  very  much  'of  worn  out  plated  ware,  in 
which  the  copper  makes  a  very  considerable  appearance ; 
or,  as  Goldsmith  says  of  the  French,  she 

<<  Trim*d  her  robe  of  frieze  with  copper  lice/* 

Her  children  had  been  reared  from  their  earliest  infoncy 
with  lofty  notions ;  they  started,  even  from  the  baptis- 
mal font,  under  the  shadow  of  high  sounding  names; 
there  were  Alfred,  Adolphus,  and  Harold,  her  magnani- 
mous boys,  and  Angelina  and  Iphigenia,  her  romantic 
girls. 

Judge  then  of  the  mortification  of  Mrs.  Fitz-Altamont, 
when  one  day  seated  at  a  rather  homely  early  din- 
ner. Little  Beau  Peep  popped  in  upon  them.  How  he 
contrived  such  a  surprise  is  not  stated ;  whether  by  a 
surreptitious  entrv  through  a  back  window,  or,  fairy-like, 
through  a  key  hole,  has  never  been  clearly  ascertained, 
but  certain  it  is,  he  detected  the  noble  family  of  Fitz- 
Altamont  in  the  fact  of  having  been  dining  upon  —  eggs  ! 
—  yes,  sympathetic  reader  —  eggs.  The  denouement 
took  place  thus:  —  Seated  before  this  unseemly  fare, the 
voice  of  Beau  Peep  was  heard  in  the  hall  by  the  affrighted 
Fitz-Altamonts.  No  herd  of  startled  deer  was  ever  half 
so  terrified  by  the  deep  bay  of  the  ferocious  stag-hound, 
as  "the  present  company  "  at  the  shrill  pipe  of  the  cur. 
Beau  Peep  ;  and  by  a  simultaneous  movement  of  thought 
and  action,  they  at  once  huddled  every  thing  upon  the 
table,  topsy  turvy,  into  the  table-cloth,  and  crammed  it 
with  precipitous  speed  under  the  sofa ;  and  scattering  the 
chairs  from  their  formal  and  indicative  position  round  the 
table,  they  met  their  ^^  dear  friend*^  Beau  Peep  with  smiles, 
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as  he  gendy  opened  the  door  in  his  own  insinuating  man* 
ner,  to  say,  that,  ^^  just  as  he  was  in  the  neighbourhood, 
he  would  not  pass  by  his  esteemed  friend  Mrs.  Fitz- 
Altamont,  without  calling  to  pay  his  respects."  Both 
parties  were  "  deUghted  "  to  see  each  other,  and  Mr.  Beau 
Peep  seated  himself  on  the  sofa,  and  his  little  dog  ^^  Fer- 
ret," lay  down  between  his  feet ;  and  whether  it  was  from 
a  spice  of  his  master's  talent  for  discovery,  or  a  keen 
nose  that  nature  gave  him,  we  know  not,  but  after  sniff- 
ing once  or  twice,  he  made  a  sudden  dart  beneath  the 
sofii,  and  in  an  instant  emerged  from  under  its  deep  and 
dirty  flounce,  dragging  after  him  the  table-cloth,  which, 
unfolding  in  its  course  along  the  well-darned  carpet,  dis- 
closed "  a  beggarly  account  of  empty  "  egg  shells. 

We  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  finale  of  such  a 
scene ;  but  Mrs.  Fitz-AItamont,  in  speaking  to  a  friend 
on  the  subject,  when  the  affair  had  "  got  wind,"  and  de- 
manded an  explanation,  declared  she  never  was  so  ^^  hor- 
rified" in  her  life.  It  was  just  owing  to  her  own  foolish 
good  nature  :  she  had  allowed  all  her  servants  (she  had 
one)  to  go  to  the  fair  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had  or- 
dered John  to  be  home  at  a  certain  hour  from  the  town 
with  marketing.  But  John  did  not  return  \  and  it  hap- 
pened so  unfortunately  —  such  a  thing  never  happened 
before  in  her  house  :  there  was  not  an  atom  in  the  larder 
but  eggs ;  and  they  just  were  making  a  little  lunch ^ 
when  that  provoking  creature,  Mr.  Terrier,  broke  in  on 
them. 

"My  dear  Madam,  if  you  had  only  seen  it:  Alfred 
had  eaten  his  egg  —  Adolphus  was  eating  his  egg  — 
Harold  was  in  the  act  of  cracking  his  egg,  and  I  was 
just  putting  some  salt  in  my  egg,  (indeed  I  spilt  the  salt 
a  moment  before,  and  was  certain  something  unlucky  was 
going  to  happen) ;  and  the  dear  romantic  girls,  Angelina 
and  Iphigenia,  were  at  the  moment  boiling  their  eggs, 
when  that  dreadful  little  man  got  into  the  house.  It 's 
very  laughable,  to  be  sure  —  he  !  he  !  he !  when  one  knows 
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all  about  it ;  but  really  I  never  was  so  provoked  in  my 
life." 

We  ask  pardon  for  so  long  a  digression,  but  an  anxiety 
to  show  what  sort  of  person  Little  Beau  Peep  was,  has 
betrayed  us  into  it ;  and  we  shall  now  hurry  to  the  de- 
velopment of  our  story. 

We  left  Beau  Peep  and  Jack  Daw,  hurrying  towards 
the  convent-wall  where  it  was  washed  by  the  river,  to 
ascertain  what  caused  the  loud  splash  in  the  water,  which 
they  heard,  and  has  already  been  noticed.  On  arriving 
at  the  extremity  of  Mr.  Daw's  grounds,  they  perceived 
the  stream  yet  agitated,  apparently  from  the  sudden  im- 
mersion of  something  into  it;  and,  on  looking  more 
sharply  through  the  dusk,  they  saw,  floating  rapidly 
down  the  current,  a  basket,  at  some  distance,  but  not  so 
far  away  as  to  prevent  their  hearing  a  faint  cry,  evi- 
dently proceeding  from  it ;  and  the  next  moment  they 
heard  a  female  voice  say,  in  the  adjoining  garden  of  the 
convent,  "  There,  let  it  go ;  the  nasty  creature,  to  do 
such  a  horrid  thing — " 

"  Did  you  hear  that  ?  "  said  Mr.  Daw. 

"  I  did,"  said  Beau  Peep. 

"  There's  proof  positive,"  said  Daw.  "  The  villainous 
papist  jades,  one  of  them  has  had  a  child,  and  some  of 
her  dear  sisters  are  drowning  it  for  her,  to  conceal  her 
infamy." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Beau  Peep. 

"  I  knew  it  all  along,"  said  Jack  Daw.  "  Come,  my 
dear  friend,"  added  he,  "  let  us  hasten  back  to  O'Brien's 
cottage,  and  he  '11  row  us  down  the  river  in  his  boat, 
and  we  may  yet  be  enabled  to  reach  the  basket  in  time 
to  possess  ourselves  of  the  proof  of  all  this  popish 
profligacy." 

And  off  they  ran  to  O'Brien's  cottage ;  and  hurrying 
O'Brien  and  his  son  to  unmoor  their  boat,  in  which  the 
gentlemen  had  passed  a  considerable  part  of  the  day  in 
sporting,  they  jumped  into  the  skiiF,  and  urged  the  two 
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men  to  pull  away  as  fiist  as  they  could,  after  the  prize 
they  hoped  to  obtain.  Thus,  though  excessively  hungry, 
and  anxious  for  the  dinner  that  was  awaiting  them  all 
the  time,  their  appetite  for  scandal  was  so  much  more 
intense,  that  they  relinquished  the  former  in  pursuit  of 
the  latter. 

^  An'  where  is  it  your  honour  's  goin'  ? "  demanded 
O'Brien. 

**  Oh,  a  little  bit  down  the  river  here,"  answered  Mr. 
Daw  \  for  he  did  not  wish  to  let  it  be  known  what  he 
was  in  quest  of,  or  his  suspicions  touching  it,  lest  the 
peasants  might  baffle  his  endeavours  at  discovery,  as  he 
was  sure  they  would  strive  to  do  in  such  a  case,  for  the 
honour  of  the  creed  to  which  they  belonged. 

"  Throth  then,  it 's  late  your  honour 's  goin'  an  the 
wather  this  time  o'day,  and  the  night  comin'    an." 

"  Well,  never  mind  that,  you,  but  pull  away." 

"  By  my  sowl,  I  'II  pull  like  a  young  cowlt,  if  that  be 
all,  and  Jim  too,  Sir,  (that 's  your  sort,  Jimmy ;)  but  at 
this  gateo'  goin'  the  sorra  far  off  the  rapids  will  be,  long, 
and  sure  if  we  go  down  them  now,  the  dickens  a  back 
we'll  get  to-night." 

**  Oh,  never  mind  that,"  said  Daw, "  we  can  return  by 
the  fields." 

As  O'Brien  calculated,  they  soon  reached  the  rapids, 
and  he  called  out  to  Jim  to  ^^  studdy  the  boat  there;" 
and  with  skilful  management  the  turbulent  descent  was 
passed  in  safety,  and  they  glided  onwards  again,  under  the 
influence  of  their  oars,  over  the  level  waters. 

**  Do  you  see  it  yet  ?  "  asked  one  of  the  friends  to  the 
other,  who  replied  in  the  negative. 

"  Maybe  it  *s  the  deep  hole  your  honour  id  be  lookin' 
for?"  queried  O'Brien,  in  that  peculiar  vein  of  inquisi- 
tiveness  which  the  Irish  peasant  indulges  in,  and  through 
which  he  hoj>cs,  by  pre-supposing  a  motive  of  action,  to 
discover  in  reality  the  object  aimed  at. 

"  No,"  answered  Daw,  rather  abruptly. 
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^^  Oh,  it 's  only  bekase  it 's  a  choice  place  for  settin' 
night-lines,"  said  O'Brien  ;  ^  and  I  was  thinkin'  maybe 
it 's  for  that  your  honour  id  be." 

^^  Oh !  "  said  Beau  Peep,  ^^  't  is  something  more  than 
is  caught  by  night-lines  we  're  seeking  —  di.  Daw  ?*' 

^  Aye,  aye,  and,  by  Jove,  I  think  I  see  it  a  little  wvj 
before  us  —  pull,  O  'Brien,  pull !  "  and  the  boat  trembled 
under  the  vigorous  strokes  of  O'Brien  and  his  son,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  they  were  within  an  oar's  length  of  the 
basket,  which,  by  this  time,  was  nearly  sinking,  and  a 
moment  or  two  Later,  had  deprived  Jack  Daw  and  Beau 
Peep  of  the  honour  of  the  discovery,  which  they  now 
were  on  the  eve  of  completing. 

^^  Lay  hold  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Daw;  and  Beau  Peep,  in 
"  making  a  long  arm,"  to  secure  the  prize,  so  far  over- 
balanced himself,  that  he  went  plump,  head  foremost, 
into  the  river ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  activity  and 
strength  of  the  elder  O'Brien,  this  our  pleasant  history 
must  have  turned  out  a  tragedy  of  the  darkest  dye,  and 
many  a  subsequent  discovery  of  the  indefatigable  Beau 
Peep,  have  remained  in  the  unexplored  depths  of  uncer- 
tainty. But,  fortunately  for  the  lovers  of  family  secrets, 
the  inestimable  Beau  Peep  was  drawn,  dripping,  from  the 
river,  by  O'Brien,  at  the  same  moment  that  Jack  Daw, 
with  the  boat-hook,  secured  the  basket. 

"  I  Ve  got  it !  "  exclaimed  Daw,  in  triumph. 

"  Aye,  and  rve  got  it  too,"  chattered  forth  poor  Beau 
Peep. 

"  What 's  the  matter  with  vou,  mv  dear  friend  ?  "  said 
Daw,  who,  in  his  anxiety  to  obtain  the  basket,  never  per- 
ceived the  fatality  that  had  befallen  his  friend. 

"I  've  been  nearly  drowned,  that's  all,"  whined  forth 
the  unhappy  little  animal,  as  he  was  shaking  the  water 
out  of  his  ears. 

"Troth  it  was  looky  I  had  my  hand  so  ready,"  said 
O'Brien,  "  or  faith,  maybe  it 's  more  nor  a  basket  we  'd 
have  to  be  lookin'  for." 
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^  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Daw,  ^^  let  us  get  ashore  im- 
mediately, and,  by  the  exercise  of  walking,  you  may 
counteract  the  bad  effects  that  this  accident  might  other- 
wise produce.  Get  the  boat  ashore,  O'Brien,  as  fast  as 
possible.  But  we  have  got  the  basket,  however,  and  that 's 
some  consolation  for  you." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  shivering  little  scandal-hunter,  **  I 
don't  mind  the  drenching,  since  we  have  secured 
that." 

^  Why  thin,"  as  he  pulled  towards  the  shore,  '*  may  I 
make  so  bowld  as  to  ax  your  honour,  what  curosity 
there  is  in  an  owld  basket,  to  make  yiz  take  so  much 
throuble,  and  nigh  hand  drowndin*  yourselves  afore  you 
cotch  it  ?  " 

**  Oh,  never  you  mind,"  said  Mr.  Daw;  "you  shall 
soon  know  all  about  it.  By  the  bye,  my  dear  friend," 
turning  to  Terrier,  "  I  think  we  had  better  proceed,  as 
soon  as  we  get  ashore,  to  our  neighbour  Sturdy's  —  his  is 
the  nearest  house  I  know  of;  there  you  may  be  enabled 
to  change  your  wet  clothes,  and  he,  being  a  magistrate, 
we  can  swear  our  informations  against  the  delinquents 
in  this  case." 

"  Very  true,"  said  the  unfortunate  Beau  Peep  as  he 
stepped  ashore,  assisted  by  O'Brien,  who,  when  the  gentle- 
men proceeded  some  paces  in  advance,  said  to  his  son, 
who  bore  the  dearly-won  basket,  that  "  the  poor  little 
whelp  (meaning  Beau  Peep)  looked,  for  all  the  world, 
like  a  dog  in  a  wet  sack." 

On  they  pushed,  at  a  smart  pace,  until  the  twinkling  of 
lights  through  some  neighbouring  trees  announced  to 
them  the  vicinity  of  Squire  Sturdy's  mansion.  The 
worthy  squire  had  just  taken  his  first  glass  of  wine  after 
the  cloth  had  been  drawn,  when  the  servant  announced 
the  arrival  of  Mr.  Daw,  and  his  half-drowned  friend,  who 
were  at  once  ushered  into  the  dining-room. 

"  Good  heaven  ! "  exclaimed  the  excellent  lady  of  the 
mansion,  (for  the  ladies  had  not  yet  withdrawn,)  on  per- 
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ceiving  the  miserable  plight  of  Beau  Peep,  *^  what  has 

happened  ? " 

^^  Indeed,  madam,"  answered  our  little  hero,  ^  an  un- 
fortunate accident  on  the  water — *' 

^^  Oh,  ho !  "  said  the  squire ;  ^  I  should  think  that 
quite  in  your  line — just  exploring  the  secrets  of  the 
river  ?  Why,  my  good  Sir,  if  you  go  on  at  this  rate, 
making  discoveries  by  water,  as  well  as  by  land,  jrou  '11 
rival  Columbus  himself  before  long."  And  Miss  Emily, 
of  whom  we  have  already  spoken,  whispered  her  mamma, 
that  she  had  often  heard  of  a  diving-bell  (belU)^  but  never 
before  of  a  diving  beau* 

^^  Had  you  not  better  change  your  clothes  ?  **  said 
Mrs.  Sturdy,  to  the  shivering  Terrier. 

^^  Thank  you,  madam,"  said  he,  somewhat  loftily, 
being  piqued  at  the  manner  of  his  reception  by  the  squire, 
^^  I  shall  wait  until  an  investigation  has  taken  place  in  my 
presence,  of  a  circumstance  which  I  have  contributed  to 
bring  to  light ;  and  my  discoveries  by  water  may  be  found 
to  be  not  undeserving  of  notice." 

"  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Sturdy,"  added  Mr.  Daw,  in  his 
most  impressive  manner,  ^^  we  have  an  information  to 
swear  to,  before  you,  of  the  most  vital  importance,  and 
betraying  the  profligacy  of  certain  people  in  so  flagrant  a 
degree,  that  I  hope  it  may,  at  length,  open  the  eyes  of 
those  that  are  wilfully  blind  to  the  interests  of  their  king 
and  their  country." 

This  fine  speech  was  meant  as  a  hit  at  Squire  Sturdy, 
who  was  a  blunt,  honest  man  —  who  acted  in  most  cases 
to  the  best  of  his  ability,  on  the  admirable  Christian 
maxim  of  loving  his  neighbour  as  himself. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Daw,"  said  the  squire,  "  I  am  all  atten- 
tion to  hear  your  information  —  " 

"  May  I  trouble  you,"  said  Daw,  "  to  retire  to  your 
study,  as  the  matter  is  of  rather  an  indelicate  nature,  and 
not  fit  for  ladies'  ears  ?  " 

"No,  no.      We'll  stay  here,  and  Mrs.  S.  and    my 
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daughteri  will  retire  to  the  drawing-room.  Go,  girls,  and 
get  the  tea  ready  ; "  and  the  room  was  soon  cleared  of 
the  ladies,  and  the  two  O'Briens  were  summoned  to  wait 
upon  the  squire  in  the  dining-room,  with  the  impol^ant 
basket. 

When  they  entered,  Mr.  Daw,  with  a  face  of  addi- 
tional length  and  solemnity,  unfolded  to  Squire  Sturdy, 
how  the  attention  of  his  friend  and  himself  had  been 
attracted,  by  a  basket  flung  from  the  convent  garden  — 
how  they  ran  to  the  spot  —  how  they  heard  a  faint  cry  s 
^  and  then,  Sir,"  said  he,  ^^  we  were  at  once  awake  to  the 
revolting  certainty,  that  the  nuns  had  thus  intended 
secretly  to  destroy  one  of  their  own  illegitimate  off- 
spring." 

"  Cross  o'  Christ  about  us !  "  involuntarily  muttered 
forth  the  two  O'Briens,  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  at 
the  same  time  on  their  foreheads. 

"  But  have  you  any  proof  of  this  ? "  asked  the 
magistrate. 

**  Yes,  Sir,"  said  Beau  Peep  triumphantly,  "  we  have 
proof — proof  positive!  Bring  forward  that  basket," 
said  he  to  the  boatman.  "  There,  Sir,  is  the  very  basket 
containing  the  evidence  of  their  double  guilt  —  first,  the 
guilt  of  unchastity,  and  next,  the  guilt  of  infanticide  \ 
and  it  was  in  laying  hold  of  that  basket,  Mr.  Sturdy,  that  I 
met  the  accident,  Mr.  Sturdy,  that  has  occasioned  you  so 
much  mirth.  However,  I  believe  you  will  acknowledge 
now,  Mr.  Sturdy,  that  my  discoveries  by  water  have 
been  rather  important  —  ?  " 

Here  Mr.  Daw  broke  in,  by  saying,  that  the  two 
boatmen  were  witnesses  to  the  fact  of  finding  the 
basket. 

**  Oh  !  by  this  and  that,"  roared  out  O'Brien,  "  the 
divil  receave  the  bit  of  a  child  I  seen,  I  'II  be  upon  my 
oath  !  and  I  would  n't  say  that  in  a  lie  —  " 

"  Be  silent,  O'Brien,"  said  the  magistrate.     "  Answer 
me,  Mr.  Daw,  if  you  please,  one  or  two  questions  :  — 
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^^  Did  one  or  both  of  you  see  the  basket  thrown  from 
the  convent  garden  ? " 

"  Both  of  us/' 

^  And  you  heard  a  faint  cry  from  it  ? 

"  Yes  —  we  heard  the  cry  of  an  infant.' 

^You  then  rowed  after  the  basket,  in  O'Brien's 
boat  ? " 

"Yes." 

"  Is  this  the  basket  you  saw  the  gentlemen  pick  up, 
O'Brien  ? " 

"  By  my  sowl,  I  can't  exactly  say,  your  honour,  for  I 
was  picking  up  Mr.  Tarrier." 

"It  was  you,  then,  that  saved  Mr.  Terrier  from 
drowning  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,  undher  God  —  " 

"  Fortunate  that  O'Brien  was  so  active,  Mr.  Terrier. 
Well,  O'Brien,  but  that  is  the  same  basket  you  have 
carried  here  from  the  river  ?  " 

"Troth  I  don't  know  where  I  could  change  it  an  the 
road.  Sir  —  " 

"  Well,  let  us  open  the  basket,  and  see  what  it  con- 
tains;  "  and  O'Brien  commenced  unlacing  the  cords 
that  bound  up  the  wicker  tomb  of  the  murdered  child ; 
but  so  anxious  was  Mr.  Daw  for  prompt  production  of 
his  evidence,  that  he  took  out  his  penknife,  and  cut  the 
fastenings. 

**  Now  take  it  out,"  said  Mr.  Daw ;  and  every  eye 
was  riveted  on  the  basket,  as  O'Brien,  lifting  the  cover, 
and  putting  in  his  hand,  said, 

"  Oh  then,  but  it 's  a  beautiful  babby  ! "  and  he 
turned  up  a  look  of  the  tenderest  pity  at  the  three 
gentlemen. 

''  Pull  it  out  here  !  "  said  Mr.  Daw,  imperatively  ;  and 
O'Brien,  with  the  utmost  gentleness,  lifting  the  lifeless 
body  from  the  basket,  produced  —  a  drowned  cat  ! 

"  Oh  then,  is  n't  it  a  darlint !  "  said  O'Brien,  with 
the  most  provoking  affectation  of  pathos  in  his  voice, 
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while  sarcasm  was  playing  on  his  lip,  and  humour  gleam- 
ing from  his  eye,  as  he  witnessed  with  enjoyment  the 
vacant  stare  of  the  discomfited  Daw  and  Beau  Peep,  and 
exchanged  looks  with  the  worthy  squire,  who  had  set  up 
a  horse-laugh  the  instant  that  poor  pussy  had  made  her 
appearance ;  and  the  moment  he  could  recover  his  breath, 
exclaimed,  "  Why,  by  the  L — d,  it 's  a  dead  cat !  " 
and  hereupon  the  sound  of  smothered  laughter  reached 
them  from  outside  the  half-closed  door,  where  the 
ladies,  dear  creatures,  had  stolen  to  listen,  having  been 
told  that  something  not  proper  to  hear  was  going 
forward. 

The  two  grand  inquisitors  were  so  utterly  confounded, 
that  neither  had  a  word  to  say  \  and  as  soon  as  the 
squire  had  recovered  from  his  immoderate  (it  of  laughing, 
he  said  —  "Well,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  most  important 
discovery  you  have  achieved.  I  think  I  must  despatch 
an  express  to  government,  on  the  strength  of  it." 

"  Oh,  wait  a  bit,  your  honour,"  said  O'Brien,  "  there  's 
more  o'  them  yit ; "  and  he  took  from  out  of  the  basket 
a  handful  of  dead  kittens. 

Now,  it  happened  that  a  cat  had  kittened  in  the  con- 
vent that  day,  and,  as  it  not  unfrequently  happens,  the 
ferocious  animal  had  destroyed  some  of  her  offspring, 
which  so  disgusted  the  nuns,  that  they  bundled  cat  and 
kittens  into  an  old  basket,  and  threw  them  all  into  the 
river ;  and  thus  the  "  faint  cry,"  and  the  words  of  the 
sisters,  "  the  nasty  creature,  to  do  such  a  horrid  thing," 
are  at  once  explained. 

"  Why,  this  is  worse  than  you  anticipated,  gentlemen," 
said  the  squire,  laughing  —  "  for  here,  not  only  one,  but 
several  lives  have  been  sacrificed." 

"  Mr.  Sturdy,"  said  Mr.  Daw,  very  solemnly,  "  let  me 
tell  you,  that  if —  " 

"  Tut  !  tut !  my  dear  Sir,"  said  the  good-humoured 
squire,  interrupting  him,  *'  the  wisest  in  the  world  may 
be  deceived   now  and   then  ;  and  no  wonder  your  sym- 
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pathics  should  have  been  awakened  hf  the  pierciiig  cries 
of  the  helpless  little  sufierers." 

^  Throth  the  sign 's  an  it,'*  said  O'Brien ;  «^  it 's  aiif 
to  see  that  the  gintlemin  has  no  childher  of  their  ofira, 
for  if  thejr  had,  by  mj  sowl,  it 's  long  before  thejr  'd  mis- 
take the  ciy  of  a  dirty  cat  for  a  Chrishthan  chikL" 

This  was  a  bitter  hit  of  O'Brkn's,  for  neither  Mrs. 
Daw  nor  Mrs.  Terrier  had  ever  been  ^  as  ladies  wish  to 
be  who  love  their  lords." 

^  I  think,"  said  the  squire,  ^  we  may  now  dismiss  this 
affair;  and  after  you  have  changed  your  clothes,  Mr. 
Terrier,  a  glass  of  good  wine  will  do  you  no  harm,  for  I 
see  no  use  of  letting  the  decanters  lie  idle  any  longer, 
since  this  mysterious  affair  has  been  elucidated." 

^  Throth  then,  myself  was  thinking  it  a  quare  thing 
all  along ;  for  though  sometimes  a  girl  comes  before 
your  worship  to  sware  a  child  agin  a  man,  by  the  powers, 
I  never  heerd  av  a  gintleman  comin'  to  sware  a  child 
agin  a  woman  yit  — " 

"Come,  gentlemen,"  said  the  squire,  "the  wine 
waits  for  us,  and  O'Brien  and  his  son  shall  each  have 
a  glass  of  whiskey,  to  drink  re))ose  to  the  souls  of  the 


cats." 


"  Good  luck  to  your  honour,"  said  O'Brien,  "  an'  the 
Misthress  too  —  ah,  by  dad,  it's  she  that  knows  the 
differ  betune  a  cat  and  a  child ;  and  more  power  to 
your  honour's  elbow — " 

"Thank  you,  Paddy,"  said  the  squire. 

But  no  entreaties  on  the  part  of  Squire  Sturdy  could 
induce  the  discomfited  Daw  and  Terrier  to  accept  the 
squire's  proffered  hospitality.  The  truth  was,  they  were 
both  utterly  crest-fallen,  and,  as  the  ladies  had  overheard 
the  whole  affair,  they  were  both  anxious  to  get  out  of 
the  house  as  fast  as  they  could  ;  so  the  squire  bowed 
them  out  of  the  hall-door  —  they  wishing  him  a  very 
civil  good-night,  and  apologising  for  the  trouble  they 
had  given  him. 
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^Oh,  don't  mention  it/'  said  the  laughing  squire, 
^  really  I  have  been  veiy  much  amused ;  for  of  all  the 
strange  cases  that  have  ever  come  within  my  knowledge, 
I  have  never  met  one  with  so  very  curious  a  cat  — 
astrophe ! " 
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THE  DEVIL'S  MILL 

He  bull  iMEd  dw  win,  ani  hiiMB  toOk" 


BESIDE  the  rivci  lABej^  sands  the  picturesque  ruin  - 
of  s  mill,  oveishadowed  by  scune  noble  trees  dutt 
grow  in  great  luxuriance  at  the  water's  edge.  Here, 
one  day,  I  was  accosted  by  a  silver-haired  old  mao,  dnt 
for  some  time  had  been  observing  me,  and  who,  when  I 
was  about  to  leave  the  spot,  approached  me,  and  said, 
"  1  suppose  it 's  afthcr  talun'  off  the  ould  mill  you  'd  be. 
Sir  ?  '• 

I  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

*'  Maybe  your  honour  id  let  me  get  a  sight  iv  it," 
said  he. 

"  With  pleasure,"  said  1,  as  I  untied  the  strings  of 
my  portfolio,  and,  drawing  the  sketch  from  amongst  its 
companions,  presented  it  to  him.  He  considered  it 
attentively  for  some  time,  and  at  length  exclaimed, 
"Throth  there  it  is,  to  the  life  —  the  broken  roof  and 
the  wather  coorse  j  aye,  even  to  the  very  spot  where  the 
gudgeon  of  the  wheel  was  wanst,  let  alone  the  big  stone 
at  the  corner  that  was  laid  the  first,  by  himulfi "  and 
he  gave  the  last  word  with  mysterious  emphasis,  and 
handed  the  drawing  back  to  me  with  a  "thankee,  Sir," 
of  most  respectful  acknowledgment. 

"  And  who  was  '  himself,' "  said  I,  "  that  laid  that 
stone?"  feigning  ignorance,  and  desiring  "to  draw  him 
out,"  as  the  phrase  is. 

"  Oh,  then,  maybe  it 's  what  you  'd  be  a  stranger 
here,"  said  he. 


The  Devil's  Mill 

M  Almost,"  said  I. 

*^  And  did  you  never  hear  tell  of  L 's  mill,"  said 

be,  ^  and  how  it  was  built  \ " 

**  Never/'  was  my  answer. 

^Throth  then  I  thought  young  and  ould,  rich  and 
poor,  knew  that — far  and  near." 

"  I  don't,  for  one,"  said  I ;  "  but  perhaps,"  I  added, 
bringing  forth  some  little  preparation  for  a  lunch,  that 
I  had  about  me,  and  producing  a  small  flask  of  whiskey 
—  "  perhaps  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me,  and  take 
a  slice  of  ham  and  drink  my  health,"  offering  him  a  dram 
from  my  flask,  and  seating  myself  on  the  sod  beside  the 
river. 

^  Thank  you  kindly.  Sir,"  says  he ;  and  so,  after 
**  warming  his  hean,"  as  he  said  himself,  he  proceeded 
to  give  an  account  of  the  mill  in  question. 

"  You  see,  Sir,  there  was  a  man  wonst,  in  times  back, 
that  owned  a  power  o'  land  about  here,  but  God  keep 
uz,  they  say  he  did  n't  come  by  it  honestly,  but  did  a 
crooked  turn  whenever  't  was  to  sarve  himself —  and 
sure  he  smuld  the  pass^  and  what  luck  or  grace  could 
he  have  afther  that  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  mean  he  sold  the  pass  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Oh,  sure  your  honour  must  have  heerd  how  the  pass 
was  sowld,  and  he  bethrayed  his  king  and  counthry." 

*'  No,  indeed,"  said  I. 

**  Och,  well,"  answered  my  old  informant,  with  a 
shake  of  the  head,  which  he  meant,  like  Lord  Burleigh 
in  the  Critic^  to  be  very  significant,  "  it  's  no  matther 
now,  and  I  don't  care  talkin'  about  it ;  and  laste  said  is 
soonest  mended  —  howsomever,  he  got  a  power  of 
money  for  that  same,  and  lands  and  what  not  \  but 
the  more  he  got,  the  more  he  craved,  and  there  was  no 
ind  to  his  sthrivin'  for  goold  evermore,  and  thirstin'  for 
the  lucre  of  gain. 

^  An  allusion  to  a  post  of  importance  that  was  betrayed  in  some 
of  the  battles  between  William  III.  and  James  II. 
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^  Well,  at  last,  the  story  goes,  the  DivO,  (God  bleat 
us,)  keiii  to  him  and  promised  him  hapes  o'  money, 
and  all  his  heart  could  desire,  and  more  too,  if  he'd  sell 
his  sowl  in  exchange'' 

^^  Surely  he  did  not  consent  to  such  a  dreadfiil  baigun 
as  that,*'  said  I. 

^^  Oh  no.  Sir,"  said  the  old  man,  with  a  slight  phy 
of  muscle  about  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  which,  but 
that  the  awfiilness  of  the  subject  suppressed  it,  would 
have  amounted  to  a  bitter  smile — *^Oh  no  —  he  was 
too  cunnin'  for  that,  bad  as  he  ¥ras —  and  he  was  bad 
enough,  God  knows  —  he  had  some  r^ard  for  his  poor 
sinful  sowl,  and  he  would  not  give  himself  up  to  the 
Divil,  all  out;  but  the  villian,  he  thought  he  might 
make  a  baigain  with  the  ouU  chap^  and  get  all  he 
wanted,  and  keep  himself  out  of  harm's  way  still:  for 
he  was  mighty  cute  —  and  throth  he  was  able  for  ould 
Nick  any  day. 

^Well,  the  bargain  was  struck,  and  it  was  this-a-way : 
The  Divil  was  to  give  him  all  the  goold  ever  he  M  ask 
for,  and  was  to  let  him  alone  as  long  as  he  could ;  and 
the  timpter  promised  him  a  long  day,  and  said  't  would 
be  a  great  while  before  he  'd  want  him  at  all,  at  all;  and 
whin  that  time  kem,  he  was  to  keep  his  hands  afF  him, 
as  long  as  the  other  could  give  him  some  work  he 
could  n't  do. 

"So,  when  the  bargain  was  made,  'Now,*  says 
the  Colonel  to  the  Divil,  'give  me  all  the  money 
I  want.' 

"'As  much  as  you  like,*  says  Ould  Nick  —  'how 
much  will  you  have  ? ' 

" '  You  must  fill  me  that  room,'  says  he,  pointin'  into 
a  murtherin*  big  room,  that  he  emptied  out  on  purpose 
— '  you  must  fill  me  that  room,'  says  he, '  up  to  the  very 
ceilin*  with  goolden  guineas.' 

" '  And  welkim,*  says  the  Divil. 

"  With  that.  Sir,  he  began  to  shovel  in  the  guineas 
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into  the  room,  like  mad ;  and  the  Colonel  towld  him, 
that  as  soon  as  he  was  done,  to  come  to  him  in  his  own 
parlour  below,  and  that  he  would  then  go  up  and  see 
if  the  Divil  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  had  filled  his 
room  with  the  goolden  guineas.  So  the  Colonel  went 
down  stairs,  and  the  Ould  Fellow  worked  away  as  busy 
as  a  nailer,  shovellin'  in  the  guineas  by  hundherds  and 
thousands. 

^  Well,  he  worked  away  for  an  hour,  and  more,  and 
at  last  he  began  to  get  tired ;  and  he  thought  it  mighty 
9dd  that  the  room  was  n't  fillin'  fasther.  Well,  afther 
restin'  for  a  while,  he  began  agin,  and  he  put  his  shouldher 
to  the  work  in  airnest ;  but  still  the  room  was  no  fuller, 
at  all,  at  all. 

"*  Och !  bad  luck  to  me,'  says  the  Divil, '  but  the  likes 
of  this  I  never  seen,'  says  he,  ^far  and  near,  up  and 
down  —  the  dickens  a  room  I  ever  kern  across  afore,' 
says  he,  ^  I  could  n't  cram,  while  a  cook  would  be  cram- 
min'  a  turkey, till  now;  and  here  I  am,'  says  he,  ^  losin' 
my  whole  day,  and  I  with  such  a  power  o'  work  an  my 
hands  yit,  and  this  room  no  fuller  than  if  I  began  five 
minutes  ago.' 

^^  By  gor,  while  he  was  spaakin',  he  seen  the  hape  o' 
guineas  in  the  middle  of  the  flure  growin'  littler  and 
littler  every  minit ;  and  at  last,  they  wor  disappearin', 
for  all  the  world,  like  corn  in  the  hopper  of  a  mill. 

"*  Ho !  ho  !'  says  Ould  Nick,  *  is  that  the  way  wid 
you  ? '  says  he ;  and  with  that,  he  run  over  to  the  hape 
of  goold,  and,  what  would  you  think,  but  it  was  runnin' 
down  through  a  big  hole  in  the  flure,  that  the  Colonel 
made  through  the  ceilin',  in  the  room  below  ;  and  that 
was  the  work  he  was  at  afther  he  left  the  Divil,  though 
he  purtended  he  was  only  waitin'  for  him  in  his  parlour, 
and  there,  the  Divil,  when  he  looked  down  through  the 
hole  in  the  flure,  seen  the  Colonel,  not  content  with  the 
tivo  rooms  full  of  guineas,  but,  with  a  big  shovel,  throwin' 
them  into  a  closet  a  one  side  of  him,  as  fast  as  they  fell 
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down.  So,  puttin'  his  bead  through  the  hofe,  he  called 
down  to  the  Colonel :  — 

^^  ^  HiUo !  neighbour/  ^ays  he. 

^^  The  Colonel  looked  up,  and  grew  as  white  as  a  sheet 
when  he  seen  he  was  found  out,  and  the  red  ejres  starin' 
down  at  him  through  the  hole. 

^  ^  Musha !  bad  luck  to  your  impudence,*  siqrs  Owld 
Nick:  ^is  it  sthrivin'  to  chs^e  mt  you  are,*  %Kf%  he, ^ you 
viUian  ? ' 

^^^Oh!  forgive  me  this  wanst,*  says  the  Colond, 
^and  upon  the  honour  of  a  gintleman,'  says  he,  ^I  'II 
never — * 

^^^ Whisht!  whisht!  you  thievin*  rogue,*  says  the 
Di vil  —  ^  I  *m  not  angry  with  you,  at  all^  at  all,  but  only 
like  you  the  betther,  bekase  you  *re  so  cute  —  lave  off 
slaving  yourself  there/  says  he,  ^you  have  got  goold 
enough  for  this  time;  and  whenever  you  want  more, 
you  have  only  to  say  the  word,  and  it  shall  be  yours  at 
command.' 

^^  So,  with  that,  the  Divil  and  he  parted  for  that  time ; 
and  myself  does  n't  know  whether  they  used  to  meet 
often  afther,  or  not ;  but  the  Colonel  never  wanted 
money,  anyhow,  but  went  on  prosperous  in  the  world, 
and,  as  the  saying  is,  if  he  tuk  the  dirt  out  o'  the  road, 
it  id  turn  to  money  wid  him ;  and  so,  in  coorse  of  time, 
he  bought  great  estates,  and  was  a  great  man  intirely  — 
not  a  greater  in  Ireland,  throth." 

Fearing  here  a  digression  on  landed  interest,  I  inter- 
rupted him,  to  ask,  how  he  and  the  fiend  settled  their 
account  at  last. 

^^  Oh,  Sir,  you  '11  hear  that  all  in  good  time.  Sure 
enough,  it 's  terrible,  and  wondherful  it  is,  at  the  end, 
and  mighty  improvin'  —  glory  be  to  God." 

^^  Is  that  what  you  say,"  said  I,  in  surprise,  ^  because 
a  wicked  and  deluded  man  lost  his  soul  to  the  tempter — ?  " 

**Oh,  the  Lord  forbid,  your  honour;  but  don't  be 
impatient,  and  you  '11  hear  all.     They  say,  at  last,  afther 
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many  years  of  prosperity,  that  the  ould  Colonel  got 
stricken  in  years,  and  he  began  to  have  misgivin's  in  his 
conscience  for  his  wicked  doin's,  and  his  heart  was  heavy 
as  the  fear  of  death  kcm  upon  him ;  and  sure  enough, 
while  he  had  such  murnful  thoughts,  the  Divil  kem  to 
him,  and  towld  him  he  should  go  wid  him. 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,  the  owld  man  was  frekened,  but 
he  plucked  up  his  courage  and  his  cuteness,  and  towld 
the  Divil,  in  a  bantherin'  way,  jokin'  like,  that  he  had 
partic'lar  business  thin,  that  he  was  goin'  to  a  party, 
and  hoped  an  owld  Jriend  would  n\  inconvaynience  him 
that  a-way  —  " 

"  Well,"  said  I,  laughing  at  the  "  put  off"  of  going  to 
a  party ^  "  the  Devil,  of  course,  would  take  no  excuse, 
and  carried  him  off  in  a  flash  of  fire  ?  " 

"  Oh  no.  Sir,"  answered  the  old  man,  in  something  of 
a  reproving,  or,  at  least,  offended  tone  —  "that's  the 
finish,  I  know  very  well,  of  many  a  story,  such  as  we  're 
talkin'  of,  but  that 's  not  the  way  of  this,  which  is  thruth 
every  word^  what  I  tell  you  —  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  for  the  interruption,"  said  I. 

"  No  offince  in  life.  Sir,"  said  the  venerable  chroni- 
cler, who  was  now  deep  in  his  story,  and  would  not  be 
stopped. 

"Well,  Sir,"  continued  he,  "the  Divil  said  he  'd  call 
the  next  day,  and  that  he  must  be  ready  ;  and  sure 
enough,  in  the  cvcnin',  he  kem  to  him  ;  and  when  the 
Colonel  seen  him,  he  reminded  him  of  his  bargain,  that 
as  long  as  he  could  give  him  some  work  he  could  n't  do, 
he  was  n't  obleeged  to  go. 

"*That  's  thrue,'  says  the  Divil. 

"  *  I  'm  glad  yc^u  're  as  good  as  your  word,  anyhow,' 
says  the  Colonel. 

"*I  never  bruk  my  word  yit,'  says  the  owld  chap, 
cockin'  up  his  horns  consaitcdly  — '  honour  bright,' 
says  he. 

" '  Well,  then,'  says  the  Colonel,  *  build  me  a  mill, 
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down  there,  hf  the  river/  says  he,  ^and  let  me  have  k 
finished  by  to-morrow  momin'/ 

^  ^  Your  will  is  my  pleasure,*  says  the  owld  chap,  and 
away  he  wint ;  and  the  Colonel  thought  he  had  nick'd 
Owld  Nick  at  last,  and  wint  to  bed  quite  aasy  in  hia 
mind. 

^^  But,  jewil  macbrnj  sure  the  first  thing  he  heecd  die 
next  momin*  was,  that  the  whole  counthiy  round  was 
runnin'  to  see  a  fine  bran  new  mill,  that  was  an  the  river 
side,  where,  the  evenin'  before,  not  a  thing  at  all,  at  all, 
but  rushes  was  standing  and  all,  of  coorse,  wondherin* 
what  brought  it  there ;  and  some  sayin'  'twas  not  lucky, 
and  many  more  throubled  in  their  mind,  but  one  and  all 
agreein'  it  was  not  goad;  and  that's  the  very  mill  fominst 
you,  that  you  were  takin'  afF,  and  the  stone  that  I  noticed 
is  a  remarkable  one  —  a  big  coign-stone  —  that  they  say 
the  Divil  himself  laid  first,  and  has  the  mark  of  four 
fingers  and  a  thumb  an  it,  to  this  day. 

^^  But  when  the  Colonel  heerd  it,  he  was  more  throubled 
than  any,  of  coorse,  and  began  to  conthrive  what  else  he 
could  think  iv,  to  keep  himself  out  of  the  claws  of  the 
owld  one.  Well,  he  often  heerd  tell  that  there  was  one 
thing  the  Divil  never  could  do,  and  I  dar  say  you  heerd 
it  too.  Sir  —  that  is,  that  he  could  n't  make  a  rope  out 
of  the  sands  of  the  sae ;  and  so  when  the  owld  one  kem 
to  him  the  next  day,  and  said  his  job  was  done,  and 
that  now  the  mill  was  built,  he  must  either  tell  him 
somethin'  else  he  wanted  done,  or  come  away  wid  him. 

^^  So  the  Colonel  said  he  saw  it  was  all  over  wid  him ; 
^  but,'  says  he,  ^  I  would  n't  like  to  go  wid  you  alive,  and 
sure  it 's  all  the  same  to  you,  alive  or  dead  ? ' 

"'  Oh,  that  won't  do,"  says  his  frind ;  *I  can't  wait 
no  more,'  says  he. 

" '  I  don't  want  you  to  wait,  my  dear  frind,'  says  the 
Colonel ;  ^  all  I  want  is,  that  you  '11  be  plased  to  kill  me, 
before  you  take  me  away." 

"  *  With  pleasure,'  says  Ould  Nick. 
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^^Bui  will  you  promise  me  my  choice  of  dyin'  one 
partic'lar  way  ? '  says  the  Colonel. 

^  ^  Half  a  dozen  ways,  if  it  plazes  you,'  says  he. 

"  *  You  're  mighty  obleegin'/  says  the  Colonel ;  *  and 
so,'  says  he,  ^  I  'd  rather  die  by  bein'  hanged  with  a  rope 
modi  out  of  tbi  sands  of  the  sae^  says  he,  lookin'  mighty 
knowin'  at  the  ould  fellow, 

•*  *  Pve  always  one  about  me,'  says  the  Divil,  '  to 
obleege  my  frinds,'  says  he ;  and  with  that,  he  pulls  out 
a  rope  made  of  sand,  sure  enough. 

^  Oh,  it 's  game  you  're  makin','  says  the  Colonel, 
gjTowin'  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

"  *  The  ganu  is  mine^  sure  enough,'  says  the  ould 
fellow,  grinnin',  with  a  terrible  laugh. 

^^ That's  not  a  sand-rope  at  all/  says  the  Colonel. 

"  '  Is  n't  it  ? '  says  the  Divil,  hittin'  him  acrass  the  face 
with  the  ind  iv  the  rope,  and  the  sand  (for  it  was  made 
of  sand,  sure  enough),  the  sand  went  into  one  of  his  eyes, 
and  made  the  tears  come  with  the  pain. 

" '  That  bates  all  I  ever  seen  or  heerd,'  says  the 
Colonel,  sthrivin'  to  rally,  and  make  another  offer  —  ^  is 
there  any  thing  you  carCt  do  ? ' 

"'Nothin'  you  can  tell  me,'  says  the  Divil,  '  so  you 
may  as  well  lave  off  your  palaver! n',  and  come  along  at 
wanst. 

"  *  Will  you  give  me  one  more  offer  ? '  says  the 
Colonel. 

"'You  don't  desarve  it,'  says  the  Divil,  '  but  I  don't 
care  if  I  do ; '  for  you  see,  Sir,  he  was  only  playin'  wid 
him,  and  tantalising  the  ould  sinner. 

" '  All  fair,'  says  the  Colonel,  and  with  that,  he  ax'd 
him  could  he  stop  a  woman's  tongue  ? 

" '  Thry  me,'  says  Ould  Nick. 

" '  Well,  then,'  says  the  Colonel,  *  make  my  lady's 
tongue  be  quiet  for  the  next  month,  and  I  '11  thank  you.' 

"  *  She  '11  never  throuble  you  agin,'  says  Ould  Nick  ; 
and,  with  that,  the  Colonel  heerd  roarin'  and  cryin',  and 
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the  door  of  his  room  was  threwo  open,  and  i 
daughtbcr,  and  fell  down  at  his  feet,  teilin 
mother  bad  just  dhropped  dead. 

"  The  mintt  the  door  opened,  the  Divil  runs  and  hides 
himself  behind  a  b%  elbow-chair;  and  the  Colonel  was 
fFckcned  almost  out  of  his  siven  nnses,  h\  n\>on  of  the 
sudden  death  of  his  poor  lady,  let  aluac  the  jeopaidf  hm- 
was  in  himself,  seein'  how  the  Dtvil  had  Jwrtstmird  Uai 
every  way ;  and  aAer  ringin*  lus  bell,  and  calfio'  in  hi* 
sarvants,and  recoverin*  his  dau^therout  of  berfiniit,he 
was  goin'  away  wid  her  out  o'  the  room,  whin  the  Difil 
caught  howld  of  him  by  the  (kin  of  the  coat,  and  dw 
Colonel  was  obleeged  to  let  his  d»^ter  be  curied  ott 
by  the  sarvants,  and  shut  die  dow  afther  them. 

"*WeIl,'  says  the  Divil,  and  he  grinn'd  and  w^g'd 
his  tail,  all  as  one  as  a  dt^  when  he 's  plased  — '  what  do 
you  say  now  P '  says  he. 

" '  Oh,'  says  the  Colonel, '  only  lave  me  alone  antil  I 
bury  my  poor  wife,'  says  he,  '  and  I  '11  go  with  you  then, 
you  villian,'  says  he. 

" '  Don't  call  names,'  says  the  Divil ;  '  you  had 
bcttfacr  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,'  says  he ;  '  and 
it  doesn't  become  a  gintieman  to  forget  good  manners.' 

"  Well,  Sir,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  Divil  pur- 
tended  to  let  him  off,  out  of  kindness,  for  three  days, 
antil  his  wife  was  buried ;  but  the  raison  of  it  was  this, 
that  wh«i  the  lady  his  daugbther  fainted,  he  loosened 
the  clothes  about  her  throat,  and  in  pulling  some  of  her 
dhress  away,  he  tuk  aff  a  goold  chain  that  was  an  her 
neck,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  the  chain  had  a 
diamond  crass  an  it,  (the  Lord  be  praised  !)  and  the 
Divil  darn't  touch  him  while  be  had  the  lign  of  the  crass 
about  him. 

"Well,   the   poor   Colonel,  God    forgive   him,  was 

grieved  for  the  loss  of  his  lady,  and  she  had  an  iligant 

btrrin — and  they  say,  that  when  the  prayers  was  readin' 

over  the  dead,  the  ould  Colonel  took  it  to  heart  like, any 
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thing,  and  the  word  o*  God  kern  home  to  his  poor  sinful 
sowl  at  last. 

^  Weil,  Sir,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  ind  iv  it 
was,  that  for  the  three  days  o'  grace  that  was  given  to 
him,  the  poor  deluded  ould  sinner  did  nothin'  at  all  but 
read  the  Bible  from  mornin'  till  night,  and  bit  or  sup 
did  n't  pass  his  lips  all  the  time,  he  was  so  intint  upon 
the  holy  book,  but  sat  up  in  an  ould  room  in  the  far  ind 
iv  the  house,  and  bid  no  one  disturb  him  an  no  account, 
and  struv  to  make  his  heart  bould  with  the  words  iv  life ; 
and  sure  it  was  somethin'  strinthened  him  at  last,  though 
as  the  time  drew  nigh  that  the  inimy  was  to  come,  he 
did  n't  feel  aisy,  —  and  no  wondher ;  and,  by  dad,  the 
three  da]rs  was  past  and  gone  in  no  time,  and  the  story 
goes,  that  at  the  dead  hour  o'  the  night,  when  the  poor 
sinner  was  readin'  away  as  fast  as  he  could,  my  jew'l, 
his  heart  jumped  up  to  his  mouth,  at  gettin'  a  tap  on 
the  shouldher. 

"  *  Oh,  murther  ! '  says  he,  '  who  *s  there  ? '  for  he 
was  afeard  to  look  up. 

^  ^  It 's  me,'  says  the  ould  one^  and  he  stood  right  fore- 
ninst  him,  and  his  eyes  like  coals  o'  fire,  lookin'  him 
through,  and  he  said,  with  a  voice  that  a'most  split  his 
ould  heart,  ^  Come  ! '  says  he. 

"  *  Another  day,'  cried  out  the  poor  Colonel. 

"  *  Not  another  hour,'  says  Sat'n. 

"  *  Half  an  hour  ? ' 

"  *  Not  a  quarther,'  says  the  Divil,  grinnin',  with  a 
bitther  laugh  —  ^  give  over  your  readin',  I  bid  you,'  says 
he,  ^  and  come  away  wid  me.' 

" '  Only  gi'  me  a  few  minutes,'  says  he. 

** '  Lave  aff  your  palaverin',  you  sneakin'  ould  sinner,' 
says  Sat'n  ;  ^  you  know  you  're  bought  and  sould  to  me, 
and  a  purty  bargain  I  have  o'  you,  you  ould  baste,'  says 
he  — ^so  come  along  at  wanst,'  and  he  put  out  his  claw 
to  ketch  him;  but  the  Colonel  tuk  a  fast  hould  o'  the 
Bible,  and  begg'd  hard  that    he  'd  let  him   alone,  and 
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would  n't  harm  him  antil  the  bit  o'  candle  that  was  just 
blinkin*  id  the  socket  before  hitn,  was  burned  out. 

"*WeIl,  have  it  so,  you  dirty  coward,'  says  Ould 
Nick,  and  with  that  he  spit  an  htm. 

"  But  the  poor  ould  Colonel  did  n't  lose  a  minit,  (for 
he  was  cunnin'  to  the  ind,)  but  snatched  the  little  tasEc 
o'  candle  that  was  foreninst  him,  out  o'  the  candlestick, 
and  puttin'  it  an  the  holy  book  before  him,  he  shut  down 
the  cover  an  it,  and  quinched  the  light.  With  that,  the 
Divil  gave  a  roai  like  a  bull,  and  vanished  in  a  ilash  o' 
tire,  and  the  poor  Colonel  fainted  away  in  his  chair; 
but  the  Kirvants  hccrd  the  noise,  (for  the  Divil  tore  aff 
the  roof  o'  the  house  when  be  left  it,)  and  ran  into  the 
room,  and  brought  their  master  to  himself  agin.  And 
from  that  day  out  he  was  an  althcred  man,  and  used  to 
have  the  Bible  read  to  him  every  day,  for  he  could  n't 
read  himself  any  more,  by  raison  of  losin'  his  eye-sight, 
when  the  Divil  hit  him  with  the  rope  of  sand  in  the 
face,  and  afther,  spit  an  him  —  for  the  sand  wint  into 
one  eye,  and  be  lost  the  other  that-a-way,  savin'  your 
presence. 

"So  you  see,  Sir,  afther  all,  the  Colonel,  undber 
heaven,  was  too  able  for  the  Divil,  and  by  rcadin'  the 
good  book,  his  sowl  was  saved,  and  (Glory  be  to  God) 
itiCi  that  mighty  imprwirf  ?  "  ' 

'  The  foregoing  tale,  ne  believe,  is  somewhat  common  to  the 
legendary  lore  of  other  countries  —  «  least,  theie  is  a  Geiman  legend 
built  on  I  similar  foundation.  We  hope,  honcvcr,  it  may  not  be 
considered  totallj  uninteresting,  our  effort  to  sboi*  the  different 
styles  his  sable  majesty  has  of  cutting  his  capen  in  Gennany  and 
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PADDY   MULLOWNEVS  TRAVELS  IN   FRANCE 

"StlSf.  —  Buhi  lira, 

FmrMi.  —  I  know  you 

MStr.  —  B^hi  vtu-Btd,  :  — 

Ptnlia.  — I  Bodaiunil  dice,  uicin  ipeik  chf  tongue." 


MATTHEWS,  in  his  "Trip  to  America,"  gives  a 
ludicrous  representation  of  an  Irishman  who  has 
left  his  own  country  on  the  oM-fashioncd  speculation  of 
•*  Kcking  bis  fortune  "  —  and  who,  after  various  previous 
failures  in  the  pursuit,  at  length  goes  into  the  back  set- 
tktnents  with  the  intention  of  becoming  interpreter 
general  between  the  Yankees  and  the  Indian  tribes  — 
but  the  Indians  reject  his  proffered  service,  "  the  peer 
igntrant  craylurts"  as  he  himself  says,  *'y'M//  becaust  he 
did  not  understand  their  language."  We  are  told,  more- 
over, that  Goldsmith  visited  the  land  of  dykes  and  dams, 
for  the  purpose  of  teaching  the  Hollanders  Engliih,  quite 
overiooking  (until  his  arrival  in  the  country  made  it  ob- 
vious,) that  he  did  not  know  a  word  of  Dutch  himself. 
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I  have  prefaced  the  following  stoiy  dius,  in  die  liope 
that  the  ^fnciiiiUy*  which  covers  so  many  absuiditiei 
in  htw^  may  be  considered  available  by  the  mabmr^  at 
well  as  the  smtmr^  and  may  serve  a  turn  in  the  court  of 
criticism,  as  well  as  in  the  common  {deas. 

A  certain  old  gentleman  in  the  west  of  Ireland,  whose 
love  of  the  ridiculous  quite  equalled  his  taste  fiMr  daret 
and  fox-hunting,  was  wont,  upon  certain  festive  occft- 
sions  when  opportunity  offered,  to  amuse  his  friends  by 
drawing  mi  one  of  his  servants  who  was  exceeding  fond 
of  what  he  termed  his  ^  tbravib^  and  in  whom,  a  good 
deal  of  whim,  some  queer  stories,  and  perhaps,  more 
than  all,  long  and  faithful  services,  had  cstablbhed  a 
right  of  loquacity.  He  was  one  of  those  few  trusty 
and  privile^d  domestics,  who,  if  his  master  unheed- 
ingly  uttered  a  rash  thing  in  a  fit  of  passion,  would 
venture  to  set  him  right.  If  the  squire  said,  "  I  '11  turn 
that  rascal  off,"  my  friend  Pat  would  say,  ^  throth  you 
won't,  Sir;"  and  Pat  was  always  right,  for  if  any  alter- 
cation arose  upon  the  ^^  subject  matter  in  hand,"  he  was 
sure  to  throw  in  some  good  reason,  either  from  former 
service  —  general  good  conduct  —  or  the  delinquent's 
^^wife  and  childher,"  that  always  turned  the  scale. 

But  I  am  digressing :  on  such  merry-meetings  as  I 
have  alluded  to,  the  master,  after  making  certain  ^^  ap- 
proaches," as  a  military  man  would  say,  as  the  prepara- 
tory steps  in  laying  siege  to  some  extravaganza  of  his 
servant,  might,  perchance,  assail  Pat  thus  :  ^^  By  the 
bye,  Sir  John,  (addressing  a  distinguished  guest,)  Pat 
has  a  very  curious  stoiy,  which  something  you  told  me 
to-day  reminds  me  of.  You  remember  Pat,  (turning  to 
the  man,  evidently  pleased  at  the  notice  thus  paid  to 
himself,)  you  remember  that  queer  adventure  you  had 
in  France  ?  " 

^  Throth  I  do.  Sir,"  grins  forth  Pat. 

"  What ! "  exclaims  Sir  John,  in  feigned  surprise, 
"  was  Pat  ever  in  France  ?  " 
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*^ Indeed  he  was/'  cries  mine  host;  and  Pat  adds, 
^  ay,  and  farther,  plase  your  honour." 

•*I  assure  you.  Sir  John,"  continues  my  host,  "Pat 
told  me  a  story  once  that  surprised  me  very  much,  re- 
specting the  ignorance  of  the  French." 

"  Indeed !  "  rejoins  the  baronet,  "  really,  I  always  sup- 
posed the  French  to  be  a  most  accomplished  people." 

"  Throth  then,  they  're  not.  Sir,"  interrupts  Pat. 

"  Oh,  by  no  means,"  adds  mine  host,  shaking  his 
head  emphatically. 

"  I  believe,  Pat,  't  was  when  you  were  crossing  the 
Atlantic  ? "  says  the  master,  turning  to  Pat  with  a  se- 
ductive air,  and  leading  into  the  "  full  and  true  account" 
—  (for  Pat  had  thought  fit  to  visit  North  Amerikay^  for 
"a  rason  he  had,"  in  the  autumn  of  the  year  ninety- 
eight). 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  says  Pat,  "  the  broad  Atlantic,"  a  favour- 
ite phrase  of  his,  which  he  gave  with  a  brogue  as  broad, 
almost,  as  the  Atlantic  itself. 

/"  It  was  the  time  I  was  lost  in  crassin'  the  broad  At- 
lantic, a  comin'  home,"  began  Pat,  decoyed  into  the 
recital;  "whin  the  winds  began  to  blow,  and  the  sae 
to  rowl,  that  you  'd  think  the  Colleen  dhas^  (that  was  her 
name,)  would  not  have  a  mast  left  but  what  would  rowl 
out  of  her. 

"  Well,  sure  enough,  the  masts  went  by  the  boord,  at 
last,  and  the  pumps  was  choak'd,  (divil  choak  them  for 
that  same,)  and  av  coorse  the  wather  gained  an  us,  and 
troth  to  be  filled  with  wather  is  neither  good  for  man 
or  baste ;  and  she  was  sinkin'  fast,  settlin'  down,  as  the 
sailors  calls  it,  and  faith  I  never  was  good  at  settlin' 
down  in  my  life,  and  I  liked  it  then  less  nor  ever;  ac- 
cordianly  we  prepared  for  the  worst,  and  put  out  the 
boat,  and  got  a  sack  o'  bishkits,  and  a  cashk  o'  pork, 
and  a  kag  o*  wather,  and  a  thriflc  o'  rum  aboord,  and 
any  other  little  matthers  we  could  think  iv  in  the  mor- 
tial  hurry   we   wor  in  —  and  faith  there  was  no  time  to 
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be  lost,  for  my  darlint,  the  CoUeen  dhas  went  down  like 
a  lump  o*  lead,  afore  we  wor  many  sthrokes  o*  the  oar 
away  from  her. 

^^Well,  we  dhrifted  away  all  that  night,  and  next 
mornin'  we  put  up  a  blanket  an  the  ind  av  a  pole  as  well 
as  we  could,  and  thin  we  sailed  iligant,  for  we  dam*t 
show  a  stitch  o'  canvas  the  night  before,  bekase  it  was 
blowin'  like  bloody  murther,  savin'  your  presence,  and 
sure  it 's  the  wondher  of  the  world  we  wom't  swally'd 
alive  by  the  ragin'  sae. 

^^  Well,  away  we  wint,  for  more  nor  a  week,  and  nothin* 
before  our  two  good-lookin'  eyes  but  ^he  canophy  iv 
heaven,  and  the  wide  ocean  —  the  broad  Atlantic —  not 
a  thing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  sae  and  the  sky ;  and  though 
the  sae  and  the  sky  is  mighty  purty  things  in  themselves, 
throth  they  're  no  great  things  when  you  Ve  nothin'  else 
to  look  at  for  a  week  together  —  and  the  barest  rock  in 
the  world,  so  it  was  land,  would  be  more  welkim.  And 
then,  soon  enough  troth,  our  provisions  began  to  run 
low,  the  bishkits,  and  the  wather,  and  the  rum  —  troth 
that  was  gone  first  of  all  —  God  help  uz  —  and,  oh  !  it 
was  thin  that  starvation  began  to  stare  us  in  the  face  — 
^  Oh,  murther,  murther,  captain  darlint,'  says  I,  ^  I  wish 
we  could  see  land  anywhere,'  says  I. 

" '  More  power  to  your  elbow,  Paddy,  my  boy,'  says 
he,  ^  for  sitch  a  good  wish,  and  throth  it 's  myself  wishes 
the  same.' 

"  *  Oh,'  says  I,  *  that  it  may  plaze  you,  sweet  queen  iv 
heaven,  supposing  it  was  only  a  dissolute  island,'  says  I, 
'  inhabited  wid  Turks,  sure  they  would  n't  be  such  bad 
Christhans  as  to  refuse  us  a  bit  and  a  sup.' 

"*  Whisht,  whisht,  Paddy,'  says  the  captain,  'don't  be 
talkin'  bad  of  any  one,'  says  he ;  *  you  don't  know  how 
soon  you  may  want  a  good  word  put  in  for  yourself,  if 
you  should  be  called  to  quarthers  in  th'  other  world  all 
of  a  suddent,'  says  he. 

"'Thrue  for  you,  captain  darlint,'  says  I  —  I  called 

ii6 


The  Gridiron 

him  darlint,  and  made  free  wid  him,  you  see,  bekase 
disthress  makes  uz  all  equal  —  ^  thrue  for  you,  captain 
jewel  —  God  betune  uz  and  harm,  I  owe  no  man  any 
spite ' — and  throth  that  was  only  thruth.  Well,  the  last 
bishkit  was  sarved  out,  and  by  gor  the  wather  itself  was 
all  gone  at  last,  and  we  passed  the  night  mighty  cowld  — 
well,  at  the  brake  o*  day  the  sun  riz  most  beautiful  out 
o'  the  waves,  that  was  as  bright  as  silver  and  as  clear  as 
cryshthal.  But  it  was  only  the  more  crule  upon  uz,  for 
we  wor  beginnin'  to  feel  terrible  hungry ;  when  all  at 
wanst  I  thought  I  spied  the  land  —  by  gor  I  thought  I 
felt  my  heart  up  in  my  throat  in  a  minnit,  and  ^  thundher 
an  turf,  captain,'  says  I,  ^  look  to  leeward,'  says  I. 

« *  What  for  ? '  says  he. 

^^  ^  I  think  I  see  the  land,'  says  I.  So  he  ups  with  his 
bring-'m-near  —  (that 's  what  the  sailors  call  a  spy-glass. 
Sir,)  and  looks  out,  and,  sure  enough,  it  was. 

"  '  Hurra! '  says  he,  *  we  're  all  right  now  ;  pull  away 
my  boys,'  says  he. 

** '  Take  care  you  're  not  mistaken,'  says  I ;  *  maybe 
it  *s  only  a  fog-bank,  captain  darlint,'  says  I. 

**  *  Oh  no,'  says  he,  *  it 's  the  land  in  airnest.' 

"  *  Oh  then,  whereabouts  in  the  wide  world  are  we, 
captain  ? '  says  I,  *  maybe  it  id  be  in  Roosia^  or  Proosia^ 
or  the  Garman  Oceant,'  says  I. 

"  *  Tut,  you  fool,'  says  he  —  for  he  had  that  consaited 
way  wid  him  —  thinkin'  himself  cleverer  nor  any  one 
else  — '  tut,  you  fool,'  says  he,  *  that  *s  France^  says  he. 

"'Tare  an  ouns,'  says  I,  *  do  you  tell  me  so  ?  and  how 
do  you  know  it's  France  it  is,  captain  dear?'  says  I. 

**  *  Bekase  this  is  the  Bay  o'  Bishky  we  're  in  now,' 
says  he. 

"'Throth  I  was  thinkin'  so  myself,'  says  I,  *  by  the 
rowl  it  has  ;  for  I  often  hccrd  av  it  in  regard  o'  that 
same ; '  and  throth  the  likes  av  it  I  never  seen  before  nor 
since,  and,  with  the  help  o'  God,  never  will. 

**  Well,  with  that,  my  heart  began  to  grow  light,  and 
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when  I  tecD  my  life  was  safe,  I  began  to  grow  twice 
bui^rier  nor  ever  —  so  says  I,  '  Captain,  jewel,  I  wish 
we  had  a  gridiron.' 

"'  Why  then,'  says  he,  '  ihundher  and  turf,'  says  he, 
'what  puts  a  gridiron   into  your  head  ^ ' 

•*'  Bekase  I  'm  starvin'  with  the  hunger,'  says  I, 

"'And  sure  had  luck  to  you,'  says  he,  ^you  could  n'c 
ate  a  gridiron,'  says  he, '  barrin'  you  wor  a  ptiUan  o'  tht 
wiUbimust^'  says  he. 

"*Ate  a  gridiron!'  says  I;  'och,  in  thrath  I  'm  not 
sitch  a  ^mmoch  all  out  as  that  any  how.  But  sure  if  we 
had  a  gridiron  we  could  dress  a  beef-stake,'  says  I. 

*' '  Arrah  !  but  where  's  the  beef-stake  ? "  says  he. 

"'Sure,  could  n't  we  cut  a  slice  aff  the  pork,*  says  I. 

"'By  gor,  I  never  thought  o*  that,"  says  the  captain. 
'  You  're  a  clever  fellow,  Paddy,'  says  he,  laughin'. 

" '  Oh  there 's  many  a  thrue  word  said  in  joke,'  says  I. 

" '  Thrue  for  you,  Paddy,'  says  he. 

«'Wcll,  then,'  says  I,  *  if  you  put  me  ashore  there 
beyant,'  (for  we  were  nearin'  the  land  all  the  time,)  '  and 
sure  I  can  ax  thim  for  to  hnd  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,' 
says  I. 

"'Oh  by  gor  the  butther's  comin'  out  o'  the  stir-a- 
bout in  airnist  now,'  says  he, '  you  gommoch,'  says  he, 
'sure  I  towld  you  before  that's  France — and  sure 
they  *re  all  furriners '  there,'  says  the  captain. 

" '  Well,'  says  I, '  and  how  do  you  know  but  I  'm  as 
good  a  furriner  myself  as  any  o'  thim  ? ' 

"  '  What  do  you  mane  ? '  says  he. 

" '  I  mane,'  says  I, '  what  I  towld  you,  that  I  'm  as 
good  a  furriner  myself  as  any  o'  thim.' 

" » Make  me  sinsible,'  says  he. 

" '  By  dad  maybe  that 's  more  nor  me,  or  greater  nor 
me  could  do,'  says  I  — and  we  all  began  to  laugh  at  him, 
for  I  thought  I  'd  pay  him  off  for  his  bit  o'  consait  about 
the  Garman  Oceant. 

1  Fortignett. 
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*^^  Leave  aff  your  humbugginV  s^iys  he,  ^I  bid  you, 
and  tell  me  what  it  is  you  mane  at  all,  at  all.' 

**  *  Parly  voo  Frongsay^  says  I. 

^  ^  Oh  your  humble  sarvant,'  says  he,  ^  why,  by  gor, 
you're  a  scholar,  Paddy.' 

"  *  Throth,  you  may  say  that,'  says  I. 

"  *  Why,  you  're  a  clever  fellow,  Paddy,'  says  the  cap- 
tain, jeerin'  like. 

^^  ^  You  're  not  the  first  that  said  that,'  says  I,  ^  whether 
you  joke  or  no.' 

^  ^  Oh,  but  I  'm  in  airnest,'  says  the  captain  —  ^  and  do 
you  tell  me,  Paddy,'  says  he,  ^  that  you  spake  Frinch  ? ' 

^^  Parly  voo  Frongsay^  says  I. 

^^By  gor  that  bangs  Banagher,  and  all  the  world 
knows  Banagher  bangs  the  divil  —  I  never  met  the  likes 
o'  you,  Paddy,'  says  he  —  ^pull  away  boys,  and  put 
Paddy  ashore,  and  maybe  we  won't  get  a  good  belly  full 
before  long.' 

^  So  with  that  it  was  no  sooner  said  nor  done  —  they 
pulled  away  and  got  close  into  shore  in  less  than  no 
time,  and  run  the  boat  up  in  a  little  creek,  and  a  beau- 
tiful creek  it  was,  with  a  lovely  white  sthrand,  an  iligant 
place  for  ladies  to  bathe  in  the  summer  —  and  out  I  got, 
and  It 's  stiff  enough  in  my  limbs  I  was  afther  bein' 
cramp'd  up  in  the  boat,  and  perished  with  the  cowld  and 
hunger;  but  I  conthrived  to  scramble  on,  one  way  or 
the  other,  tow'rds  a  little  bit  iv  a  wood  that  was  close  to 
the  shore,  and  the  smoke  curlin'  out  of  it  quite  timptin' 
like. 

**  *  By  the  powdhers  o*  war,  I  'm  all  right,'  says  I ; 
*  there 's  a  house  there,'  —  and  sure  enough  there  was, 
and  a  parcel  of  men,  women  and  childher,  ating  their 
dinner  round  a  table  quite  convaynient.  And  so  I  wint 
up  to  the  door,  and  I  thought  I  'd  be  very  civil  to  thim, 
as  I  hcerd  the  Frinch  was  always  mighty  p'lite  intircly 
—  and  I  thought  I'd  shew  them  I  knew  what  good 
manners  was. 
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"So  I  took  afF  my  bat  and  making  a  lotr  bow,  says 
I,  'God  save  all   here,'  says  I. 

**Wdl  to  be  sure  they  all  stopl  ating  at  wanst  and 
begun  to  stare  at  me,  and  faith  they  almost  look'd  me 
out  <rf  countenance  —  and  I  thought  to  myself  it  was 
not  good  manners  at  ail  —  more  betoken  from  furrincrs, 
which  they  call  so  mighty  p'lite;  but  I  never  minded 
that,  in  regard  of  wantin'  the  gridiron,  "■  and  so,'  says   I, 

*  I  beg  jrour  pardon,'  says  I,  ■  for  the  liberty  I  take,  but 
it's  only  bein'  in  disthress  in  regard  of  ating,'  says  [, 
*tbat  I  inake  bowld  to  tbrouble  yez,  and  if  you  could 
lind  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,'  says  I,  ^  I  'd  be  intirely 
oble^ed  to  ye.' 

**  By  gor,  they  all  stared  at  me  twice  worse  nor  before, 
and  with  that,  says  I,  (knowing  what  was  in  their  minds,) 

*  indeed  it 's  thnie  for  you,'  says  1 ;  *  1  'm  lathered  to 
pieces,  and  God  knows  1  look  quare  enough,  but  it 's  by 
raison  of  the  storm,'  says  I,  *■  which  dhniv  us  ashore  here 
below,  and  we're  all  starvin','  says  I. 

**■  So  then  they  began  to  look  at  each  other  agin,  and 
myself,  seeing  at  wanst  dirty  thoughts  was  in  their  heads, 
and  that  they  tuk  me  for  a  poor  beggar  comin'  to  crave 
charity  —  with  that,  says  I, '  Oh  \  not  at  all,'  says  I, '  by 
no  manes,  we  have  plenty  o'  mate  ourselves,  there  below, 
and  we  '11  dhress  it,'  says  I,  *  if  you  would  be  plased  to 
lind  us  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,'  says  I,  makin'  a  low  bow. 

"  Well,  Sir,  wit^  that,  throth  they  stared  at  me  twice 
worse  nor  ever,  and  faith  1  began  to  think  that  maybe 
the  captain  was  wrong,  and  that  it  was  not  France  at 
all  at  all  —  and  so  says  I  —  '1  beg  pardon,  Sir,'  says  I,  to 
a  fine  ould  man,  with  a  head  of  hair  as  white  as  silver  — 
*■  maybe  I  'm  undher  a  mistake,'  says  1 ;  *  but  I  thought 
I  was  in  France,  Sir :  are  n't  you  furriners  \ '  says  I  — 

*  Parly  voo  Frongsay  ? ' 

"*We  munseer,'  says  he. 

"  *  Then  would  you  lind  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,* 
says  I,  '  if  you  plase  ? ' 
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^  Oh,  it  was  thin  that  they  stared  at  me  as  if  I  had 
siven  heads;  and  faith  myself  began  to  feel  flusthered 
like,  and  onaisy  —  and  so  says  I,  making  a  bow  and 
scrape  agin,  ^  I  know  it 's  a  liberty  I  take,  Sir,'  says  I, 
^  but  it 's  only  in  the  regard  of  bein'  cast  away,  and  if 
you  plaze.  Sir,'  says  I,  ^  Parly  voo  Frongsay?* 

***  We  munseer,'  says  he,  mighty  sharp. 

^  ^  Then  would  you  lind  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron  ? ' 
says  I,  ^and  you'll  obleege  me.' 

^  Well,  Sir,  the  ould  chap  began  to  munseer  me,  but 
the  divil  a  bit  of  a  gridiron  he  'd  gi'  me ;  and  so  I  began 
to  think  they  were  all  neygars,  for  all  their  fine  manners ; 
and  throth  my  blood  begun  to  rise,  and  says  I,  ^  By  my 
sowl,  if  it  was  you  was  in  disthriss,'  says  I,  ^  and  if  it 
was  to  ould  Ireland  you  kem,  it 's  not  only  the  gridiron 
they  'd  give  you,  if  you  ax'd  it,  but  something  to  put  an 
it  too,  and  the  dhrop  o'  dhrink  into  the  bargain,  and 
cead  mile  fa'tlte^ 

**  Well,  the  word  cead  mile  failte  seemed  to  sthreck  his 
heart,  and  the  ould  chap  cocked  his  ear,  and  so  I  thought 
I  'd  give  him  another  offer,  and  make  him  sinsible  at 
last;  and  so  says  I,  wonst  more,  quite  slow,  that  he 
might  undherstand  —  *  Parly  —  voo  —  Frongsay^  munseer  ? ' 

**  *  We  munseer,'  says  he. 

"*Then  lind  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,'  says  I,  *and 
bad  scram  to  you.' 

"  Well,  bad  win'  to  the  bit  of  it  he  'd  gi*  me,  and  the 
ould  chap  begins  bowin'  and  scrapin',  and  said  something 
or  other  about  a  long  longs. ^ 

"*Phoo!  —  the  divil  sweep  yourself  and  your  tongs,' 
says  I,  ^  I  don't  want  a  tongs  at  all  at  all ;  but  can't  you 
listen  to  raison,'  says  I  —  *  Parly  voo  Frongsay  ?  ' 

"  *  We  munseer.' 

"'Then  lind  me  the  loan  of  a  gridiron,'  says  I,  'and 
howld  your  prate.' 

*  Some  mystification  of  Paddy's  touching  the  French  rCentends. 
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**We&,  what  would  you  think  but  he  shook  his  owld 
noddle  it  much  as  to  say  he  would  n't ;  and  so  says  I, 
'  Bad  cetB  to  the  likes  o'  that  I  ever  seen  —  thtoth  if  you 
wor  in  lOy  counthry  it 's  not  that-a-way  they  'd  use  you  \ 
the  cuTM  o'  the  crows  an  you,  you  owld  sinner,'  says  I, 
'  the  divil  a  longer  I  '11  darken  your  door,' 

"So  he  seen  I  was  vcx'd,  and  I  thought,  as  I  was 
turnin'  away,  I  seen  him  begin  to  relint,  and  that  his 
conscience  thruubled  him ;  and  says  I,  turnin'  back, 
•  Well,  I'll  give  you  one  chance  more  — you  owtd  thief 

—  are  you  a  Chrishthan  at  all  at  all  ^  are  you  a  furiiner?' 
says  I,  'that  all  the  world  calls  so    p'litc.      Bad  luck  to 
you,  do  you  undherstand  your  own  language?  —  ^'"4^^! 
IMS  Fm^say?"  says  I.  ^^H 

" '  We  mun&eer,'  says  he.  ^^^^ 

**  ■  Then  thundher  and  turf,'  says  I, '  will  you  lind  me 
the  loan  of  a  gridiron  ? ' 

"  Well,  Sir,  the  divil  resave  the  hit  of  it  he  'd  gi'  me 

—  and  so  with  that,  the  'curse  o'  the  hungry  an  you, 
you  owld  negarly  vJlltan,'  says  I ;  '  the  back  o'  my  hand 
and  the  sowl  o'  my  fut  to  you  i  that  you  may  want  a 
gridiron  yourself  yet,'  says  I  j  '  and  wherever  I  go,  high 
and  low,  rich  and  poor,  shall  hear  o'  you,'  says  I ;  and 
with  that  I  left  them  there,  Sir,  and  kern  away  —  and  in 
throth  it 's  often  sence,  that  /  thought  that  it  wet 
rtmarkaUe." 
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"  Dogberry,  —  Many,  Sir,  they  have  committed  fiUte  report ;  —  moreoTcr 
they  hare  tpoken  untruths;  tecondarily,  they  are  alanderen;  sixthly,  and 
laatly,  they  have  belied  a  lady ;  thirdly,  they  have  yerified  unjust  thin^ ;  and, 
to  coodndig,  they  are  lying  knaves.** 

Much  ado  about  Nothing. 

THE  only  introduction  I  shall  attempt  to  the  follow- 
ing "  extravaganza^**  is,  to  request  the  reader  to 
suppose  it  to  be  delivered  by  a  rollicking  Irish  peasant, 
in  the  richest  brogue,  and  most  dramatic  manner. 

"  I  '11  tell  you,  Sir,  a  mighty  quare  story,  and  it  *s  as 
thrue  as  I  'm  standin'  here,  and  that 's  no  lie :  — 

"  It  was  in  the  time  of  the  *ruction^  whin  the  long 
summer  days,  like  many  a  fine  fellow's  precious  life,  was 
cut  short  by  raison  of  the  martial  law,  —  that  would  n't 
let  a  dacent  boy  be  out  in  the  evenin',  good  or  bad ;  for 
whin  the  day's  work  was  over,  divil  a  one  of  uz  daar  go 
to  meet  a  frind  over  a  glass,  or  a  girl  at  the  dance,  but 
must  go  home,  and  shut  ourselves  up,  and  never  budge, 
nor  rise  latch,  nor  dhraw  boult,  antil  the  morning  kem 
agin. 

"  Well,  to  come  to  my  story  :  —  'T  was  afther  night- 
fall, and  we  wor  sittin'  round  the  fire,  and  the  pratees 
was  boilin',  and  the  noggins  of  butthcr-milk  was  standin' 
ready  for  our  suppers,  whin  a  knock  kem  to  the  door. 

"  *  Whisht,'  says  my  father,  *  here  's  the  sojers  come 
upon  us  now,'  says  he ;  ^  bad  luck  to  thim,  the  villians, 

'  Insurrection. 
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I  'm  afeard  they  seen  a  glimmer  of  the  fire  through 
ctack  in  Ihe  door,'  says  he. 

"'  No,'  says  my  mother,  'for  1  'm  afther  hanging  an 
ould  sack  and  my  new  petticoat  agin  it,  a  while  ago.' 

" '  Well,  whisht,  any  how,'  says  my  father, '  for  there  *s 
a  knock  agin  ; '  and  we  all  held  our  tongues  till  another 
thump  kem  to  the  door. 

" '  Oh,  it 's  a  folly  to  purtind  any  more,'  says  my 
father — '  they  're  too  cute  to  be  put  off  that-a-way,'  says 
he.    'GojShamus,'  says  he  to  me,'  and  see  who's  in  ii.' 

"'How  can  I  see  who's  in  it  in  the  dark^ '  says  I. 

"  '  Wdl,'  says  he, '  light  the  candle  thin,  and  see  who 's 
in  it,  but  don't  open  the  door,  for  your  life,  barrin*  thev 
brake  it  in,  says  he,  '  exccptin'  to  the  sojers,  and  spake 
thtm  fiur,  If  it's  thim.' 

"So  with  that  I  wint  to  the  door,  and  there  was 
another  knock. 

"*  Who 's  there  ?  *  says  I. 

** '  It 's  me,'  says  he. 

"  *  Who  arc  you  ,' '  says  I. 

"'A  frind,'  says  he. 

"  '  Baitbertbin^  says  I  —  '  who  are  you  at  all  ?  * 

"'Arrah!  don't  you  know  me ?' says  he. 

" '  Divil  a  taste,'  says  I. 

" '  Sure  I  'm  Paddy  the  piper,'  says  he. 

"^Oh,  thundher  and  turf,'  says  I,  'is  it  you,  Paddy, 
that 's  in  it  ?  * 

"'Sorra  one  else,'  says  he. 

" '  And  what  brought  you  at  this  hour  ? '  says  I. 

"'By  gar,'  says  he, '  I  did  n't  like  goin'  the  roun*  by 
the  road,'  says  he,  'and  so  I  kem  the  short  cut,  and 
that's  what  delayed   me,'  says  he. 

'"Oh,  bloody  wars  ! '  says  I  —  'Paddy,  I  would  n't  be 
in  your  shoes  for  the  king's  ransom,'  says  I ;  'for  you 
know  yourself  it 's  a  hangin'  matther  to  be  cotched  out 
these  times,'  says  I. 

"'Sure  I  know  that,'  says  he,  'God  help  me;  and 
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that 's  what  I  kem  to  you  for,'  says  he ;  ^  and  let  me  in 
for  ould  acquaintance  sake,'  says  poor  Paddy. 

^  ^  Oh,  by  this  and  that,'  says  I,  ^  I  dam't  open  the 
door  for  the  wide  world ;  and  sure  you  know  it ;  and 
throth  if  the  Husshians  or  the  Yeo's  ^  ketches  you,'  says 
I  —  ^  they  '11  murther  you,  as  sure  as  your  name 's  Paddy.' 

** '  Many  thanks  to  you,'  says  he,  '  for  your  good  in- 
tintions ;  but,  plaze  the  pigs,  I  hope  it 's  not  the  likes  o' 
that  is  in  store  for  me,  any  how.' 

^^^Faix  then,'  says  I,  ^you  had  betther  lose  no  time 
in  hidin'  yourself,'  says  I ;  ^  for  throth  I  tell  you,  it 's  a 
short  thrial  and  a  long  rope  the  Husshians  would  be 
afther  givin'  you  —  for  they  've  no  justice,  and  less  marcy, 
the  villians!' 

^^  Faith  thin,  more 's  the  raison  you  should  let  me  in, 
Shamus,'  says  poor  Paddy. 

*'  *  It 's  a  folly  to  talk,'  says  I,  *  I  darn't  open  the 
door.' 

"'Oh  then,  millia  murther!*  says  Paddy,  *  what '11 
become  of  me  at  all,  at  all  ? '  says  he. 

**  *  Go  afF  into  the  shed,'  says  I,  *  behind  the  house, 
where  the  cow  is,  and  there  there  's  an  iligant  lock  o' 
straw,  that  you  may  go  sleep  in,'  says  I, '  and  a  fine  bed 
it  id  be  for  a  lord,  let  alone  a  piper.' 

"  So  off  Paddy  set  to  hide  in  the  shed,  and  throth  it 
wint  to  our  hearts  to  refuse  him,  and  turn  him  away 
from  the  door,  more,  by  token,  when  the  pratecs  was 
ready  —  for  sure  the  bit  and  the  sup  is  always  welkim 
to  the  poor  thraveller.  Well,  we  all  wint  to  bed,  and 
Paddy  hid  himself  in  the  cow-house ;  and  now  I  must 
tell  you  how  it  was  with  Paddy :  — 

**  You  see,  afther  sleeping  for  some  time,  Paddy 
wakened  up,  thinkin'  it  was  mornin',  but  it  was  n't 
mornin'  at  all,  but  only  the  light  o'  the  moon  that 
deceaved  him  ;  but  at  all  evints,  he  wanted  to  be  stirrin' 
airly,  bekase  he  was  goin'  off  to  the  town  hard  by,  it 

*  Yeomen. 
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bein'  fair-day,  lo  pick  up  a  few  ha'pence  with  his  pipes 
—  for  tbe  divll  a  belther  piper  was  in  all  the  coumhiy 
round,  nor  Paddy ;  and  everj'  one  gave  it  up  to  Paddy, 
that  he  wat  iligant  an  the  pipes,  and  plaved  'Jinny  bang'd 
the  Weaver,'  bei,-am  tellin',  and  the  '  Hare  in  tbe  Com,' 
that  you'd  think  the  very  dogs  was  in  it,  and  the  horse- 
men ridin'  like  mad. 

**  Well,  as  I  was  sayin',  he  set  off  to  go  to  the  fair, 
and  be  wini  mcandherin'  along  through  the  fields,  but 
he  didn't  go  far,  antil  climbin'  up  through  a  hedge,  when 
he  was  comin'  out  at  t'  other  side,  his  head  kcm  plump 
agin  somethin'  that  made  the  fire  flash  out  iv  his  eyes. 
So  with  that  he  looks  up  —  and  what  do  you  th'uik  it 
was,  Lord  be  marciful  to  uz,  but  a  corpse  hangin'  out  of 
a  branch  of  a  three. 

"'Oh,  the  top  o'  the  mornin'  to  you, Sir,'  says  Paddy, 
*and  is  that  the  way  with  you,  my  poor  fellow?  throth 
you  tuk  a  start  out  o'  me,'  says  poor  Paddy  ;  and  't  was 
thrue  for  him,  for  it  would  make  the  heart  of  a  stouter 
man  nor  Paddy  jump,  to  see  the  like,  and  to  think  of  a 
Chrisbthan  cratbur  being  hanged  up,  all  as  one  as  a  dog. 

"  Now, 't  was  the  rebels  that  hanged  this  chap — bekase, 
you  see,  tbe  corpse  bad  good  clothes  an  him,  and  that 's 
the  raison  that  one  might  know  it  was  the  rebels,  —  by 
raison  that  the  Husshians  and  the  Orangemen  never 
hanged  any  body  wid  good  clothes  an  him,  but  only  tbe 
poor  and  defincclcss  crathurs,  like  uz ;  so,  as  I  said 
before,  Paddy  knew  well  it  was  the  boys  that  done 
it;  'and,'  says  Paddy,  eycin'  the  corpse,  'by  my  sowl, 
thin,  but  you  have  a  beautiful  pair  o'  boots  an  you,'  says 
he,  'and  it 's  what  I  'm  thinkin'  you  won't  have  any 
great  use  for  thim  no  more ;  and  sure  it 's  a  shame  to 
see  the  likes  o'  me,'  says  he,  '  the  best  piper  in  the  sivin 
counties,  to  be  trampin'  wid  a  pair  of  ould  brogues  not 
worth  three  traneem,  and  a  corpse  with  such  an  iligant  pair 
o'  boots,  that  wants  some  one  to  wear  thim.'  So,  with 
that,  Paddy  lays  hould  of  him  by  the  boots,  and  began  a 
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pullin'  at  thim,  but  they  wor  mighty  stiiF;  and  whether 
it  was  by  rayson  of  their  being  so  tight,  or  the  branch  of 
the  three  a-jiggin'  up  and  down,  all  as  one  as  a  weighdee 
buckettee,  and  not  lettin'  Paddy  cotch  any  right  hoult  o' 
thim  —  he  could  get  no  advantage  o'  thim  at  all  —  and  at 
last  he  gev  it  up,  and  was  goin'  away,  whin  lookin'  be- 
hind him  agin,  the  sight  of  the  iligant  fine  boots  was  too 
much  for  him,  and  he  turned  back,  detarmined  to  have 
the  boots,  any  how,  by  fair  means  or  foul ;  and  I  'm  loath 
to  tell  you  now  how  he  got  thim  —  for  indeed  it  was  a 
dirty  turn,  and  throth  it  was  the  only  dirty  turn  I  ever 
knew  Paddy  to  be  guilty  av ;  and  you  see  it  was  this 
a-way :  'pon  my  sowl,  he  pulled  out  a  big  knife,  and  by 
the  same  token,  it  was  a  knife  with  a  fine  buck-handle, 
and  a  murtherin'  big  blade,  that  an  uncle  o'  mine,  that 
was  a  gardener  at  the  Lord's,  made  Paddy  a  prisint  av ; 
and  more  by  token,  it  was  not  the  first  mischief  that 
knife  done,  for  it  cut  love  between  thim,  that  was  the 
best  of  friends  before ;  and  sure  't  was  the  wondher 
of  every  one,  that  two  knowledgable  men,  that  ought  to 
know  betther,  would  do  the  likes,  and  give  and  take 
sharp  steel  in  friendship  •,  but  I  'm  forgcttin'  —  well,  he 
outs  with  his  knife,  and  what  does  he  do,  but  he  cut  ofF 
the  legs  av  the  corpse ;  ^  and,*  says  he,  ^  I  can  take  afF  the 
boots  at  my  convaynience ; '  and  throth  it  was,  as  I  said 
before,  a  dirty  turn. 

"  Well,  Sir,  he  tuck'd  the  legs  undher  his  arm,  and 
at  that  minit  the  moon  peeped  out  from  behind  a  cloud 
— '  Oh  !  is  it  there  you  are  ? '  says  he  to  the  moon,  for 
he  was  an  impidint  chap  —  and  thin,  seein'  that  he 
made  a  mistake,  and  that  the  moon-light  deceaved  him, 
and  that  it  was  n't  the  airly  dawn,  as  he  conceaved ; 
and  bein*  friken'd  for  fear  himself  might  be  cotchcd  and 
trated  like  the  poor  corpse  he  was  afther  a  malthreat- 
ing,  if  be  was  found  walking  the  counthry  at  that  time 
—  by  gar,  he  turned  about,  and  walked  back  agin  to 
the  cow-house,    and,    hidin'    the   corpse's    legs    in    the 
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sthnw,  Paddy  wini  to  sleep  agin.  But  what  do  you 
think?  (he  divil  a  long  Paddy  was  there  antil  the  sojers 
kcm  in  airncst,  and,  by  the  powers,  they  carried  otT  Paddy 
—  and  faith  it  was  only  sarvin'  him  right  for  what  he 
done  to  the  poor  corpse. 

"  Well,  whin  the  morning  kcm,  tny  father  says  to  mc, 
*  Go^  Shamus,'  says  he, '  to  the  shed,  and  bid  poor  Paddy 
come  in,  and  take  share  o'  the  pratees,  for  I  go  bail  be 's 
ready  for  his  breakquest  by  this,  any  how,' 

"Well,  out  I  wint  to  the  cow-house,  and  called  out 
*-  Paddy  ! '  and  afther  callJn'  three  or  four  times,  and 
gettin'  no  answer,  1  win!  in,  and  called  agin,  and  divil 
an  answer  I  got  still.  '  Blood-an-agers  ! '  says  I, '  Paddy, 
where  arc  you,  at  all,  at  all  \ '  and  so,  casiin'  my  eyes 
about  the  shed,  1  seen  two  feet  sticking  out  from  undher 
the  hape  o'  sthraw  ^  '  Musha  !  chin,"  savs  I, 'bad  luck 
to  you,  Paddy,  but  you  're  fond  of  a  warm  corner,  and 
maybe  you  have  n't  made  yourself  as  snug  as  a  flay  in  a 
blanket?  but  I'll  disturb  your  dhrames,I'm  thinkin',' 
says  I,  and  with  that,  I  laid  hould  of  his  heels,  (as  I 
thought,  God  help  me,)  and  givin'  a  good  pull  to  waken 
him,  as  I  intindcd,  away  I  wint,  head  over  heels,  and 
my  brains  was  a'most  knocked  out  agin  the  wall. 

"  Well,  whin  1  recovered  myself,  there  I  was,  an  the 
broad  o'  my  back,  and  two  things  sticlcin'  out  of  my 
bands,  like  a  pair  o'  Husshian's  horse-pist'ls  —  and  I 
thought  the  sight  'id  lave  my  eyes,  whin  I  seen  they  wor 
two  mortial  legs. 

"  My  jew'l,  I  threw  them  down  like  a  hot  pratec,  and 
jumpin'  up,  I  roared  out  mlllia  munhcr.  '  Oh,  you 
murthcrin'  villian,'  says  I,  shakin'  my  fist  at  the  cow  — 
'  Oh,  you  unnath'ral  iasUy  says  I,  '  you  've  ate  poor 
Paddy,  you  thievin'  canniblc,  you're  worse  than  a  ncy- 
ger,'  says  I ;  *  and  bad  luck  to  you,  how  dainty  you  are, 
that  nothin'  'id  sarve  you  for  your  supper,  but  the  best 
piper  in  Ireland. 

" '  H^tirasihru  !  weiraitbru  / '  what  'U  the  whole  coun- 
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thry  ssqr  to  such  an  unnathural  murthcr  ?  and  you,  lookin' 
as  innocent  there  as  a  lamb,  and  ating  your  hay,  as  quite 
as  if  nothin'  happened '  —  with  that,  I  run  out,  for  throth 
I  didn't  like  to  be  near  her ;  and  goin'  into  the  house, 
I  tould  them  all  about  it. 

** '  Arrah  !  be  aisy,'  says  my  father. 

^'^  Bad  luck  to  the  lie  I  tell  you,'  says  L 

**  *  Is  it  ate  Paddy  ?  *  says  they. 

**  *  Divil  a  doubt  of  it,'  says  I. 

^^  ^  Are  you  sure,  Shamus  ? '  says  my  mother. 

^  ^  I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  a  new  pair  o'  brogues,' 
says  I. 

^  ^  Bad  luck  to  the  bit  she  has  left  iv  him,  but  his 
two  legs.' 

^^  ^  And  do  you  tell  me  she  ate  the  pipes  too  ? '  says  my 
Either. 

"  *  By  gor,  I  b'lieve  so,'  says  I. 

**  *  Oh,  the  divil  fly  away  wid  her,'  says  he,  *  what  a 
cruel  taste  she  has  for  music  ! ' 

" '  Arrah ! '  says  my  mother,  '  don't  be  cursing  the 
cow,  that  gives  the  milk  to  the  childher.' 

"*  Yis,I  will,'  says  my  father,  *  why  should  n't  I  curse 
sitch  an  unnath'ral  baste  ? ' 

**  *  You  ought  n't  to  curse  any  livin'  thing  that  *s  undher 
your  roof,'  says  my  mother. 

"  *  By  my  sow],  thin,'  says  my  father,  '  she  shan't  be 
undher  my  roof  any  more ;  for  I  '11  sind  her  to  the  fair 
this  minit,'  says  he,  *  and  sell  her  for  whatever  she  '11 
bring.  Go  aff,'  says  he,  *  Shamus,  the  minit  you  'vc  ate 
your  breakquest,  and  dhrive  her  to  the  fair.' 

***  Throth  I  don't  like  to  dhrive  her,'  says  I. 

"*  Arrah  don't  be  makin'  a  gommagh  of  yourself,* 
says  he. 

"*  Faith  I  don't,'  say  I. 

"  *Well,  like  or  no  like,'  says  he,  *  you  must  dhrive  her.' 

" '  Sure,  father,'  says  I,  *  you  could  take  more  care  iv 
her  yourself.' 
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** '  TTtti  's  mighty  good,'  says  he,  '  to  keep  a  dog  and 
bark  myself  i '  and  faith  I  rec'Uectcd  the  savin'  from 
that  hour — *  let  mc  have  no  more  words  about  it,'  says 
he, '  but  be  aif  wid  you.' 

"*So,atF  I  wint,  and  it's  no  lie  I'm  tcllin',  whin 
I  say  it  was  sore  agin  my  will  I  had  any  thing  to  Aa 
with  sitch  a  villian  of  a  baste.  But,  bowsomever,  I  cut 
a  brave  long  wattle,  that  I  might  dhrive  the  man-aihcr 
iv  a  thief,  as  she  was,  without  bein'  near  het  at  all 
at  all.    . 

"■  Well^  away  we  wint  along  the  road,  and   mighty 
throng  it  wuz  wid  the  boys  and  the  girls,  and,  in  shoft, 
all  sorts,  rich  and   poor,  high  and  low,  crowdin'  to 
&ir. 

"*  God  save  you,'  says  one  to  me. 

"  '  God  save  you,  kindly,'  says  I. 

"  *  That 's  a  fine  baste  you  're  dhrivin','  says  he. 

" '  Throth  she  is,'  says  I ;  though  God  knows  it  wint 
^n  my  heart  to  say  a  good  word  for  the  likes  of 
her. 

" '  It 's  to  the  fair  you  're  goin',  I  suppose,'  says  he, 
•with  the  baste.''  (He  was  a  snug-lookin'  farmer, 
lidin'  a  purty  little  gray  hack.) 

"'Faith  (hin  you're  right  enough,'  says  I,  •it  is  to 
the  fair  I  'm  goin'.' 

"  '  What  do  you  expec'  for  her  ? '  says  he. 

"  '  Faith  thin  myself  does  n't  know,'  says  I  —  and 
that  was  thrue  enough,  you  see,  bekasc  1  was  bcwil- 
dhered  like,  about  the  baste,  intirely. 

" '  That 's  a  quare  way  to  be  goin'  to  market,'  says 
he,  'and  not  to  know  what  you  expec'  for  your  baste.' 

" '  Och,'  says  I  —  not  likin'  to  let  him  suspict  there 
was  any  thing  wrong  wid  her  —  *  Och,'  says  I,  in  a 
careless  sort  of  a  way,  '  sure  no  one  can  tell  what  a  baste 
'ill  bring,  antil  they  come  to  the  fair,'  says  I.  '  and  see 
what  price  is  goin'.' 

*•  *■  Indeed,  that 's  nath'ral  enough,'  says  he.     '  But  tf 
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you  wor  bid  a  fiiir  price  before  you  come  to  the  fair, 
sure  you  might  as  well  take  it/  says  he. 

"  *  Oh,  I  Vc  no  objection  in  life,'  says  I. 

"*  Well  thin,  what  will  you  ax  for  her  ? '  says  he. 

"  *  Why  thin,  I  would  n't  like  to  be  onraysonable,'  says 
I  —  (for  the  thruth  was,  you  know,  I  wanted  to  get  rid 
iv  her)  —  ^  and  so  I  '11  take  four  pounds  for  her,'  says  I, 
*  and  no  less  J 

**  *  No  less  ? '  says  he. 

" '  Why  sure,  that 's  chape  enough,'  says  I. 

"*Throth  it  is,'  says  he;  'and  I'm  thinkin'  it's  too 
chape  it  is,'  says  he ;  *  for  if  there  was  n't  somethin'  the 
matther,  it 's  not  for  that  you  'd  be  sellin'  the  fine  milch 
cow,  as  she  is,  to  all  appearance.' 

***  Indeed  thin,'  says  I,  '  upon  my  conscience,  she  is  a 
fine  milch  cow.' 

"  *  Maybe,'  says  he,  '  she  's  gone  off  her  milk,  in 
regard  that  she  does  n't  feed  well  ? ' 

"*  Och,  by  this  and  that,'  says  I,  *  in  regard  of  feedin' 
there  's  not  the  likes  of  her  in  Ireland  ;  so  make  your 
mind  aisy,  and  if  you  like  her  for  the  money,  you  may 
have  her.' 

"'Why,  indeed,  I'm  not  in  a  hurry,'  says  he,  'and 
I  '11  wait  till  I  see  how  they  go  in  the  fair.' 

" '  With  all  my  heart,'  says  I,  punendin'  to  be  no 
ways  consarned,  but  in  troth  I  began  to  be  afeard  that 
the  people  was  seein'  somethin'  unnath'ral  about  her, 
and  that  we'd  never  get  rid  of  her,  at  all,  at  all.  At 
last,  we  kem  to  the  fair,  and  a  great  sight  o'  people  was 
in  it — throth  you  M  think  the  whole  world  was  there, 
let  alone  the  standin's  o'  gingerbread  and  iligant  ribbins, 
and  makins  o'  beautiful  gownds,  and  pitch-and-toss,  and 
merry-go-roun's,  and  tints  with  the  best  av  drink  in 
thim,  and  the  fiddles  playin'  up  t'  incourage  the  boys  and 
girls ;  but  I  never  minded  them  at  all,  but  detarmint  to 
sell  the  thievin'  rogue  of  a  cow  afore  I  'd  mind  any 
divarshin  in  life,  so  an  I  dhriv  her  into  the  thick  av  the 
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fair,  whin  all  of  a  suddint,  as  I  kern  to  the  door  av  a  liiit, 
up  schruck  the  pipes  to  the  tune  av  *Tatihcrin'  Jack 
Welsh,'  and,  my  jcw'l,  in  a  minit,  the  cow  cock'd  her 
cars,  and  was  makin'  a  dart  at  the  tint. 

"'Oh,  murther!'  says  I,  to  the  boys  siandin'  by, 
*hould  her,'  says  I,  'hould  her — she  ale  one  piper 
already,  the  vagahonc,  and,  '  "  luck  to  her,  she  wants 
another  now.' 

" '  Is  it  a  cow  for  to  ate  :r.''  says  one  o'  thim. 

" '  Divil  a  word  o"  lie  i  jr  I  seen  his  corpse  my- 

self, and  nothin'  left  but  \  I^s,'  says  I  ;  '  and  it's 

a  folly  to  be  sthrivin'  to  1.  or  I  set  she  '11  never  lave 

it  aff* —  as  poor  Paddy  Grt  knows  to  his  cost,  Lotd 
be  marciful  to  him.' 

'"  Who  's  that  takin'  my  name  in  vain?'  says  a  voice 
in  the  crowd  ;  and  with  that,  shovin'  the  throng  a  one 
side,  who  the  divil  should  I  see  but  Paddy  Grogan,  to  all 
appearance. 

" '  Oh,  hould  him  too,'  says  I ;  *■  keep  him  av  me,  for 
it 's  not  himself  at  all,  but  his  ghost,'  says  \;  'for  he 
was  kilt  last  ntght,  to  my  sartin  knowledge,  every  inch 
av  him,  all  to  his  legs.' 

"  Well,  Sir,  with  that,  Paddy  —  for  it  was  Paddy 
himself  as  it  kem  out  afther  —  fell  a  laughin',  that  you  'd 
think  his  sides  'ud  split ;  and  whin  he  kem  to  himself, 
he  ups  and  he  tould  uz  how  it  was,  as  I  towld  you 
already  ;  and  the  likes  av  the  fun  they  made  av  me,  was 
beyant  tclJin',  for  wrongfully  misdoubtin'  the  poor  cow, 
and  layin'  the  blame  iv  atin'  a  piper  an  her.  So  we  all 
wint  into  the  tint  to  have  it  explained,  and  by  got  it  took 
a  full  gallon  o*  sper'ts  t'  explain  it ;  and  wc  dhrank  health 
and  long  life  to  Paddy  and  the  cow,  and  Paddy  played 
that  day  beyant  all  tellin',  and  many  a  one  said  the  likes 
was  never  heerd  before  nor  sence,  even  from  Paddy 
himself — and  av  coorse  the  poor  slandhered  cow  was 
dbruv  home  agin,  and  many  a  quite  day  she  had  wid  uz 
afther  that ;  and  whin  she  died,  throth  my  &ther  had 
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litch  a  regard  for  the  poor  thing,  that  he  had  her  skinned, 
and  an  iligant  pair  of  breeches  made  out  iv  her  hide, 
and  it 's  in  the  fam'ly  to  this  day  ;  and  is  n't  it  mighty 
remarkable  it  is,  what,  I  'm  goin'  to  tell  you  now,  but 
it 's  as  thrue  as  I  'm  here,  that  from  that  out,  any  one 
that  has  thim  breeches  an,  the  minit  a  pair  o'  pipes 
sthrikes  up,  they  can't  rest,  but  goes  jiggin'  and  jiggin' 
in  their  sate,  and  never  stops  as  long  as  the  pipes  is 
playin' — and  there,"  said  he,  slapping  the  garment  in 
question  that  covered  his  sinewy  limb,  with  a  spank  of 
his  brawny  hand,  that  might  have  startled  nerves  more 
tender  than  mine  —  ^^  there,  there  is  the  very  breeches 
that 's  an  me  now,  and  a  fine  pair  they  are  this  minit."  ^ 

^  The  foregoing  story  I  heard  related  by  a  gentleman,  who  said 
he  was  not  aware  to  whom  the  original  authorship  was  attributable. 
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And  ieU  '•  a  tale. 
i/iBi.  —  Mmy,  QTBil.^ull'lbe? 


WlKTu'l  Tau. 

**  A  SAD  tale 's  best  for  winter,'*  saith  the  epigraph, 
x\  and  it  was  by  the  winter's  hearth  that  I 
heard  the  following  Ghnst  storv,  rendered  interesting, 
from  the  air  of  reverential  belief  with  which  it  was 
delivered  from  the  withered  lips  of  an  old  woman. 

Masses  for  the  souls  of  the  dead  are  among  the  most 
cherished  items  of  the  Roman  Catholic  peasant's  belief; 
and  it  was  to  prove  how  sacred  a  duty  the  mass  for  the 
"  soul  of  the  faithful  departed,"  is  considered  before  the 
eternal  judgment-seat,  that  the  tale  was  told,  which  I 
shall  endeavour  to  repeat  as  nearly  as  my  memory  will 
serve,  in  the  words  of  the  original  narrator.  It  was  a 
certain  eve  of  Saint  John,  as  well  as  I  can  remember, 
that  the  old  dame  gave  as  the  date  of  the  supernatural 
occurrence :  — 

"Whin  Mary  O'Malley,  a  friend  of  my  mother's, 
(God  rest  her  sowl !)  and  it  was  herself  tould  me  the 
story :  Mary  O'Malley  was  in  the  chapel  hearing  vespers 
an  the  blessed  eve  o'  Saint  John,  whin,  you  sec,  whether 
it  was  that  she  was  dhrowsy  or  tired  afther  the  day's 
work,  for  she  was  all  day  tcddin'  the  new  cut  grass,  for 
'twas  haymakin'  saysonj  or  whether  it  was  ordherei} 

*  A  revereDtial  mode  the  Irish  have  of  implying  a  dispcnsatioD  of 
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and  that  it  was  all  for  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  repose 
of  a  thioubled  sowl,  or  how  it  was,  it  does  n't  become 
me  to  say;  but  howsomever,  Mary  fell  asleep  in  the 
chapel,  and  sound  enough  she  slep',  for  never  a  wink 
she  wakened  antil  every  individhial  craythur  was  gone, 
and  the  chapel  doors  was  locked.  Well,  you  may  be 
sure  it 's  poor  Mary  O'Malley  was  frekened,  and  thrim- 
bled  till  she  thought  she  'd  ha'  died  on  the  spot,  and  sure 
no  wondher,  considherin'  she  was  locked  up  in  a  chapel 
all  alone,  and  in  the  dark,  and  no  one  near  her. 

**  Well,  afther  a  time,  she  recovered  herself  a  little, 
and  she  thought  there  was  no  use  in  life  in  settin'  up  a 
phillelew,  sthrivin'  to  make  herself  heerd ;  for  she  knew 
well  no  livin'  sowl  was  within  call,  and  so,  on  a  little 
considheration,  whin  she  got  over  the  first  fright  at  being 
left  alone  that-a-way,  good  thoughts  kem  into  her  head 
to  comfort  her,  and  sure  she  knew  she  was  in  God's  own 
house,  and  that  no  bad  sper't  daar  come  there.  So  with 
that,  she  knelt  down  agin,  and  repated  her  credos,  and 
pather-and-aves,  over  and  over,  antil  she  felt  quite  sure 
in  the  purtection  of  hiv'n,  and  then,  wrappin'  herself  up 
in  her  clcak,  she  thought  she  might  lie  down  and  sthrive 
to  sleep  till  mornin',  whin  —  may  the  Lord  keep  us  ! " 
piously  ejaculated  the  old  woman,  crossing  herself  most 
devoutly,  ^^all  of  a  suddint  a  light  shined  into  the  chapel 
as  bright  as  the  light  of  day,  and  with  that,  poor  Mary, 
lookin'  up,  seen  it  was  shinin'  out  of  the  door  of  the 
vesthry,  and  immediately,  out  walked,  out  of  the  vesthry, 
a  priest,  dhressed  in  black  vestments,  and  going  slowly 
up  to  the  althar,  he  said,  ^  Is  there  any  one  here  to 
answer  this  mass  ? ' 

"Well,  my  dear,  poor  Mary  thought  the  life  'id  lave 
her,  for  she  dhreaded  the  priest  was  not  of  this  world, 
and  she  couldn't  say  a  word;  and  whin  the  priest  ax'd 
three  times  was  there  no  one  there  to  answer  the  mass, 
and  got  no  answer,  he  walked  back  again  into  the  vesthr)% 
and  in  a  minit  all  was  dark  agin ;  but  before  he  wint, 
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Mary  thoughi  he  looked  towards  her,  and  she  saiii  she  'd 
never  foigct  the  melancholy  light  of  his  eyes,  and  the 
look  be  gave  her,  quile  piiyful  hke  j  and  she  said  she 
never  heerd  before  nor  since  such  a  wondherful  deep 
voice. 

"Well,  Sir,  the  poor  craythur,  the  minit  the  spcr't 
was  gone —  for  it  was  a  sper't,  God  be  good  to  us  —  that 
minit  the  craythur  fainted  dead  away  \  and  so  I  suppose 
it  was  with  her,  from  one  faint  into  another,  for  she  knew 
notbin'  more  about  any  thing  antil  she  recovered  and 
kem  to  berself  in  her  mother's  cabtn,  afther  being  brought 
home  fron  the  chapel  next  mornin'  whin  it  was  opened 
for  mass,  and  she  was   found  there. 

"I  bear  thin  it  was  as  good  as  a  week  before  she  could 
lave  her  bed,  she  was  so  overcome  by  the  mortial  terror 
she  was  in  that  blessed  niijht,  blessed  as  it  was,  bein'  the 
eve  of  a  holy  saint,  and  more  by  token,  the  manes  of 
givin'  repose  to  a  throubled  sper't ;  for  you  sec  whin 
Mary  tould  what  she  had  seen  and  heerd  to  her  clai^, 
his  Riverince,  undher  God,  was  enlightened  to  sec  the 
maynin'  of  it  all;  and  the  maynin'  was  this,  that  he 
undherstood  from  hearin'  of  the  priest  appearin'  in  black 
vestments,  that  it  was  for  to  say  mass  for  the  dead  that  he 
kem  there  ;  and  so  he  supposed  that  the  priest  durin*  his 
lifetime  had  forgot  to  say  a  mass  for  the  dead  that  he  was 
bound  to  say,  and  that  his  poor  sowl  could  n't  have  rest 
antil  that  mass  was  said ;  and  that  he  must  walk  antil 
the  duty  was  done. 

"  So  Mary's  clargy  said  to  her,  that  as  the  knowledge 
of  this  was  made  through  her,  and  as  his  Riverince  said 
she  was  chosen,  he  ax'd  her  would  she  go  and  keep 
another  vigil  in  the  chapel,  as  his  Riverince  said  —  and 
thruc  for  him  —  for  the  repose  of  a  sowl.  So  Mary  bein' 
a  stout  girl,  and  always  good,  and  relyin'  on  doin'  what 
she  thought  was  her  duty  in  the  eyes  of  God,  she  said 
she  'd  watch  another  night,  but  hoped  she  would  n't  be 
ax'd  to  stay  long  in  the  chapel  alone.     So  the   priest 
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tould  her  'twould  do  if  she  was  there  a  little  afore 
twelve  o'clock  at  night;  for  you  know.  Sir,  that  people 
never  appears  antil  afther  twelve,  and  from  that  till  cock- 
crow; and  so,  accordingly,  Mary  wint,  an  the  night  of 
a  vigil,  and  before  twelve,  down  she  knelt  in  the 
chapel,  and  began  a  countin'  of  her  beads,  and  the  cray- 
thur,  she  thought  every  minit  was  an  hour  antil  she  'd  be 
rebysed. 

"  Well,  she  was  n't  kep'  long  ;  for  soon  the  dazzlin' 
light  burst  from  out  of  the  vestry  door,  and  the  same 
priest  kem  out  that  appeared  afore,  and  in  the  same 
melancholy  voice  he  ax'd  when  he  mounted  the  althar, 
^  Is  there  any  one  here  to  answer  this  mass  ? ' 

"  Well,  poor  Mary  sthruv  to  spake,  but  the  craythur 
thought  her  heart  was  up  in  her  mouth,  and  not  a  word 
could  she  say,  and  agin  the  word  was  ax'd  from  the 
althar,  and  still  she  could  n't  say  a  word ;  but  the  sweat 
ran  down  her  forehead  as  thick  as  the  winther's  rain, 
and  immediately  she  felt  relieved,  and  the  impression 
was  taken  a(F  her  heart,  like ;  and  so,  whin  for  the  third 
and  last  time  the  appearance  said,  ^  Is  there  no  one  here 
to  answer  this  mass  ? '  poor  Mary  mutthered  out,  '  yis,' 
as  well  as  she  could. 

"  Oh,  often  I  heerd  her  say  the  beautiful  sight  it  was 
to  see  the  lovely  smile  upon  the  face  of  the  sper't,  as  he 
turned  round,  and  looked  kindly  upon  her,  saying  these 
remarkable  words  —  *  It 's  twenty  years,'  says  he,  '  I 
have  been  askin'  that  question,  and  no  one  answered 
till  this  blessed  night,  and  a  blessin'  be  on  her  that  an- 
swered, and  now  my  business  on  earth  is  finished  ; '  and 
with  that,  he  vanished,  before  you  could  shut  your  eyes. 

"  So  never  say,  Sir,  it 's  no  good  praying  for  the  dead  ; 
for  you  see  that  even  the  sowl  of  a  priest  could  n't  have 
pace,  for  forgettin'  so  holy  a  thing  as  a  mass  for  the 
sowl  of  the  faithful  departed." 
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IN  the  meriy  month  of  June,  or  thereabouts,  the  afore- 
said melody  may  be  heard,  in  all  the  wailing  intona- 
tion of  its  miiur  thirds  through  every  street  of  Dublin. 
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We  Irish,  are  conversational,  the  lower  orders  particu- 
larly so;  and  the  hawkers,  who  frequent  the  streets, often 
fill  the  lapses  that  occur  between  their  cries,  by  a  current 
conversation  with  some  passing  friend,  occasionally  broken 
by  the  deponent  ^^  labouring  in  her  calling,"  and  yelling 
out,  **  Brave  lemons,"  or  "Green  pays^^  in  some  awkward 
interval,  frequently  productive  of  very  ludicrous  effects. 

Such  was  the  case,  as  I  happened  to  overhear  a  con- 
versation between  Katty,  a  hlack-^ed  dealer  in  "New 
pittayatees !  "  and  her  friend  Sally,  who  had  "  Fine  fresh 
Dublin-bay  herrings  !  "  to  dispose  of.  Sally,  to  do  her 
justice,  was  a  very  patient  hearer,  and  did  not  interrupt 
her  friend  with  her  own  cry  in  the  least ;  whether  it  was, 
from  being  interested  in  her  friend's  little  misfortunes,  or 
that  Katty  was  one  of  those  "  out-and-outers  "  in  story- 
telling, who,  when  once  they  begin,  will  never  leave  off, 
nor  even  allow  another  to  edge  in  a  word,  as  "  thin  as  a 
sixpence,"  I  will  not  pretend  to  say  -,  but  certain  it  is,  Katty, 
in  the  course  of  her  history,  had  it  all  her  own  way,  like 
"  a  bull  in  a  chaynce  shop,"  as  she  would  have  said  herself. 

Such  is  the  manner  in  which  the  following  sketch 
from  nature  came  into  my  possession.  That  it  is  alto- 
gether slang,  I  premise;  and  give  all  fastidious  persons 
fair  warning,  that  if  a  picture  from  low  life  be  not 
according  to  their  taste,  they  can  leave  it  unread,  rather 
than  blame  me  for  too  much  fidelity  in  my  outline.  So 
here  goes  at  a  scena^  as  the  Italians  say. 

"MY   NEW    PITTAYATEES!" 

[Enter  Katty,  with  a  grey  cloak,  a  dirty  cap,  and  a  black 
eye ;  a  sieve  of  potatoes  on  her  head,  and  a  "  thrifle  o' 
sper'ts  "  in  it.     Katty  meanders  down  Patrick-street.] 

Katty.  —  My  new  Pittayatees  !  —  My-a-new  Pittaya^ 
tees  ! —  My  new  —  " 

{Meeting  a  friend,) 
Sally,  darlin',  is  that  you  ? 
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Salfy. —  Throth  it 's  myself;  and  what 's  the  maiiher 
wid  you,  Katiy  ? 

Kal.  —  'Deed  my  heart's  bnikcryin* — "  New  p!llaya~ 
lees  !  "  —  cryin'  afthcr  that  vagabone. 

&/.  — Is'it  Mike? 

Kat. —  Throth  it's  himself  indeed. 

Sal. —  And  what  is  it  he  done? 

Kat.  ^Och  !  he  ruined  me  with  his  —  "  New  piltaja~ 
teeif" — with  his  goiiis-an  —  the  owld  thing,  my  dear  — 

Sal. — Throwin'  up  his  little  finger,  I  suppose?^ 

Kat. —  Yis,  my  darlint :  he  kem  home  th'  other  night, 
blazin'  blind  dhrunk,  cryin'  out  —  "  Nnv  pitlay~a~tees  ,'  " 
—  roatin'  and  bawlin",  that  you'd  think  he'd  rise  th« 
roof  aff  o'  [he  house. 

**  Bad  look  attind  you ;  bad  cess  to  you,  you  pot-wal- 
lopin'  varmint,"  says  he,  (maynin'  me,  i'  you  plaze) ; 
"  wait  till  I  ketch  you,  you  sthrap,  and  it 's  I  'II  give  you 
your  fill  iv  — '  Nevj  pillayateet !  '  —  your  fill  iv  a  lickin*, 
if  ever  you  got  it,"  says  he. 

So  with  that,  I  knew  the  villian  was  muhatbered;*  let 
alone  the  heavy  fut  o'  the  miscrayint  an  the  stairs,  that 
a  child  might  know  he  was  done  for  —  "  My  new  pittaya- 
lees  !  "  —  Throth  he  was  done  to  a  turn,  like  a  mutton 
kidney. 

Sal.  —  Musha  !   God  help  you,  Katty. 

Kal.  —  Oh,  wail  till  you  hear  the  ind  o'  my  —  "  New 
pittayaleei !  "  —  o'  my  throubles,  and  it 's  then  you  '11 
open  your  eyes  —  **  A^y  new  pitlayatees  !  " 

Sal.  —  Oh,  bud  I  pity  you. 

Kat.  —  Oh  wait  —  wait,  my  jewel  —  wait  till  you  hear 
what  became  o'  —  "  My  new  pitlayatees  !  "  —  wait  till  I 
tell  you  the  tnd  iv  it.  Where  did  I  lave  aJF  ?  Oh  aye, 
at  the  stairs. 

Well,  as  be  was  comin'  up  stairs,  (knowin'  how  it  'id 
be,)  I  thought  it  best  to  take  care  o'  my  — • "  New  pitlaya- 

'  Getting  drunk.  *  Intoxicated. 
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tees!** — to  take  care  o'  myself;  so  with  that,  I  put  the 
bowlt  on  the  door,  betune  me  and  danger,  and  kep' 
listenin'  at  the  key-hole  -,  and  sure  enough,  what  should 
I  hear,  but  —  *'  New  pittayatees  !  "  —  but  the  vagabone 
gropin'  his  way  round  the  cruked  turn  in  the  stair,  and 
tumblin'  afther,  into  the  hole  in  the  flure  an  the  landin' ; 
and  whin  he  come  to  himself,  he  gev  a  thunderin'  thump 
at  the  door.  "Who 's  there  ?  "  says  I :  says  he  — ^^Ntw 
pittayatees!**  —  "let  me  in,"  says  he,  "you  vagabone," 
(swarein'  by  what  I  would  n't  mint  ion,)  or  by  this  and 
that,  "  I  *11  massacray  you,"  says  he,  "  within  an  inch  o' 
—  *  New  pittayatees!  *  —  within  an  inch  o'  your  life," 
says  he. 

"  Mikee,  darlint,"  says  I,  soothcrin'  him. 

Sal,  —  Why  would  you  call  sitch  a  'tarnal  vagabone, 
darlint  ? 

Kat.  —  My  jew'l,  did  n't  I  tell  you  I  thought  it  best  to 
soother  him  with  a  —  "  New  pittayatee  !  "  —  with  a 
tindher  word  :  so  says  I,  "  Mikee,  you  villian,  you  're 
disguised,"  says  I,  "  you  're  disguised,  dear." 

**  You  lie,"  says  he,  "  you  impident  sthrap,  I  *m  not 
disguised  ;  but,  if  I  'm  disguised  itself,"  says  he,  "  I  '11 
make  you  know  the  differ,"  says  he. 

Oh  !  I  thought  the  life  id  lave  me,  when  I  heerd  him 
say  the  word  ;  and  with  that  I  put  my  hand  an  —  "  My 
new  pittayatees!*^  —  an  the  latch  o*  the  door,  to  purvint 
it  from  slippin'  \  and  he  ups  and  he  gives  a  wicked  kick 
at  the  door,  and  says  he,  "  If  you  don't  let  me  in  this 
minit,"  says  he,  "  I  '11  be  the  death  o'  your  — '  New 
pittayatees  /  '  —  o'  yourself  and  your  ditty  breed,"  says 
he.     Think  o'  that,  Sally,  dear,  t'  abuse  my  relations. 

SaL  —  Oh,  the  ruffin  ! 

Kat,  —  Dirty  breed,  indeed  !  By  my  sowkins,  they  're 
as  good  as  his  any  day  in  the  year,  and  was  never  be- 
houlden  to  —  ^^New  pittayatees  !  ^*  —  to  go  a  beggin'  to 
the  mindicity  for  their  dirty — ^^  New  pittayatees!"  — 
their  dirty  washin's  o'  pots,  and   sarvants'  lavins,  and 
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dogs'  bones,  all  as  one  as  that  cruck'd  disciple  of  his 
mother's  cousin's  sisther,  the  ould  dhrunken  asperseand, 
as  she  is. 

Sat. —  No,  in  troth,  Katty  dear. 

Kat.  —  Well,  where  was  1  ?  Oh,  aye,  I  left  otF  at  — 
'■'■  Nnv  phlayatees  !  "  —  I  left  off  at  my  dirty  breed.  Well, 
at  the  word    "dirty  breen  knew   full  well  the  bad 

dhrop  was  up  in  him,  and  it 's  soon  and  suddint  he 

made  me  sinsible  av  it,  fo  irsl  word  he  said  was  — 

"  Nnv  piltayalres  !  "  —  t  word  he  said  was  to  put 

his  shouldher  to  the  do"-  in  he  bursted  the  door, 

Tallin'   down  in  the  m  the   flurc,  cryin'  out  — 

*'  New  pitiayaUes  !  "  —  crym  ,  "  bad  luck  attind  you," 
says  he  ;  "  how  dar  you  rcfuj  to  tit  me  into  my  own 
house,  you  sthrap,"  says  he,  "agin  the  law  o'  the  land," 
says  he,  scramblin'  up  on  his  pins  agin,  as  well  as  he 
could;  and,  as  be  was  risin',  says  I  — "■New  pittayatees  f" 
—  says  I  to  him,  (screeching  out  loud,  that  the  neigh- 
bours in  the  flure  below  might  hear  me,)  "  Mikee,  my 
darlint,"  says  I. 

"  Keep  the  pace,  you  vagabonc,"  says  he  i  and  with 
that,  he  hits  me  a  lick  av  a  —  "  New  pittayateei  /  "  —  a 
lick  av  a  stick  he  had  in  his  hand,  and  down  I  fell,  (and 
small  blame  to  me,)  down  I  fell  an  the  flure,  ciyin'  — 
"■  New  pittayateei ! "  —  cryin'  out  "Murther!  murthcr!" 

Sal. —  Oh,  the  hangin'-bone  villian  ! 

Kat.  —  Oh,  that 's  not  all !  As  I  was  risin*,  my 
jew 'I,  he  was  go  in' to  strek  me  agin;  and  with  that,  I 
cried  out  —  ^New  pittayatees  f  " — I  cried  out,  "Fair 
phy,  Mikee,"  says  I;  "  don't  sthrek  a  man  down  j"  but 
be  would  n't  listen  to  rayson,  and  was  goin'  to  hit  me 
agin,  whin  I  put  up  the  child  that  was  in  my  arms  be- 
tune  rac  and  harm.  "Look  at  your  babby,  Mikee," 
says  I.  "  How  do  I  know  that,  you  flag-hoppin'  jade," 
says  he.  (Think  o'  that,  Sally,  jew'l  —  misdoubttn'  my 
vartue,  and  I  an  honest  woman,  as  I  am.  God  help 
mcMI) 
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&/•  —  Oh !  bud  you  're  to  be  pitied,  Katty,  dear. 

Kat.  —  Well,  puttin'  up  the  child  betune  me  and  harm, 
as  he  was  risin'  his  hand  —  ^^Oh!"  says  I,  ^Mikee, 
darlint,  don't  sthrek  the  babby;"  but,  my  dear,  before 
the  word  was  out  o'  my  mouth,  he  sthruk  the  babby.  (I 
thought  the  life  'id  lave  me.)  And,  iv  coorse,  the  poor 
babby,  that  never  spuk  a  word,  began  to  cry  — "  New 
pittayatees  !  "  —  began  to  cry,  and  roar,  and  bawl,  and  no 
wondher. 

Sal.  —  Oh,  the  haythen,  to  go  sthrek  the  child. 

Kat.  —  And,  my  jewel,  the  neighbours  in  the  flure 
below,  hearin'  the  skrimmage,  kcm  runnin'  up  the  stairs, 
ciyin'  out  —  "  New  pittayatees  !  "  —  cryin'  out,  "  Watch, 
watch.  Mikee  M'Evoy,"  says  they,  "  would  you  mur- 
thur  your  wife,  you  villian  ? "  "  What 's  that  to  you  ?  " 
says  he ;  ^  is  n't  she  my  own  ?  "  says  he,  ^^  and  if  I  plase 
to  make  her  feel  the  weight  o'  my  — '  New  pittayatees  !  ' 

—  the  weight  o'  my  fist,  what 's  that  to  you  ? "  says  he ; 
^  it 's  none  o'  your  business  any  how,  so  keep  your  tongue 
in  your  jaw,  and  your  toe  in  your  pump,  and  't  will  be 
betther  for  your — '  New  pittayatees  /  '  — 't  will  be  betther 
for  your  health,  I  'm  thinkin',"  says  he ;  and  with  that  he 
looked  cruked  at  thim,  and  squared  up  to  one  o'  thim  — 
(a  poor  deiinceless  craythur,  a  tailor). 

**  Would  you  fight  your  match?"  says  the  poor 
innocent  man. 

**  Lave  my  sight,"  says  Mick,  "  or,  by  Jingo,  I  'II  put 
a  stitch  in  your  side,  my  jolly  tailor,"  says  he. 

"  Yiv  put  a  stitch  in  your  wig  already,"  says  the 
tailor,  "  and  that  '11  do  for  the  present  writin'." 

And  with  that,  Mikee  was  goin'  to  hit  him  with  a  — 
**  New  pittayatee  /  "  —  a  lift-hander ;  but  he  was  cotch 
howld  iv  before  he  could  let  go  his  blow ;  and  who 
should  stand  up  forninst  him, but — "  My  new  pittayatees!  " 

—  but  the  tailor's  wife ;  (and,  by  my  sowl,  it  *s  she  that 's 
the  sthrapper,  and  more 's  the  pity  she  's  thrown  away 
upon  one  o'  the  sort ;)  and  says  she,  ^^  Let  me  at  him," 
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says  ih^  **  k  's  I  that  's  used  to  giv  a  man  a  lidcin' 
eveiy  jay  in  the  week ;  you  're  bowld  an  the  head  now, 
you  npbooe,"  says  she;  "but  if  I  had  you  alone," 
says  ■he,'*00  matthcr  if  I  would  n't  take  the  eonsait  out 
o'  your— *JVnt'  pillayateei  ! ' — out  o'  your  bri^gin' 
heart ;"  and  that 's  the  way  she  wint  an  ballyraggin'  him  i 
and,  \tf  gpr,  they  all  tuk  pailhern  atther  her,  and  abused 
him,  BIT  dear,  to  that  degree,  thai,  I  vow  to  the  Lord, 
the  ver^  do^  in  the  sthrcet  would  n't  lick  his  blood. 

&^  — Oh,  my  blessin'  an  ihcm. 

Kat.  —  And  with  that,  one  and  all,  they  began  to  erf 
— "  Ntw  fittayateis  !  "  —  they  began  to  cry  him  down ;  | 
and,  at  httt,  they  all  swore  out, "  Hell's  bells  attind  your 
berrin',"  aayi  they,  "  you  vagabone,"  as  they  just  mk 
him  up  by  the  scuff*  o'  the  neck,  and  ihrewn  him  down 
the  stairs  :  every  step  he  'd  take,  you  'd  think  he  'd  brake 
his  neck,  (Glory  be  to  God  !)  and  so  I  got  rid  o'  the 
niffin;  and  then  they  left  me,  cryin' — "  A'mi  pittaya- 
Utt  !  "  —  ctyin'  afther  the  vagabone  ;  though  the  angels 
knows  well  he  wasn't  desarvin' o'  one  precious  dhrop 
that  fell  from  my  two  good-lookin'  eyes  —  and,  oh  I  but 
the  condition  he  left  me  in. 

Sal.  —  Lord  look  down  an  you. 

Km. —  And  a  purty  sight  it  id  be,  if  you  could  see 
bow  I  was  lyin'  in  the  middle  o'  the  flure  cryin'  —  "  New 
pitlayaUes  !  " — cryin'  and  roarin',  and  the  poor  child, 
with  his  eye  knocked  out,  in  the  corner,  cryin'  —  "  New 
pittayatees !  "  —  and,  indeed,  every  one  in  the  place  was 
ctyin'  —  "  New  pittayatees  .' "  —  was  cryin'  murtber. 

S2I.  —  And  no  wondher,  Katty  dear. 

Kat.  —  Oh  bud  that 's  not  all.  If  you  seen  the  con- 
dition the  place  was  in  afther  it ;  it  was  turned  upside 
down  like  a  beggar's  breeches.  Throtb  I  'd  rather  be  at 
a  bull  bait  than  at  it,  enough  to  make  an  honest  woman 
cry  —  "  New  pitlayalees  !  "  —  to  see  the  daycent  room 
rack'd  and  ruin'd,  and  my  cap  tore  afF  my  head  into  tat- 
thers,  throth  you  might  riddle  bull  dogs  through  it ;  and, 
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bad  luck  to  the  hap'orth  be  left  me  but  a  few  —  ^^  New 
fiUajatits !  ^* — a  few  coppers,  for  the  morodin*  thief 
spint  all  his  —  ^  New  pittayatets  !  **  —  all  his  wages  o* 
the  whole  week  in  makin'  a  baste  iv  himself ;  and  God 
knows  but  that  comes  aisy  to  him  !  and  divil  a  thing  I  had 
to  put  inside  my  face,  nor  a  dhrop  to  dhrink,  barrin' 
a  few  —  **  New  pittayatets  /  "  —  a  few  grains  o'  tay ,  and 
the  ind  iv  a  quarther  o'  sugar,  and  my  eye  as  big  as  your 
fist,  and  as  black  as  the  pot,  (savin'  your  presence,)  and 
a  beautiful  dish  iv  —  ^  New  pittayatets !  "  —  dish  iv  delf, 
that  I  bought  only  last  week  in  Timple  Bar,  bruk  in 
three  halves,  in  the  middle  o'  the  ruction,  —  and  the  rint 
o'  the  room  not  ped,  —  and  I  dipindin'  only  an  —  ^^  New 
pittayaiees  /  ** — an  cry  in*  a  sieve-full  o'  pratees,  or 
screechin'  a  lock  o'  savoys,  or  the  like. 

But  I  '11  not  brake  your  heart  any  more,  Sally  dear ; 
—  God 's  good,  and  never  opens  one  door,  but  he  shuts 
another; — and  that's  the  way  iv  it; — an' strinthins 
the  wake  with  —  "  New  pittayatees  !  "  —  with  his  purtec- 
tion ;  and  may  the  widdy  and  the  orphin's  blessin*  be  an 
his  name,  I  pray  !  —  And  my  thrust  is  in  divine  provi- 
dence, that  was  always  good  to  me,  and  sure  I  don't 
despair ;  but  not  a  night  that  I  kneel  down  to  say  my 
prayers,  that  I  don't  pray  for  —  "  New  pittayatees  !  "  — 
for  all  manner  o'  bad  luck  to  attind  that  vagabone, 
Mikee  M^Evoy.  My  curse  light  an  him  this  blessid 
minit ;  and  — 

[J  voice  at  a  distance  calls^  "  Potatoes  !  "] 

Kat.  —  Who  calls  ?  —  {Perceives  her  customer,)  — 
Here,  Ma'am.  Good-bye,  Sally,  darlint  —  good-bye. 
«  New  pittay-a-tees  !  " 

[Exit  Katty  by  the  Cross  Poddle.'] 
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DURING  a  sojourn  of  some  days  in  the  county 
visiting  a  friend,  who  was  anxious  to  alford  as  much 
amusement  to  his  guests  as  country  sports  could  furnish, 
"  the  dog  and  the  gun  "  were,  of  course,  put  into  requi- 
sition i  and  the  subject  of  this  sketch  was  a  constant  at~ 
tendant  on  the  shooting  pany. 
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He  was  a  tall,  loose-made,  middle-aged  man,  rather 
on  the  elder  side  of  middle  age  perhaps  —  fond  of  wear- 
ing an  oil-skinned  hat  and  a  red  waistcoat  —  much 
given  to  lying  and  tobacco,  and  an  admirable  hand  at 
filling  a  game-bag,  or  emptying  a  whiskey-flask  \  and  if 
game  was  scarce  in  the  stubbles,  Paddy  was  sure  to 
create  plenty  of  another  sort  for  his  master's  party,  by 
the  marvellous  stories  he  had  ever  at  his  command. 
Such  was  ^^  Paddy  the  Sport,"  as  the  countxy  people 
invariably  called  him. 

Paddy  was  fond  of  dealing  in  mystification,  which  he 
practised  often  on  the  peasants,  whom  he  looked  upon 
as  an  inferior  class  of  beings  to  himself — considering 
that  his  office  of  sportsman  conferred  a  rank  upon  him 
that  placed  him  considerably  above  them,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  the  respect  that  was  due  to  one  so  adroit  in  the 
use  of  the  gun  as  himself ;  and,  by  the  way,  it  was  quite 
a  scene  to  watch  the  air  of  self-complacency  that  Paddy, 
after  letting  fly  both  barrels  into  a  covey,  and  dropping 
his  brace  of  birds  as  dead  as  a  stone,  quietly  let  down 
the  piece  from  his  shoulder,  and  commenced  reloading, 
looking  about  him  the  while  with  an  admirable  careless- 
ness, and  when  his  piece  was  ready  for  action  again,  re- 
turning his  ramrod  with  the  air  of  a  master,  and  then, 
throwing  the  gun  into  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  walk  for- 
ward to  the  sp>ot  where  the  birds  were  lying,  and  pick 
them  up  in  the  most  business-like  manner. 

But  to  return  to  Paddy's  love  of  mystification.  One 
day  I  accompanied  him,  or  perhaps  it  would  be  fitter  to 
say,  he  acted  as  guide,  in  leading  me  across  a  country 
to  a  particular  point,  where  I  wanted  to  make  a  sketch. 
His  dogs  and  gun,  of  course,  bore  him  company,  though 
I  was  only  armed  with  my  portfolio ;  and  we  beat  across 
the  fields,  merrily  enough  until  the  day  became  overcast, 
and  a  heavy  squall  of  wind  and  rain  forced  us  to  seek 
shelter  in  the  first  cottage  we  arrived  at.  Here  the  good 
woman's  apron  was  employed  in  an  instant  in  dusting  a 
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three-'  ;cd  stool  to  offerto"ibegintlcmcii,"  and  "Paddy 
the  S  "  was  hailed  with  welcome  by  every  oi>e  in  tfec 
hous  ith  whom  he  entered  into  conversation  in  hb 
USU2I         in  of  banter  and  mystification, 

I  led  for  some  time  to  the  passing  discourse;  but 

the  bau  leather  still  conrinuing,  I  began  amusing  myself 
until  it  should   clear,  i  '  '    g  an  outline  of  a  group 

of  dogs  that  were  str  i   the  floor  of  the  cabin, 

in  a  small  green-cove  ling-book  that  I  generally 

cany  about  me,  for  1  it  memoranda.    This  soon 

caused  a  profound  md  mc ;  the  silence  was 

succeeded  by  a  broi  'ring,  and  Mr.  Paddy,  at 

last,  approaching  w  nidity  of  manner  I  could 

not  account  for,  sa  iir,  it  wouldn't  be  worth 

your  while  to  mind  ,,  n  the  pup?  "  pointing  to 

one  that  had  approached  the  group  of  dogs,  and  had 
commenced  his  awkward  gambols  with   his  seniors. 

I  told  him  I  considered  the  pup  as  the  most  desirable 
thing  to  notice ;  but  scarcely  were  the  words  uttered, 
until  the  old  woman  cried  out,  "  Terry,  take  that  cur 
out  o'  that  —  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  brings  all  the 
dogs  here,"  and  Terry  caught  up  the  pup  in  his  arms, 
and  was  running  away  with  him,  when  I  called  after 
him  to  stop;  but  'twas  in  vain.  He  ran  like  a  hare 
from  me ;  and  the  old  lady,  seizing  a  branch  of  a  furze- 
bush  from  a  heap  of  them  that  were  stowed  beside  the 
chimney-corner  for  fuel,  made  an  onset  on  the  dogs,  and 
drove  them,  yelping,  from  the  house. 

I  was  astonished  at  this,  and  perceived  that  the  air  of 
every  one  in  the  cottage  was  altered  towards  mc  ;  and, 
instead  of  the  civility  which  had  saluted  my  entrance, 
estranged  looks,  or  direct  ones  of  no  friendly  character, 
were  too  evident.  I  was  about  to  inquire  the  cause, 
when  Paddy  the  Sport,  going  to  the  door,  and  casting  a 
weather-wise  look  abroad,  said,  "  I  think,  Sir,  we  may 
as  well  be  goin'  —  and  indeed  the  day 's  clearin'  up  fine, 
afther  all,  and  'ill  be  beautiful  yit.     Good-bye  to  you, 
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Mrs.  Flannerty/*  —  and  oiF  went  Paddy,  and  I  followed 
immediately,  having  expressed  my  thanks  to  the  afore- 
said Mrs.  Flannerty,  making  my  most  engaging  adieu, 
which,  however,  was  scarcely  returned. 

On  coming  up  with  my  conductor,  I  questioned  him, 
touching  what  the  cause  might  be  of  the  strange  altera- 
tion in  the  manner  of  the  cottagers,  but  all  his  answers 
were  unsatisfactory  or  evasive. 

We  pursued  our  course  to  the  point  of  destination. 
The  day  cleared,  as  was  prophesied  —  Paddy  killed  his 
game  —  I  made  my  sketch — and  we  bent  our  course 
homeward  as  evening  was  closing.  After  proceeding 
for  a  mile  or  two,  I  pointed  to  a  tree  in  the  distance, 
and  asked  Paddy  what  very  large  bird  it  could  be  that 
was  sitting  in  it. 

After  looking  sharply  for  some  time,  he  said,  ^^  //  a 
bird,  is  it  ?  throth  it 's  a  bird  that  never  flew  yit." 

"  What  is  it,  then  ? "  said  I. 

"  It 's  a  dog  that 's  hangin',"  said  he. 

And  he  was  right  —  for  as  we  approached,  it  became 
more  evident  every  moment.  But  my  surprise  was 
excited,  when,  having  scarcely  passed  the  suspended  dog, 
another  tree  rose  upon  our  view,  in  advance,  decorated 
by  a  pendant  brace  of  the  same  breed. 

"  By  the  powers  !  there  's  two  more  o'  thim,"  shouted 
Paddy.  "Why,  at  this  rate,  they  've  had  more  sportin' 
nor  myself,"  said  he.  And  I  could  see  an  expression  of 
mischievous  delight  playing  over  the  features  of  Mr. 
Paddy,  as  he  uttered  the  sentence. 

As  we  proceeded,  we  perceived  almost  every  second 
bush  had  been  converted  into  a  gallows  for  the  canine 
race ;  and  I  could  not  help  remarking  to  my  companion, 
that  we  were  certainly  in  a  very  hang-dog  country. 

"Throth  thin,  you  may  thank  yourself  for  it,"  said 
he,  laughing  outright ;  for  up  to  this  period  his  mirth, 
though  increasing  at  every  fresh  execution  he  perceived, 
had  been  smothered. 
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"  Thank  myself !  "  said  I  —  "  how  ?  " 
"  By  my  sowl,  you   tVekcncd  the  whole  country  this 
mornin',"   said    he,   "wiih   thai    little    green   book  o* 

"  Is  it  my  sketch-book  ?  "  said  I, 

"  By  gor,  all  the  people  thought  it  was  a  jfc/r^book, 
sure  enough,  and  that  you  wor  goin'  round  the  countfary, 
to  ketch  all  the  dogs  in  it,  and  make  ihim  pay  —  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  I. 

"Is  it  what  I  mane  you  want  to  know,  Sir?  throth 
thin,  I  don't  know  how  I  can  tell  it  to  a  gintleman,  u 
all,  at  all." 

"  Oh,  you  may  tel!  me," 

^'  By  got,  Sir,  I  would  n't  like  offindin'  your  honour ; 
but  you  see,  (since  you  must  know.  Sir,)  that  whin  ymt 
tut  that  little  green  Iwok  out  iv  your  pocket,  thrr  lui 
you  for — savin'  your  presence  —  by  gor,  I  don't  like 
tellin'  you." 

"  Tut,  nonsense,  man,"  said  I. 

"  Well,  Sir,  (since  you  must  know,)  by  dad,  they  tuk 
you  —  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon  —  but,  by  dad,  they  tuk 
you  for  a  tax-gatherer." 

"  A  tax-gatherer  ! " 

"  Divil  a  lie  in  it  -,  and  whin  they  seen  you  talcin'  off 
the  dogs,  they  thought  it  was  to  count  thim,  for  to  make 
thim  pay  for  thim  ;  and  so,  by  dad,  they  thought  it  best, 
I  suppose,  to  hang  them  out  o'  the  way." 

"  Ha  !  Paddy,"  said  I,  "  I  see  this  is  a  piece  of  your 
knavery,  to  bewilder  the  poor  people." 

*'  ts  it  me  ?  "  says  Paddy,  with  a  look  of  assumed  in- 
nocence, that  avowed,  in  the  most  provoking  manner,  the 
inward  triumph  of  Paddy  in  his  own  hoax. 

"  'T  was  too  much,  Paddy,"  said  I,  "  to  practise  so  far 
on  innocent  people." 

"  Innocent ! "  said  Paddy.  "  They  're  just  about  as  in- 
nocent as  a  coal  o'  fire  in  a  bag  o'  flax." 

"■  And  the  poor  animals,  too !  "  said  I, 
ISO 
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^  Is  it  the  blackguard  curs  ?  "  said  Paddy,  in  the  most 
tportmanlike  wonder,  at  my  commiserating  any  but  a 
spaniel  or  a  pointer. 

^  Throth,  thin.  Sir,  to  tell  you  thruth,  I  let  thim  go 
an  in  their  mistake,  and  I  seen  all  along  how  't  would 
be,  and  *pon  my  conscience,  but  a  happy  riddance  the 
counthry  will  have  of  sitch  riiF-rafF  varmant  of  cabin 
curs.  Why,  Sir,  the  mangy  mongrels  goes  about  airly 
in  the  sayson,  moroding  through  the  corn,  and  murthers 
the  young  birds,  and  does  not  let  thim  come  to  their  full 
time,  to  be  killed  in  their  nath'ral  way,  and  ruinin'  gintle- 
men's  sport,  into  the  bargain,  and  sure  hangin*  is  all 
that 's  good  for  thim." 

So  much  for  Paddy's  mystifying  powers.  Of  this 
C9up  he  was  not  a  little  vain,  and  many  a  laugh  he  has 
made  at  my  expense  afterwards,  by  telling  the  story  of 
the  ^^  painter  gintleman  that  was  mistuk  for  a  tax- 
gatherer." 

Paddy  being  a  professed  story-teller,  and  a  notorious 
liar,  it  may  be  naturally  inferred  that  he  dealt  largely 
in  fairy  tales  and  ghost  stories.  Talking  of  fairies  one 
day,  for  the  purpose  of  exciting  him  to  say  something  of 
them,  I  inquired  if  there  were  many  fairies  in  that  part 
of  the  country. 

"  Ah  !  no.  Sir !  "  said  he,  with  the  air  of  a  sorrowing 
patriot  —  "not  now.  There  was  wanst  a  power  o' 
fairies  used  to  keep  about  the  place ;  but  sence  the  rali 
quol'ty  —  the  good  old  families  has  left  it,  and  the  up- 
starts has  kem  into  it  —  the  fairies  has  quitted  it  all  out, 
and  would  n't  stay  here,  but  is  gone  farther  back  into 
Connaught,  where  the  ould  blood  is." 

"  But  I  dare  say  you  have  seen  them  sometimes  ?  " 

"No,  indeed,  Sir.  I  never  saw  them,  barrin'  wanst, 
and  that  was  whin  I  was  a  bov,  but  I  hcerd  them  often." 

"  How  did  you  know  it  was  fairies  you  heard  ? " 

"  Oh,  what  else  could  it  be?  Sure  it  was  crossin'  out 
over  a  road  I  was  in  the  time  o'  the  ruction,  and  heerd 
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full  a  thousand  men  marchin'  down  the  road,  and  by  dad 
I  lay  down  in  the  gripe  o"  the  ditch,  not  wishin'  to  be 
seen,  nor  liken'  to  be  ihroublcsomc  to  them;  and  I 
watched  who  they  wor,  and  was  peepin'  out  iv  a  tuft  o' 
rishes,  when  what  should  I  see  but  nothin'  at  all,  to  all 
appearance,  but  the  thramptn'  o'  min,  and  a  clashin',  and 
a  jinglin',  that  you  'd  think  the  infanthry,  and  yeoman- 
thry,  and  cavalthry  was  in  it,  and  not  a  sight  iv  any 
thing  to  be  seen,  but  the  brightest  o'  moonlight  that 
ever  kern  out   o'   the    hivins," 

"  And  that  was  all  f " 

"  Divil  a  more  j  and  by  dad  't  was  more  nor  I  'd  like 
to  see  or  to  hear  agin," 

"  But  you  never  absolutely  saw  any  fairies  ? " 

"Why,  indeed.  Sir,  to  say  that  I  seen  thim,  that  is 
with  my  own  eyes,  would  n't  be  thrue,  harrin'  wanst,  as 
I  said  before,  and  that 's  many  a  long  day  ^o,  whin  I 
was  a  boy,  and  I  and  another  chap  was  watchin'  turf  in 
a  bog;  and  whin  the  night  was  fallin', and  we  wor  goin' 
home, '  What  would  you  think,'  says  I, '  Charley,  if  wc 
wor  to  go  home  by  owld  Shaughnessy's  field,  and  stale 
o'  shafc  o'  pays  ?  *  So  he  agreed,  and  off  wc  wjnt  to 
stale  the  pays;  but  whin  we  got  over  the  fince,  and  was 
cree pin' along  the  furrows  for  fear  of  bein'  seen,  I  heerd 
some  one  runnin'  afther  me,  and  I  thought  wc  wor  cotcb, 
myself  and  the  boy,  and  I  turned  round,  and  with  that  I 
seen  two  girb  dhressed  in  white,  throth  I  never  seen  sitch 
white  in  my  born  days,  they  wor  as  white  as  the  blown 
snow,  and  runnin'  like  the  wind,  and  I  knew  at  wanst 
they  wor  fairies,  and  I  threw  myself  down  an  my  face, 
and  by  dad  I  was  afeard  to  look  up  for  nigh  half  an 

I  inquired  of  him  what  sort  of  faces  these  fine  girls 
had. 

"  Oh,  the  divil  a  stim  o'  their  faytures  I  could  see, 
for  the  minit  I  clapt  my  eyes  an  thim,  knowin'  they  wor 
fairies,  I  fell  down,  and  darn't  look  at  them  twicet." 
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^  It  was  a  pity  you  did  not  remark  them,"  said  I. 

^  And  do  you  think  it's  a  fool  I  am,  to  look  twicet  at 
m  faiiy,  and  maybe  have  my  eyes  whipt  out  iv  my  head, 
or  turned  into  stones,  or  stone  blind,  which  is  all  as 
one?" 

^  Then  you  can  scarcely  say  you  saw  them,"  says  I. 

^  Oh,  by  dad  I  can  say  I  seen  thim,  and  sware  it 
for  that  matther ;  at  laste,  there  was  somethin'  I  seen  as 
white  as  the  blown  snow." 

^  Maybe  they  were  ghosts  and  not  fairies,"  said  I ; 
^  ghosts,  they  say,  are  always  seen  in  white." 

^  Oh,  by  all  that 's  good,  they  warn't  ghosts,  and  that 
I  know  full  well,  for  I  know  the  differ  between  ghosts 
and  fairies." 

^  You  have  had  experience  then  in  both,  I  suppose." 

^  Faixs  you  may  say  that.  Oh,  I  had  a  wonderful 
great  apptarance  wonst  that  kem  to  me,  or  at  laste  to 
the  house  where  I  was,  for,  to  be  sure,  it  wasn't  to  me 
it  kem,  why  should  it  ?  But  it  was  whin  I  was  livin'  at 
the  lord's  in  the  next  county,  before  I  kem  to  live  with 
bis  honour  here,  that  I  saw  the  appearance." 

**  In  what  shape  did  it  come  ?  " 

"  Troth  thin  I  can't  well  tell  you  what  shape,  for  you 
see  whin  I  heerd  it  comin'  I  put  my  head  undher  the 
clothes,  and  never  looked  up,  nor  opened  my  eyes,  until 
I  heerd  it  was  gone." 

"  But  how  do  you  know  then  it  was  a  ghost  ?  " 

^^  Oh,  sure  all  the  counthry  knew  the  house  wsis 
throubled,  and,  indeed,  that  was  the  ray  son  I  had  for 
lavin'  it,  for  whin  my  lord  turned  me  off,  he  was  ex- 
pectin'  that  I  'd  ax  to  be  tuk  back  agin,  and  faith  sorry 
he  was,  I  go  bail,  that  I  didn  't ;  but  I  would  n't  stay  in 
the  place,  and  it  hanted." 

"  Then  it  was  haunted  !  " 

"To  be  sure  it  was;  sure  I  tell  you.  Sir,  the  sper't 
kem  to  me." 

"Well,  Paddy,  that  was  only  civil — returning  a  visit; 
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for  I  know  you  are  fond  of  going  to  the  spirits  occasion- 
ally." 

"  Musha,  bud  your  honour  is  always  jokin'  mc  abooi 
the  dhrop.  Oh,  bud  faith  the  sper't  came  to  me,  and 
whin  I  hid  my  head  undhcr  the  clothes,  sure  did  n't  I  fee! 
the  sper't  sthrivin'  to  pull  them  afF  o"  me.  But  wait 
and  I  'II  tell  you  how  it  was :  —  You  see,  myself  and 
another  sarvant  was  sleepin'  in  one  room,  and  by  the 
same  token, a  ihievin'  rogue  he  was,  the  same  sarvani,  and 
I  heerd  a  step  comin*  down  the  stairs,  and  they  wor  stone 
stairs,  and  the  latch  was  riz,  but  the  door  was  locked,  for 
I  turned  the  key  in  it  myself;  and  when  the  sper't  seen 
the  latch  was  fast,  by  dad  the  key  was  turned  in  the 
door,  (though  it  was  inside,  av  coorse,)  and  the  sper't 
walked  in,  and  I  heerd  the  appearance  walkin'  about  the 
place,  and  it  kem  and  shuk  me ;  but,  as  I  tould  you,  I 
shut  my  eyes,  and  rowlcd  my  head  up  in  the  clothes  \  well, 
with  that,  it  went  and  raked  the  Are,  (for  I  suppose  it 
was  could,)  but  the  tire  was  a'most  gone  out,  and  with 
thatf  it  wint  to  the  turf-bucket  to  see  if  there  was  any 
sods  there  to  throw  an  the  fire,  but  not  a  sod  there  was 
left,  for  we  worsittin'  up  late  indeed,  (it  bein'  the  young 
lord's  birth-day,  and  wc  wor  drinkin'  his  health,)  and 
when  it  could  n't  find  any  turf  in  the  bucket,  bad  cess  to 
me  but  it  begun  to  kick  the  buckets  up  and  down  the 
room  for  spite,  and  devil  sitch  a  clatter  I  ever  heerd 
as  the  sper't  made,  kickin'the  turf-bucket  like  a  foot-ball 
round  the  place;  and  when  it  was  tired  plazin'  itself  that- 
a-way,  the  appearance  kem  and  shuk  me  agin,  and  I  roared 
and  bawled  at  last,  and  thin  away  it  wint,  and  slammed 
the  door  afther  it,  that  you  'd  think  it  id  pull  the  house 
down." 

''I'm  afraid,  Paddy,"  said  I,  "  that  this  was  nothing 
more  than  a  troublesome  dream." 

"Is  it  a  dhrame, your  honour?     That  a  dhrame?     By 

my  sowl,  that  id  be  a  quare  dhrame!     Oh,  in  throth  it 

was  no  dhrame  it  was,  but  an  appearance;  but  indeed 
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aftber,  I  often  thought  it  was  an  appearance  for  death, 
for  the  young  lord  never  lived  to  see  another  birth-day. 
Ob,  you  may  look  at  me,  Sir,  but  it 's  thruth.  Aye,  and 
I  *U  tell  you  what 's  more:  the  young  lord,  the  last  time  I 
teen  him  out,  was  one  day  he  was  huntin',  and  he  came 
in  from  the  stables,  through  the  back  yard,  and  passed 
through  that  very  room  to  go  up  by  the  back  stairs,  and 
as  he  wint  in  through  that  very  door,  that  the  appearance 
slammed  afther  it  —  what  would  you  think,  but  he 
slammed  the  door  afther  him  the  very  same  way ;  and  in- 
deed I  thrimbled  whin  I  thought  iv  it.  He  was  in  a 
hurry,  to  be  sure ;  but  —  I  think  there  was  some  maynin' 
in  it."  —  And  Paddy  looked  mysterious. 

After  the  foregoing  satisfactory  manner  in  which  Paddy 
showed  so  clearly  that  he  understood  the  difference  be- 
tween a  ghost  and  a  fairy,  he  proceeded  to  enlighten  me 
with  the  further  distinction  of  a  spirit,  from  either  of 
them.  This  was  so  very  abstruse,  that  I  shall  not  at- 
tempt to  take  the  elucidation  of  the  point  out  of  Paddy's 
own  hands ;  and  should  you,  gentle  reader,  ever  have 
the  good  fortune  to  make  his  acquaintance,  Paddy,  I  have 
no  doubt,  will  clear  up  the  matter  as  fully  and  clearly  to 
your  satisfaction,  as  he  did  to  mine.  But  I  must  allow 
Paddy  to  proceed  in  his  own  way. 

*'  Well,  Sir,  before  I  go  an  to  show  you  the  differ  be- 
tune  the  faries  and  sper'ts,  I  must  tell  you  about  a  mighty 
quare  trick  the  fairies  was  goin'  to  play  at  the  lord's 
house,  where  the  appearance  kem  to  me,  only  that  the 
nurse  (and  she  was  an  aunt  o'  my  own)  had  the  good 
luck  to  baulk  thim.  You  sec  the  way  it  was,  was  this. 
The  child  was  a  man-child,  and  it  was  the  first  boy  was 
in  the  fam'ly  for  many  a  long  day ;  for  they  say  there 
was  a  prophecy  standin'  agin  the  fam'ly,  that  there  should 
be  no  son  to  inherit ;  but  at  last  there  was  a  boy,  and  a 
lovely  fine  babby  it  was,  as  you  'd  see  in  a  summer's  day ; 
and  so,  one  evenin',  that  the  fam'ly,  my  lord,  and  my 
lady,  and  all  o'  thim,  was  gone  out,  and  gev  the  nurse  all 
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sorts  o'  charges  about  lakin'  care  o'  the  child,  she  was 
not  long  alone,  whin  the  house-keeper  kem  to  her,  and 
ax'd  her  to  come  down  stairs  where  she  had  a  parry,  and 
they  expected  to  be  mighty  pleasant,  and  was  to  have 
great  goins  an;  and  so  the  nurse  said  she  didn't  like 
lavln'  the  child,  and  all  to  that,  but  howsomcver,  she  wa$ 
beguiled  into  the  thing;  and  so  she  said,  at  last,  that  as 
soon  as  she  left  the  child  out  iv  her  lap,  where  she  was 
hushing  it  to  sleep  forninst  the  fire,  thai  she  'd  go  down 
to  the  rest  o'  the  sarvants,  and   take  share  o'  what  was 

"  Well,  at  last,  the  child  was  fast  asleep,  and  the  nurse 
laid  it  an  the  bed,  as  careful  as  if  it  was  goolden  dia- 
monds, and  tucked  the  curtains  roun'  about  the  bed,  and 
made  it  is  safe  as  Newgale,  and  thin  she  wint  down,  and 
joined  the  divarshin,  —  and  merry  enough  they  wor  a 
playing  iv  cards,  anddhrinkin'  punch,  and  dancin' — and 
the  like  o'  that. 

"  But  I  must  tell  you,  that  before  she  wint  down  at 
all,  she  left  one  o'  the  housemaids  to  stay  in  the  room, 
and  chained  hcr,on  her  apparel,  not  to  lave  the  place  until 
she  kem  back ;  but  for  all  that,  her  fears  would  n't  let 
her  be  aisy ;  and  indeed  it  was  powerful  lucky  that  she 
had  an  inklin'  o'  what  was  goin'  an.  For,  what  id  you 
think,  but  the  blackguard  iv  a  housemaid,  as  soon  as  she 
gets  the  nurse's  back  turned,  she  ups,  and  she  goes  to  an- 
other party  was  in  the  sarvant's  hall,  wid  the  undher  sar- 
vants; for  whin  the  lord's  back  was  turned,  you  see, 
the  house  was  all  as  one  as  a  play-house,  fairly  turned 
upside  down. 

"  Well,  as  I  said,  the  nurse  (undher  God)  had  an 
inklin'  o'  what  was  to  be ;  for  though  there  was  all 
sorts  o'  divarshin  goin'  an  in  the  housekeeper's  room, 
she  could  not  keep  the  child  out  iv  her  head,  and  she 
thought  she  hcerd  the  screeches  av  it  ringin'  in  her  ear 
every  minit,  although  she  knew  full  well  she  was  far 
beyant  where  the  cry  o'  the  child  could  be  heerd,  but 
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still  the  cry  was  as  plain  in  her  ear  as  the  ear-ring  she 
had  in  it ;  and  so,  at  last,  she  grewn  so  onaisy  about  the 
child,  that  she  was  goin'  up  stairs  agin  —  but  she  was 
stopt  by  one,  and  another  coaxed  her,  and  another 
laughed  at  her,  till  at  last  she  grew  ashamed  of  doin' 
what  was  right,  (and  God  knows,  but  many  a  one  iv  uz 
is  laughed  out  o'  doin'  a  right  thing,)  and  so  she  sat 
down  agin,  but  the  cry  in  her  ears  would  n't  let  her  be 
aisy,  and  at  last  she  tuk  up  her  candle,  and  away  she 
wint  up  stairs. 

"  Well  —  afther  passin'  the  two  first  flights,  sure 
enough,  she  heerd  the  child  a  screechin',  that  id  go  to 
your  heart ;  and  with  that  she  hurried  up  so  fast,  that 
the  candle  a'most  went  out  with  the  draught,  and  she 
run  into  the  room,  and  wint  up  to  the  bed,  callin'  out, 
my  lanna  bawn^  and  all  to  that,  to  soother  the  child  ; 
and  pullin'  open  the  bed-curtain  to  take  the  darlin'  up 
—  but,  what  wcAild  you  think,  not  a  sign  o'  the  child 
was  in  the  bed,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent ;  and  she 
thought  the  life  id  lave  her ;  for  thin  she  was  afeard 
the  child  dhropped  out  o'  the  bed,  though  she  thought 
the  curtains  was  tucked  so  fast  and  so  close,  that  no 
accident  could  happen ;  and  so  she  run  round  to  the 
other  side  to  taice  the  child  up,  (though  indeed  she  was 
afeared  she  'd  see  it  with  its  brains  dashed  out,)  and  lo 
and  behowld  you,  divil  a  taste  av  it  was  there,  though 
she  heerd  it  screechin*,  as  if  it  was  murtherin' :  and  so 
thin  she  did  n't  know  what  in  the  wide  world  to  do  ; 
and  she  run  root  in'  into  every  corner  o'  the  room, 
lookin'  for  it ;  but,  bad  cess  to  the  child  she  could  find, 
whin,  all  iv  a  suddiiit,  turnin'  her  eyes  to  the  bed  agin, 
what  did  she  percave,  but  the  fut  carpet  that  wint  round 
the  bed,  goin'  by  little  and  little  undher  it,  as  if  some 
one  was  pullin'  it;  and  so  she  made  a  dart  at  the  carpet, 
and  cotch  howld  o'  the  ind  iv  it,  and,  with  that,  what 
should  she  see,  but  the  babby  lyin'  in  the  middle  o'  the 
fut   carpet,  as    it  was   dhrawin'  down    into   the   flure, 
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undhcr  the  bed,  and  one  half  o'  the  babby  was  out  o' 
sight  already,  undher  the  boords,  whin  the  nurse  seen  it, 
and  it  scrcechin'  like  a  sea-gull,  and  she  laid  howl'  iv 
it ;  and  faith,  she  often  towl'  myself  that  she  was 
obleeged  to  give  a  good  sihrong  pull  before  she  could 
get  the  child  from  the  fairies  — " 

"  Then  it  was  the  fairies  were  taking  the  child  away?  " 
said  I. 

"  Who  else  would  it  be  ? "  said  Paddy  ;  "  sure  the 
carpet  would  n't  be  runnin'  undhcr  the  bed  itself,  if  it 
wasn't  pulled  by  the  fairies! — besides,  I  towl'  you 
there  was  a  prophecy  stan'in'  agin  the  male  boys  a'  the 
lord's  fam'ly." 

"  I  hope,  however,  that  boy  lived  ?  " 

"Ob,  yes.  Sir,  the  charm  was  bruk  that  night;  for 
the  other  childher  used  to  be  luk  away  alwavs  by  the 
fairies ;  and  that  night  the  child  id  have  been  tuk,  only 
for  the  nurse,  that  was  given  (undher  God)  to  undher- 
Stan'  the  scrcechin'  in  her  ears,  and  arrived  betimes  to 
ketch  howlt  o'  the  carpet,  and  baulk  the  fairies  ;  for  all 
knowledgable  people  I  ever  hcerd,  says,  that  if  you  baulk 
the  fairies  wanst,  they  '11  lave  you  alone  evermore." 

"  Pray,  did  she  see  any  of  the  fairies  that  were  steal- 
ing the  child  ? " 

"No,  Sirj  the  fairies  doesn't  love  to  be  seen,  and 
seldom  at  all  you  get  a  sight  iv  them;  and  that's  the 
differ  I  was  spcakin'  iv  to  you  betune  fairies  and  sper'ts. 
Now,  the  sper'ts  is  always  seen,  in  some  shape  or  other; 
and  maybe  it  id  be  a  bird,  or  a  shafc  o'  corn,  or  a  big 
stone,  or  a  bapc  a'  dung,  or  the  tike  o'  that,  and  never 
know  'twas  a  sper't  at  all,  antil  you  wor  made  sinsible 
av  it,  somehow  or  other;  maybe  it  id  be  that  you  wor 
comin'  home  from  a  frind's  house  late  at  night,  and 
you  might  fall  down,  and  couldn't  keep  a  leg  undher 
you,  and  not  know  why,  barrin'  it  was  a  sper't  misled 
you  —  and  maybe  it 's  in  a  ditch  you  *d  find  yourself 
asleep  in  the  momin'  when  you  woke." 
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^  I  dare  say,  Paddy,  that  same  has  happened  to  your- 
self before  now  ? " 

^  Throth,  and  you  may  say  that,  Sir ;  but  the  com- 
monest thing  in  life,  is  for  a  sper't  for  to  take  the  shape 
iv  a  dog — which  is  a  favourite  shape  with  sper'ts  — 
and,  indeed,  Tim  Mooney,  the  miller  in  the  next  town, 
was  a'most  frekened  out  iv  his  life  by  a  sper't,  that-a- 
way;  and  he'd  ha'  been  murthered,  only  he  had  the 
good  loock  to  have  a  rale  dog  wid  him  —  and  a  rale  dog 
is  the  finest  thing  in  the  world  agin  sper'ts." 

"  How  do  you  account  for  that,  Paddy  ?  " 

^^  Bekase,  Sir,  the  dog 's  the  most  sinsible,  and  the 
bowldest  baste,  barrin'  the  cock,  which  is  bowldher  for 
his  size  nor  any  o'  God's  craythurs ;  and  so,  whin  the 
cock  crows,  all  evil  sper'ts  vanishes ;  and  the  dog  bein', 
as  I  said,  bowld,  and  sinsible  also,  is  mighty  good ; 
besides,  you  could  n't  make  a  cock  your  companion  —  it 
would  n't  be  nath'ral  to  rayson,  you  know  —  and  there- 
fore a  dog  is  the  finest  thing  in  the  world  for  a  man  to 
have  wid  him  in  throublesome  places  :  but  I  must  tell 
you,  that  though  sper'ts  dhreads  a  dog,  a  fairy  does  n't 
mind  him  —  for  I  have  heerd  o'  fairies  ridin'  a  dog,  all 
as  one  as  a  monkey  —  and  a  lanthern  also  is  good,  for 
the  sper't  o'  darkness  dhreads  the  light.  But  this  is  not 
tellin'  you  about  Mooney  the  miller :  —  he  was  comin' 
home,  you  see,  from  a  neighbour's,  and  had  to  pass  by  a 
rath;  and  when  he  just  kem  to  the  rath,  his  dog  that 
was  wid  him  (and  a  brave  dog  he  was,  by  the  same 
token)  began  to  growl,  and  gcv  a  low  bark ;  and  with 
that,  the  miller  seen  a  great  big  baste  of  a  black  dog 
comin'  up  to  thim,  and  walks  a  one  side  av  him,  all 
as  one  as  if  he  was  his  masther:  with  that  Mooney's 
own  dog  growled  agin,  and  runs  betune  his  masther's 
legs,  and  there  he  staid  walkin'  on  wid  him,  for  to 
purtect  him  ;  and  the  miller  was  frekened  a'most  out  iv 
his  life,  and  his  hair  stood  up  sthrait  an  his  head,  that  he 
was  obleeged  to  put  his  hand  up  to  his  hat,  and  shove  it 
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down  an  his  head,  and  three  times  it  was  that  way,  that 
his  hair  was  risin'  the  hat  alF  his  head  wid  the  fright, 
and  he  was  obleeged  to  howld  it  down  and  his  dog 
growlin'  all  the  time,  and  the  black  thief  iv  a  Aog 
Iceepin'  dodgin'  him  along,  and  his  eyes  like  coals  o' 
fire,  and  the  terribkst  smell  of  sulphur,  I  hear,  that 
could  be,  all  the  time,  till  at  last  they  came  to  a  little 
sihrame  that  divided  the  road  ;  and  there,  my  dear,  the 
spet'i  disappeared,  not  bein'  able  to  pass  runnin'  waihcfi 
for  sper'ts.  Sir,  is  always  waken'd  with  wather." 

"That  I  believe,"  said  I,  "but,  I  think,  Paddy,  you 
seldom  put  spirits  to  so  severe  a  trial." 

"  Ah  thin,  but,  your  honour,  will  you  never  give  over 
jcerin*  me  about  the  dhrop.     But,  in  throth,  what  I  'm    , 
tellin'  you  is  thruc  about   it  —  runnin'  wather  dcsthroys    ' 
sper'ts." 

"  Indeed,  Paddy,  I  ktiow  that  is  your  opinion." 

"  Oh !  murther,  murther !  —  there  I  made  a  slip 
agin,  and  never  seen  it  till  your  honour  had  the  ad- 
vantage o'  me.  Well,  no  matther :  it 's  good  any 
way;  but  indeed,  I  think  it  has  so  good  a  good  name 
iv  its  own,  that  it 's  a  pity  to  spile  it,  baptizin'  it  any 
more." 

Such  were  the  marvellous  yarns  that  Paddy  was  con- 
stantly spinning.  Indeed  be  had  a  pride,  I  rather  think, 
in  being  considered  equally  expert  at  "  the  long  bow  " 
as  at  the  rifle ;  and  if  he  had  not  a  bouncer  to  astonish 
his  hearers  with,  he  endeavoured  thai  his  ordinary  strain 
of  conversation,  or  his  answer  to  the  commonest  question, 
should  be  of  a  nature  to  surprise  them.  Such  was  his 
reply  one  morning  to  his  master,  when  he  asked  Paddy 
what  was  the  cause  of  his  being  so  hoarse. 

"Indeed,  Sir,"  answered  Paddy, "it 's  a  could  I  got, 
and  indeed  myself  does  n't  know  how  I  cotch  could, 
barrin'  that  I  slep'  in  a  field  last  night,  and  forgot  to 
shut  the  gate  afther  me." 

"Ah,  Paddy,"  said  the  squire,  "the  old  story  —  you 
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were  drunk,  as  usual,  and  could  n't  find  your  way  home. 
You  are  a  shocking  fellow,  and  you  '11  never  get  on,  as 
long  as  you  give  yourself  up  to  whiskey." 

^  Why  thin,  your  honour,  sure  that 's  the  rayson  I 
ought  to  get  an  the  fasther ;  for  isn't  a  ^  spur  in  the  head 
worth  two  in  the  heel,'  as  the  ould  sayin'  is  ? " 

Here,  a  laugh  from  the  squire's  guests  turned  the  scale 
in  Paddy's  favour. 

"  I  give  you  up,  Paddy,"  said  the  master  —  "  you  're  a 
sad  dog  —  worse  than  Larry  Lanigan." 

^^  Oh,  murther  !  Is  it  Lanigan  you  'd  be  afther  com- 
parin'  me  to,"  said  Paddy.  ^^  Why,  Lanigan  is  the 
complatest  dhrinker  in  Ireland — by  my  sowkins  —  more 
whiskey  goes  through  Lanigan  than  any  other  worm  in 
the  county.  Is  it  Lanigan  ?  Faiks,  that 's  the  lad  could 
take  the  consait  out  iv  a  gallon  o'  sper'ts,  without  quettin' 
it.  Throth,  Lanigan  is  just  the  very  chap  that  id  go  to 
first  mass  every  mornin'  in  the  year,  if  holy  wather  was 
whiskey." 

This  last  reply  left  Paddy  in  possession  of  the  field, 
and  no  further  attack  was  made  upon  him  on  the  score 
of  his  love  of  ^^  the  dhrop ; "  and  this  triumph  on  his 
part  excited  him  to  exert  himself  in  creating  mirth  for 
the  gentlemen  who  formed  the  shooting  party.  One  of 
the  company  retailed  that  well-known  joke  made  by  Lord 
Norbury,  viz.  when  a  certain  gentleman  declared  he  had 
shot  twenty  hares  before  breakfast,  his  lordship  replied, 
that  he  must  have  fired  at  a  wig. 

Here  Paddy  declared  he  thought  "it  was  no  great 
shootin'"  to  kill  twenty  hares,  for  that  he  had  shot 
seventy-five  brace  of  rabbits  in  one  day. 

"  Seventy-five  brace ! "  was  laughed  forth  from  every 
one  present. 

"  Bad  loock  to  the  lie  in  it,"  said  Paddy. 

"Oh,  be  easy,  Paddy,"  said  his  master. 

"  There  it  is  now ;  and  you  won't  b'lieve  me  ?  Why 
thin,  in  throth  it 's  not  that  I  'm  proud  iv  it,  I  tell  you, 
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for  I   don't  think   it  was  any  grate  things  iv  shootm'  M 
all,  at  all." 

Here  a  louder  burst  of  merriment  than  the  formo', 
hailed  Paddy's  declaration. 

"  Well  now,"  said  Paddy,  "  if  yiz  be  quiet,  and  linen 
[o  me,  I  'II  explain  it  to  your  satisfaction.  You  see,  it 
was  in  one  iv  the  islan's  aff  the  shore  there,"  and  he 
pointed  seawards  — "  it  was  in  one  o'  the  far  islan's  out 
there,  where  the  rabbits  is  so  plinty,  and  runnin'  so  ihiclt 
that  you  can  hardly  see  the  grass," 

"  Because  the  island  is  all  sand,"  said  his  master. 

"No,  indeed,  now!  —  though  you  thought  you  had 
me  there,"  said  Paddy,  very  quietly,  "  It's  not  the  sandy 
islan'  at  all,  bud  one  farther  out." 

"Which  of  them?" 

"  Do  you  know  the  little  one  with  the  black  rocks  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  it 's  not  that.     But  you  know  —  " 

"  Arrah !  can't  you  tell  his  honour,"  said  a  peasant 
who  was  an  attendant  on  the  party,  to  carry  the  game, 
"  can't  you  tell  his  honour  at  wanst,  and  not  be  de- 
layin'  —  " 

Paddy  turned  on  this  plebeian  intruder  with  the  coolest 
contempt,  and  said, "  Hurry  no  man's  cattle  i  get  a  jack- 
ass for  yourself —  "  and  then  resumed  —  '*  Well,  Sir,  bud 
you  know  the  islan'  with  the  sharp  headlan'  —  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  it 's  not  that  either,  but  if  you  —  " 

"  At  this  rate,  Paddy,"  said  the  squire,  "  we  shall  never 
hear  which  island  this  wonderful  rabbit  borough  is  in. 
How  would  you  steer  for  it  after  passing  Innismoyle?" 

"Why,  thin,  you  shud  steer  about  Nor-West,  and 
when  you  cleared  the  black  rocks  you  'd  have  the  sandy 
islan'  bearin'  over  your  larboard  bow,  and  thin  you  'd  see 
the  islan'  I  spake  av,  when  you  run  about  as  far  as  —  " 

"  Phoo !  phoo !  "  said  the  squire,  "  you  're  dreaming, 
Paddy ;  there  is  no  such  island  at  all." 
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^  By  my  sowl,  there  is,  beggin'  your  honour's  pardon." 

**  It 's  very  odd  I  never  saw  it." 

^  Indeed  it 's  a  wondher,  sure  enough." 

**  Oh !  it  can't  be,"  said  the  squire.    "  How  big  is  it  ?  " 

^  Oh  !  by  dad,  it 's  as  big  as  ever  it  '11  be,"  said  Paddy, 
chuckling. 

This  answer  turned  the  laugh  against  the  squire  again, 
who  gave  up  further  cross  questioning  of  Paddy,  whose 
readiness  at  converting  his  answers  into  jokes,  generally 
frustrated  any  querist  who  was  hardy  enough  to  engage 
with  Paddy  in  the  hope  of  puzzling  him. 

^^  Paddy,"  said  the  squire,  ^^  after  that  wonderful  rabbit 
adventure,  perhaps  you  would  favour  the  gentlemen  with 
that  story  you  told  me  once  about  a  fox  ?  " 

^  Indeed  and  I  will,  plaze  your  honour,"  said  Paddy, 
^  though  I  know  full  well,  the  divil  a  one  word  iv  it  you 
bMieve,  nor  the  gintlemen  won't  either,  though  you  're 
axin'  me  for  it  —  but  only  want  to  laugh  at  me,  and  call 
me  a  big  liar,  whin  my  back  's  turned." 

"  Maybe  we  would  n't  wait  for  your  back  being  turned, 
Paddy,  to  honour  you  with  that  title." 

*'  Oh,  indeed,  I  'm  not  sayin'  you  would  n't  do  it  as 
soon  forninst  my  face,  your  honour,  as  you  often  did 
before,  and  will  agin,  plaze  God,  and  welkim  —  " 

"  Well,  Paddy,  say  no  more  about  that,  but  let 's  have 
the  story." 

"  Sure  I  'm  losin'  no  time,  only  tellin'  the  gintlemen 
beforehand  that  it 's  what  they  'II  be  callin'  it  a  lie,  and 
indeed  it  is  ancommon,  sure  enough  ;  but  you  see,  gintle- 
min,  you  must  remimber,  that  the  fox  is  the  cunnin'ist 
baste  in  the  world,  barrin'  the  wran  —  " 

Here  Paddy  was  questioned  why  he  considered  the 
wren  as  cunning  a  haste  as  the  fox. 

"Why,  Sir,  bekase  all  birds  builds  their  nest  with  one 
hole  to  it  only,  exccp'n  the  wran  •,  but  the  wran  builds 
two  holes  an  the  nest,  so  that  if  any  inimy  comes  to 
disturb   it  upon  one  door,  it  can  go  out  on  the  other; 
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but  the  fox  is  cute  to  that  degree,  that  there  *s  many  a 
mortial  a  fool  to  him,  and  by  dad,  the  fox  could  buy 
and  sell  many  a  Chrishthan,  as  you  '11  see  by  and  by, 
whin  I  tell  you  what  happened  to  a  wood-ranger  that  I 
knew  wanst,  and  a  dacent  man  he  was,  and  would  n't 
say  the  thing  in  a  lie. 

"  Well,  you  see,  he  kem  home  one  night,  mighty  tired, 
for  he  was  out  wid  a  party  in  the  domain,  cock-shootin' 
that  day ;  and  whin  he  got  back  to  his  lodge,  he  threw  a 
few  logs  o'  wood  an  the  fire  to  make  himself  comfort- 
able, and  he  tuk  whatever  little  matther  he  had  for  his 
supper,  and  afther  that,  he  felt  himself  so  tired  that  he 
wint  to  bed.  But  you  're  to  undherstan'  that  though 
he  wint  to  bed,  it  was  more  for  to  rest  himself,  like, 
than  to  sleep,  for  it  was  airly ;  and  so  he  jist  wint  into 
bed,  and  there  he  divarted  himself  lookin'  at  the  fire,  that 
was  blazin'  as  merry  as  a  bonefire  an  the  hearth. 

"  Well,  as  he  was  lyin'  that-a-way,  jist  thinkin'  o* 
nothin'  at  all,  what  should  come  into  the  place  but  a 
fox.  But  I  must  tell  you,  what  I  forgot  to  tell  you 
before,  that  the  ranger's  house  was  on  the  bordhers  o' 
the  wood,  and  he  had  no  one  to  live  wid  him  but  himself, 
barrin'  the  dogs  that  he  had  the  care  iv,  that  was  his 
only  companions,  and  he  had  a  hole  cut  an  the  door, 
with  a  swingin'  boord  to  it,  that  the  dogs  might  go  in  or 
out,  accordin'  as  it  plazed  them  ;  and  by  dad,  the  fox 
came  in,  as  I  tould  you,  through  the  hole  in  the  door, 
as  bould  as  a  ram,  and  walked  over  to  the  fire,  and  sat 
down  forninst  it. 

"  Now,  it  was  mighty  provokin'  that  all  the  dogs  was 
out — they  wor  rovin'  about  the  wood,  you  see,  lookin' 
for  to  ketch  rabbits  to  ate,  or  some  other  mischief,  and 
it  so  happened  that  there  wasn't  as  much  as  one  indi- 
vidyial  dog  in  the  place ;  and  by  gor,  I  '11  go  bail  the  fox 
knew  that  right  well,  before  he  put  his  nose  inside  the 
ranger's  lodge. 

"  Well,  the  ranger  was  in  hopes  some  o'  the  dogs  id 

164 


Paddy  the  Sport 


come  home  and  ketch  the  chap,  and  he  was  loath  to  stir 
band  or  fut  himself,  afeard  o'  freghtenin*  away  the  fox ; 
but,  by  gor,  he  could  hardly  keep  his  temper  at  all,  at 
all,  whin  he  seen  the  fox  take  his  pipe  aff  o'  the  hob, 
where  he  left  it  afore  he  wint  to  bed,  and  puttin'  the 
bowl  o'  the  pipe  into  the  fire  to  kindle  it  —  (it 's  as  thrue 
as  I  'm  here)  —  he  began  to  smoke  forninst  the  fire,  as 
nath'ral  as  any  other  man  you  ever  seen. 

^  ^  Musha,  bad  luck  to  your  impidince,  you  long  tailed 
blackguard,'  says  the  ranger,  ^  and  is  it  smokin'  my  pipe 
you  are?  Oh  thin,  by  this  and  by  that,  if  I  had  my 
gun  convaynient  to  me,  it 's  fire  and  smoke  of  another 
sort,  and  what  you  would  n't  bargain  for,  I  'd  give  you,' 
says  he.  But  still  he  was  loath  to  stir,  hopin'  the  dogs 
id  come  home ;  and  ^  by  gor,  my  fine  fellow,'  says  he  to 
the  fox,  ^if  one  o'  the  dogs  comes  home,  saltpethre 
would  n't  save  you,  and  that 's  a  sthrong  pickle.' 

^^  So,  with  that,  he  watched  antil  the  fox  was  n't  mindin' 
him,  but  was  busy  shakin'  the  cindhers  out  o'  the  pipe, 
whin  he  was  done  wid  it,  and  so  the  ranger  thought  he 
was  goin'  to  go  immediantly  afther  gettin'  an  air  o'  the 
fire  and  a  shaugh  o'  the  pipe ;  and  so  says  he,  ^  faiks, 
my  lad,  I  won't  let  you  go  so  aisy  as  all  that,  as  cunnin' 
as  you  think  yourself;'  and  with  that,  he  made  a  dart 
out  o'  bed,  and  run  over  to  the  door,  and  got  betune  it 
amd  the  fox;  and  'now,'  says  he,  'your  bread's  baked, 
my  buck,  and  maybe  my  lord  won't  have  a  fine  run  out 
o'  you,  and  the  dogs  at  your  brish  every  yard,  you  mo- 
rodin'  thief,  and  the  divil  mind  you,'  says  he, '  for  your 
impidence ;  for  sure,  if  you  had  n't  the  impidence  of  a 
highwayman's  horse,  it 's  not  into  my  very  house,  undher 
my  nose,  you  'd  daar  for  to  come  ; '  —  and  with  that,  he 
began  to  whistle  for  the  dogs  ;  and  the  fox,  that  stood 
eyein'  him  all  the  time  while  he  was  spakin',  began  to 
think  it  was  time  to  be  joggin'  whin  he  heerd  the  whistle, 
and  says  the  fox  to  himself,  'Throth,  indeed,  you  think 
yourself  a  mighty  great  ranger  luw,'  says  he,  '  and  you 
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ihink  're  vciy  cute,  but  upon  my  tail,  and  that 's  s 

big  o:  '.  M  be  long  sorry  to  let  sitch  a  mallei -headed 
bog-th  :r  as  yourself  take  a  dirty  advantage  o'  me, 
and  I  "g^^i'  says  the  Tax, '  I  'II  make  you  lave  t]ic 
door  soon  and  suddint ;  '  and  with  that,  he  turned  to 
where  the  ranger's  brogues  was  lyin'  hard  by,  beside  the 


tire,  and,  what  wo' ' 
one  o'  the  brogues,  ana  i 
it  into  It. 

"  '  I  think  that  'ill  n 
"'Divil    resave   the 


lie,  but   the   fox  tuk   up 
er  to  the  fire  and  threw 


n't  do. 


buck,' 


start,'  says  the  fox. 
ays  the  ranger  —  'that 
the  brogue  may  bum  to 
his  I  won't  stir;"  —  and 
mouth,  he  gev  a  blast  iv 
iS,  and  shouted   for  the 


cendhers,'  says  he,  *  bui 
thin,  puttin'  his  fingers 
a  whistle  you  'd  hear  ; 
dogs. 

*' '  So  that  won't  do,'  says  the  fox,  '  Well,  I  must  thry 
another  offer,'  says  he;  and,  with  that,  he  tuk  up  th' 
other  brogue,  and  threw  //  into  the  fire  too. 

" '  There,  now,'  says  he,  '  you  may  keep  th'  other 
company,'  says  he, '  and  there 's  a  pair  o'  ye  now,  as  the 
divil  said  to  his  knee-buckles.' 

"'Oh,  you  thievin'  varmint,'  says  the  ranger,  'you 
won't  lave  me  a  tack  to  my  feet ;  but  no  matther,'  says 
he, '  your  head  's  worth  more  nor  a  pair  o'  brogues  to  me, 
any  day ; '  and,  by  the  Piper  o'  Blessintown,  you  're  money 
in  my  pocket  this  minit,'  says  he;  and,  with  that,  the 
fingers  was  in  his  mouth  agin,  and  he  was  goin'  to  whistle, 
whin,  what  would  you  think,  but  up  sits  the  fox  an  his 
hunkers,  and  puts  his  two  fore-paws  into  his  mouth, 
makin'  game  o'  the  ranger  —  (bad  luck  to  the  lie  I  tell 
you). 

"  Well,  the  ranger,  and  no  wondher,  although  in  a  rage, 
as  he  was,  could  n't  help  laughin'  at  the  thought  o'  the 
fox  mockin'  him,  and,  by  dad,  he  tux  sitch  a  fit  o*  laughin', 
that  he  could  n't  whistle,  and  that  was  the  cuteness  o' 
the  fox  to  gain  time ;  hut  whin  his  first  laugh  was  over, 
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the  ranger  recovered  himself,  and  gev  another  whistle ; 
and  so  says  the  fox,  ^  By  my  sowl,'  says  he,  ^  I  think  it 
would  n't  be  good  for  my  health  to  stay  here  much  longer, 
and  I  must  n't  be  thriflin'  with  that  blackguard  ranger 
any  more,'  says  he,  ^and  I  must  make  him  sinsible  that 
it  is  time  to  let  me  go ;  and  though  he  has  n't  undher- 
stan'in'  to  be  sorry  for  his  brogues,  I  '11  go  bail  I  '11  make 
him  lave  that,'  says  he,  ^before  he  'd  say  sparables*  — and, 
with  that,  what  do  you  think  the  fox  done?  By  all 
that 's  good  —  and  the  ranger  himself  towld  me  out  iv  his 
own  mouth,  and  said  he  would  n't  never  have  b'lieved  it, 
only  he  seen  it  —  the  fox  tuk  a  lighted  piece  iv  a  log  out 
o'  the  blazin'  fire,  and  run  over  wid  it  to  the  ranger's  bed, 
and  was  goin'  to  throw  it  into  the  sthraw,  and  burn  him 
out  iv  house  and  home ;  so  whin  the  ranger  seen  that, 
he  gev  a  shout  out  iv  him  — 

**'Hilloo!  hilloo  !  you  murdherin'  villian,'  says  he, 
*  you  're  worse  nor  Captain  Rock  -,  is  it  goin'  to  burn  me 
out  you  are,  you  red  rogue  iv.  a  Ribbonman ; '  and  he 
made  a  dart  betune  him  and  the  bed,  to  save  the  house 
from  bein'  burned ;  but,  my  jew'I,  that  was  all  the  fox 
wanted,  —  and  as  soon  as  the  ranger  quitted  the  hole  in 
the  door  that  he  was  standin'  forninst,  the  fox  let  go  the 
blazin'  faggit,  and  made  one  jump  through  the  door,  and 
escaped. 

"  But  before  he  wint,  the  ranger  gev  me  his  oath,  that 
the  fox  turned  round  and  gev  him  the  most  contimptible 
look  he  ever  got  in  his  life,  and  showed  every  tooth 
in  his  head  with  laughin' ;  and  at  last  he  put  out  his 
tongue  at  him,  as  much  as  to  say  —  *  You  've  missed 
me,  like  your  mammy's  blessin','  and  off  wid  him !  — 
like  a  flash  o'  lightnin'." 
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IT  is  well  remarked  bv  Mr.  Addison,  in  his  justly 
celebrated  paper  on  the  ballad  of  "  The  Children  in 
the  Wood,"  of  which  Mr.  Godwin  has  lately  given  us 
so  admirable  an  amplification  in  his  novel  of  "Cloudes- 
ley,"  that  "those  only  who  are  endowed  with  a  true 
greatness  of  soul  and  genius,  can  divest  themselves  of 
the  little  images  of  ridicule,  and  admire  nature  in  her 
simplicity  and  nakedness  "  of  beauty.  We  trust,  there- 
fore, that  we  shall  not  only  be  forgiven,  but  commended 
by  our  most  thinking  public,  for  the  zeal  and  diligence 
with  which  we  have,  according  to  the  Horatian  precept, 
devoted  sleepless  nights  and  days  to  the  recovery  of  some 
of  those  precious  gems  of  taste  and  genius,  which  adorn 
what  may,  in  the  strictest  sense,  be  termed  "  our  national 
literature,"  and  which,  according  to  the  notion  of  the 
grave  Scotch  politician  quoted  above,  moves  and  influ- 
ences the  people, 

"  And  vriclds  at  will  the  fierce  democracy," 

more  than  any  other  species  of  writing  whatever. 

Notwithstanding  the  laborious  researches  of  our  coun- 
tryman, Mr.  Edward  Bunting,  and  the  elegant  adapts- 
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dons  of  Mr.  Moore,  we  confess  that  we  indulge  in  a 
pleasing  belief  that  now,  for  the  first  time,  most  of  the 
reliques  which  will  be  found  embalmed  in  the  following 
paper,  are  rescued  from  the  chilling  gripe  of  forgetfulness, 
amd  reserved  as  a  tcrrj^  ev  act,  a  possession  for  ever,  to 
the  envy  of  surrounding  nations,  and  the  admiration  of 
the  world. 

Your  ballad-singer,  let  us  tell  you,  is  a  person  of  no 
despicable  renown,  whatever  you,  reader,  gentle  or  simple, 
may  think,  aye,  or  say  to  the  contrary.  It  may  be  that 
you  rejoice  in  possessing  the  luxury  of  a  carriage,  and 
so,  rolling  along  our  metropolitan  world,  escaping  the 
jar  and  jostle  of  us  wayfaring  pedestrians,  by  the  sliding 
smoothness  of  patent  axles  and  Macadam,  you  have 
heard  but  the  distant  murmur  of  the  ballad  strain,  and 
asked  perhaps  in  wondering  tone, 

"  What  means  that  faint  halloo  ? " 

or,  haply,  you  are  an  equestrian  exquisite,  and  your 
charger  has  taken  fright  at  the  admiring  auditory  throng- 
ing round  the  minstrel,  and  spared  your  fashionable  ears 
nearly  at  the  expense  of  your  still  more  fashionable  neck, 
starched  into  the  newest  stiffness :  or  you  may  chance  to 
be  a  dandy  of  inferior  grade,  and  only  ride  that  homely 
yet  handy  animal,  'clepcd,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  shanks* 
mare^  and  arc  forced  to  be  contented  with  "the  bare 
ground,"  consoling  yourself  for  this  contact  with  mere 
citizens,  by  staring  every  woman  you  meet  out  of  coun- 
tenance, and  preserving  yourself  from  the  tainted  atmo- 
sphere of  the  dross  of  humanity  that  surrounds  you,  by 
the  purifying  influence  of  a  cigar.  To  each  and  all  of 
you,  then,  we  confidently  affirm,  that  you  are  not  pre- 
pared to  give  any  opinion  on  the  subject,  and  we  enjoin 
you  therefore  to  a  sacred  silence,  while  we  sing  "strains 
never  heard  before "  to  the  merry  and  hearty.  You 
may,  if  you  like  it,  go  on  reading  this  article,  and  en- 
lighten your  benighted  understandings,  or  turn  over  to 
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the  next,  and  remain  in  your  "  fat  contented  ignorance  " 
of  the  sublimity  and  beauty  of  our  national  minstrelsy. 

Your  ballad-monger  is  of  great  antiquity.     Homer 
himself, 

"  The  blind  old  mui  of  Scio's  rt>cky  shore. 
The  father  of  soul-moving  poesy  \  " 

sat  by  tbe  way-side,  or  roved  from  town  to  town,  and 
sang 

"  H[£  onn  bright  rhspiodies." 

But  if  this  be  going  too  far  back,  and  you  are  inclined 
to  tax  us  with  affectation  for  so  classical  an  authority 
for  Butte  Corcoran's  vocation,  we  shall  jump  over  a 
handful  of  centuries,  and  bring  you  down  "at  one  fell 
swoop"  to  the  middle  ages,  citing  the  troubadours  and 
jongleurs  as  examples  of  the  ballad-monger's  craft.  To 
be  sure,  all  sentimental  young  ladies  wilt  cry  shame  upon 
us  at  this,  and  think  of  L.  £.  L.  and  the  Improvisatrice, 
and  remember  the  fatal  fame  of  Raoul  de  Couci.  But, 
gentle  young  ladies,  start  not  —  our  ballad-singers  are 
the  true  descendants  of  those  worthies,  the  troubadours; 
something  the  worse  for  the  wear  perhaps,  just  the  least 
in  the  world  degenerated,  or  so,  like  many  another 
romantic  thing  of  the  same  day. 

For  instance,  your  gentle  page  of  fayri  ladyt  is,  in 
modern  times,  a  pert  servant-boy,  with  a  snub  nose, 
vying  in  brilliancy  with  the  scarlet  collar  that  overflaps 
his  blue  jacket.  Your  faithful  bower-woman  has  rather 
a  poor  representative  in  the  roguish  pttitt  maitresse  of 
a  French  maid,  who  is,  for  all  the  world,  Hke  a  milliner's 
doll,  except  in  the  article  of  silence.  Your  gallant  knight 
himself,  no  longer  bestrides  a  proudly-prancing  war-hotse, 
sheathed  "  in  complete  steel,"  with  spear  in  rest,  ready 
to  "answer  all  comers"  in  the  lists,  at  the  behest  of  his 
lady  love.  —  No.  —  Your  warrior,  now-a-days,  is  no 
longer  a  *'  gintlcman  in  the  tin  clothes,"  as  Jeriy  Sullivan 
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describes  him,  but  a  very  spruce  person,  in  superfine 
scarlet,  ready  to  answer  all  —  invitations  to  dinner. 
Your  warder,  or  warden,  is,  in  fact,  now  a  mere  hall- 
porter,  and  the  high-sounding  ''  donjon-keep  "  —  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  Newgate. 

And  now,  having,  we  think,  successfully  proved  that 
your  ballad-singer  comes  of  an  "ould  ancient  family," 
we  trust  we  have  influenced  the  aristocratic  feelings  of 
our  readers  in  his  favour,  and  hoping  for  a  patient  read- 
ing, we  shall  plunge  directly  into  our  subject,  first  asking 
pardon  for  this  somewhat  lengthy  introduction,  into 
which  our  anxiety  for  the  reputation  of  the  ancient  and 
respectable  craft  of  balhd-singing  has  betrayed  us. 

When  the  day  begins  to  wane,  and  the  evening  air  is 
fresh,  (if  any  thing  can  ever  be  fresh  in  a  city,)  and 
people  are  sauntering  along  the  streets,  as  if  the  business 
of  all  were  over  —  of  all,  save  the  lamp-lighter,  he,  the 
only  active  being  amongst  a  world  of  loungers,  skipping 
along  from  lamp  to  lamp,  which,  one  by  one, "  start  into 
light "  with  perspective  regularity,  telling  of  the  flight  of 
the  ** flaming  minister"  up  the  long  street  before  you  — 
then,  we  say,  is  it  pleasant  to  roam  along  the  quays,  for 
instance,  and  halt  at  the  foot  of  each  bridge,  or  branch 
off  into  Capel-street  or  Parliament-street,  or  proceed 
further  westward  to  the  more  vocal  neighbourhood  of 
Bridge  or  Barrack-streets,  and  listen  to  the  ballad-singers 
of  all  denominations  that,  without  fail,  are  labouring  in 
their  vocation  in  these  quarters. 

Music,  they  say,  sounds  sweetest  upon  water,  and 
hence  the  reason,  we  suppose,  of  the  ballad-singer  choos- 
ing the  vicinity  of  the  river  for  his  trade,  and  like  that 
other  notorious  songster  the  nightingale,  he,  too,  prefers 
the  evening  for  his  strains.  Ballad-singers,  to  be  sure, 
may  be  heard  at  all  times  of  the  day,  making  tuneful  the 
corners  of  every  street  in  the  city,  and  moving  the  vocal 
air  "to  testify  their  hidden  residence;"  but,  by  the  ini- 
tiated in  ballads,  they  are  detected  at  once  for  scurvy 
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pretet  i.  No  ballad-singer  of  any  eminence  in  bis  or 
her  p[ui  >sion,  ever  appears  until  the  sun  is  well  down ; 
your  she  ^allad-singers,  in  particular,  are  all  "maids  that 
love  the  moon,"  and  indeed  the  choicest  amongst  them, 
like  your  very  fashionable  people  at  a  pany,  do  not  con- 
descend to  favour  their  friends  by  their  presence,  until  a 
good  wh  afier  thi. 
The  nateur  in 
expect  lu  find  gooci  ci 
the  sort  of  party  he  n 
on  the  card  of  invil, 
would  no  more  lose 
ma  nee  in  Merrion-i 
would  go  to  a  re 
Merrion-square  is  far  luu  g 
the  ballad  line.  But  oh  !  : 
market  —  Cut-purse-row, 


made  their 

I   knows  where   he  may 

ni,  just  as  one  calculates 

to  meet  by  the  address 

ur  amateur,  for  instance, 

n    listening  to  a  perfor- 

an  officer  of  the  guards 

nner's-row.     No,   no  — 

..-■el   for  anything  good  in 

•et  High-street  and  Corn- 

-  (by   the   bye,   always 


leave  your  watch  and  sovereigns  at  home,  and  carry 
your  pBcktt  handkerchief  in  your  hat,  when  you  go 
a  larking  in  search  of  ballad  minstrelsy,)  —  and  so  on 
to  Thomas-street.  Your  desperate  explorer,  who,  with 
a  Columbian  courage,  pants  for  greater  and  more  west- 
ern discoveries,  will  push  on  to  the  Cross-poddle,  (as  far 
as  which  point  we  once  ventured  ourselves,  and  lished 
for  city  trout  in  the  Brithogue,)  double  the  cape  of 
Tailor's-close,  turn  the  comer  of  Elbow-alley,  and 
penetrate  the  mysteries  of  Fumbally's-lane,  rife  in  the 
riches  of  ballad  lore,  returning  to  the  civilised  haunts  of 
men  by  the  purlieus  of  Patrick's-close,  Golden-Iane,  and 
to  on  through  Squceze-gut-alley,  until  he  gets  into  port 
—  that  is,  Kevin's-port  —  and  there,  at  the  corner  of 
Cheater" s-\»ac.,  it  is  hard  if  he  don't  get  an  honest 
hap'onh  of  ballad.  They  are  generally  loving  and 
pathetic  in  this  quarter,  ICevin-strcet,  as  if  the  music  of 
the  region  were,  with  an  antithetical  peculiarity,  of  a 
diflerent  turn  from  the  hard-hearted  saint  whose  name 
it  bears.  Saint  Kevin-street  is  endeared  to  us  by  many 
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tender  recollections,  and  here  it  was  that  the  iron  entered 
our  S9li  as  we  listened,  for  the  first  time,  to  the  following 
touching  effusion :  — 

**  Oh  Jimmf-a  Jim-my  I  lOve  jo  c  well, 
i  Lo¥ejK>u  bet/Aer  nor  my  tonguE  Can  tell- 
/  love  you  well  but  I  dar  not  show  it, 
I  loVe  you  well  ^t  let  no  one  kNo<u;  it.** 

What  a  beautiful  union  of  affection  and  delicacy  in  the 
last  line !  —  the  generous  confidence  of  a  devoted  heart, 
with  the  tender  timidity  of  the  blushing  maid,  shrinking 
at  the  thought  of  the  discovery  of  her  passion  to  the 
multitude:  with  the  sincerity  of  a  Juliet,  she  openly 
avows  her  flame  — 

"I  love  you  well.'* 
But  at  the  same  time  wishing  it  to  be,  as  Moore  says, 

<< CurtainM  from  the  sight 

Of  the  gross  world," 

she  cautiously  adds, 

**  But  let  no  one  know  it." 

This  is,  perhaps,  an  inferior  specimen  of  the  amatory 
ballad,  but  as  it  is  one  of  the  early  impressions  made 
on  our  young  imagination,  we  hope  we  may  be  par- 
doned for  giving  it  place  even  before  those  of  loftier 
pretensions :  — 

**  On  revient  toujours 
A  ses  premiers  amoun.*' 

The  ballad,  though  coming  generally  under  the  denom- 
ination of  Lyric  poetry,  may  be  classified  under  various 
heads.  First,  in  order  due,  we  class  the  amatory  ;  then 
there  are  the  political  and  the  polemical ;  though,  indeed, 
we  should  follow,  we  are  inclined  to  think,  the  order 
adopted  in  the  favourite  corporation  phrase  of  "  church 
and  state,"  and  so  we  shall  arrange  our  ballads  more 

173 


Le       ids  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

fitly  1        iving  the  polcmicals  the  pas;  the  order  will 
then  a       1  thus :  — 


POLEMICAI., 


Sometimes,  in  '^  the  bewitching  blandisb- 

ments  of  the  fa  with  a  force  and  vivid 

simplicity  which  Ua  envy;  thus,  in  depicting 

the  "taking  ways"  ith  O'Reilley,  who  had, 

it  would  seem,  a  penchant  tor  leading  soft-hearted  youths 
"the  other  way,"  as  Mr.  Moore  delicately  expresses 
it,  the  minstrel  describes  the  progress  of  the  potent 
spell ;  — 

u  and  decoy. 
It's  myself  that 's  thinkin'  nhile  you  do  be  ninkin' 
So  soft  upon  me,  you  will  my  heart  destroy." 


Again,  the  poet  often  revels  in  the  contemplation  of 
the  joint  attractions  of  his  mistress's  beauties  and  ac- 
complishments; and  at  the  same  time  that  he  tells  you 
she  is 

■•  As  lovely  as  Dlania,'* 

he  exults  in  announcing  that 

"She  plays  on  the  pianid." 

While  in  the  description  of  a  rurial  twain  by  his  in- 
namorata,  we  are  informed  that 
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Sometimes  our  ballad  bards  become  enamoured  of  the 
simple  beauties  of  nature,  and  leaving  the  imagery  of 
the  heathen  mythology,  of  which  they  are  so  fond,  and 
which  they  wield  with  a  richness  and  facility  peculiar  to 
themselves,  they  give  us  a  touch  of  the  natural,  as  will 
be  seen  in  the  following, "  The  Star  of  Sweet  Dundalk ; " 
and  observe,  Dundalk  being  a  sea-port,  with  a  very  just 
and  accurate  perception  of  propriety,  the  poem  has  been 
headed  with  an  elegant  wood-cut  representing  a  ship  in 
fiill  saiL 


THE  STAR   OF   SWEET   DUNDALK. 

<'  In  beauteous  spring  when  birds  do  sing, 
And  cheer  each  m/rtle  shade, 
And  shepherd*  s  s Wains  sjimades  the  Phui/s, 
To  find  their  lambs  that  stRayed.** 

This  novel  application  of  serenading  must  strike  every 
one  with  admiration. 

<<  nigh  Rodents  Grove  I  chanced  to  rove 
To  take  a  nir/al  walk, 
when  to  my  sight  appeared  in  White 
The  star  of  soyeet  dundalk.** 

The  lady  having,  most  luckily  for  the  rhyme,  appeared 
in  white,  the  perambulating  lover  addresses  her;  and 
after  having  "  struggled  for  to  talk "  to  this  most 
resplendent  "  Star  of  sweet  Dundalk,"  he  assures  her 
he  is  bewildered,  and  that  his  heart  is  bleeding,  and  thus 
continues :  — 

••  Your  beauteous  face  my  wounds  encrase 
And  SKin  more  white  than  chaLK, 
Makes  me  regret  tlic  Day  i  met 
The  STar  of  sweet  dundalk.** 

But  the  lady,  very  prudently  replies :  — 
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■■  Now  sir  if  I  nauld  but  cvmplf 
And  give  lo  you  my  HanD, 

Perhaps  that  you  would  prove  uninit 
Be  pleased  to  understajid. " 

Hoir  polite  n  —  Here  she  divides  our  admiradon ; 
for  we  know  not  whether  most  to  applaud  her  dis- 
cretion or  her  good  manners.  At  length  he  only 
requests  to  become  her  "  slave,  poor  swain,  and  friend." 
This  proposition  is  listened  to,  but  still  she  is  intent  on 
"minding  her  business  as  she  ought  to  do,"  like  the 
cclebratec  O'Rafferty,  and  insists  on  first  "milking  her 
cowj"  after  which  we  are  favoured  with  this  informa- 
tion :  — • 

'■  When  she  had  done 

Then  off  we  come 
and  carelessly  did  nalk, 

and  slowly  paced 

To  her  sweet  pLace 
Convaynient  to  sweet  Diindilk." 

She  then  brings  him  into  her  father's  house,  which  is 
"as  white  as  chalk,"  and  (of  course)  "nigh  hand  to 
sweet  Dundalk ; "  and  we  discover  at  Ust  that  he  has  a 
warm  shebeen  house,  and  a  drop  of  comfort  for  the 
traveller:  so  our  hero  calls  for  a  glass  to  drink  the 
health  of  this  "  Star  of  sweet  Dundalk,"  and  enable 
him,  doubtless,  to  sec  her  charms  double,  but  she,  still 
"minding  her  business"  O'RaiFerty-like,  hands  him  a 
glass,  and  very  dutifully  to  her  father,  though,  we  regret 
to  say,  very  unsenti  men  tally  to  her  lover,  the  aforesaid 
glass 

•'  She  mark'd  it  up  in  chalk  ;" 

and  as  this  must,  at  once,  destroy  all  romantic  interest 
in  the  "  Star  of  sweet  Dundalk,"  we  shall  say  no  more 
about  a  heroine  that  so  unworthily  degenerates  into  an 
avaricious  bar-maid.     But,  by  way  of  counterpoise,  we 
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shall  give  am  example  of  a  ^^  holier  flame ; "  and  after  the 
money-loving  Dundalker,  it  is  really  ^^  refreshing "  to 
meet  an  instance  proving  the  utter  devotedness  of  the 
female  heart,  when  once  imbued  with  the  tender  passion. 
Can  there  be  a  more  disinterested  love  than  this  ? 

<<  Oh  Thady  Brady  you  are  my  darlin, 
You  are  my  loolung-glass  from  night  till  morning, 
I  love  you  betther  without  one  far^ 
Than  Brian  Gallagher  mid  house  and  garden.** 

What  fitness,  too,  there  is  in  the  simile,  ^you  are 
my  looking-glass  ** — the  dearest  thing  under  the  sun  to 
a  woman. 

In  the  POLEMICAL  line,  the  ballad  in  Ireland  is  per- 
fectly national ;  nt)  other  country,  we  believe,  sings 
polemics ;  but  religion,  like  love,  is  nourished  by  oppres- 
sion ;  and  hence  a  cause  may  be  assigned  why  the  Roman 
Catholic  population  of  Ireland  enjoyed,  with  peculiar 
zest,  the  ballads  that  praised  their  persecuted  faith.  But 
of  the  many  fatal  results  of  the  relief  bill,  not  the  least 
deplorable  is  the  ^^dark  oblivion  "  into  which  this  exalted 
class  of  composition  is  fast  passing  away.  We  rejoice 
to  rescue  from  the  corroding  fangs  of  time  a  specimen 
in  praise  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  hitting  hard  at  such 
ultra  Protestants  as  busied  themselves  ^^  in  the  convartin' 
line,"  for  the  good  of  their  benighted  brethren :  — 

•*  The  blessed  Virgin  that  we  prize 
The  fairest  fair  above  the  skies 
On  her  the  Heretics  tells  lies 

When  they  would  make  convArsions." 

But  of  the  polemical,  we  candidly  confess  that  we  are 
but  ill  prepared  to  speak  at  large;  whether  it  be  that, 
unlike  the  gentle  Dcsdemona,  we  do  not  "  seriously 
incline,"  or  our  early  polemico-ballad-hunting  essays 
were  not  successful,  we  shall  not  venture  to  decide. 
But  one  evening,  at  the  corner  of  Mary's-^W/y  —  an 
VOL,  I.  —  12  177 


Legends  a?id  Stories  of  Ireland 

appropriate  place  for  religious  strains  —  we  heard  a 
female  hallad-hawker  (the  men,  by  the  bye,  do  not  deal 
in  this  line  -,  the  Frenchman  was  right  when  he  said  a 
woman's  life  was  taken  up  between  love  and  religion)  — 
and  whether  it  was  thai  we  could  not  fairly  hear  the 
lady,  in  consequence  of  the  windows  of  Ladly's  tavern 
being  open,  and  letting  out,  along  with  a  stream  of  very 
foul  air,  some  very  queer  air  also,  that  was  let  out  of  a 
fiddle;  or  that  we  chanced  to  fall  upon  an  infelicitous 
passage  in  her  chant,  wc  cannot  say,  but  the  first  audible 
couplet  was 


And  this  fairly  bothered  us.  Such  a  jaw-breaker  and 
peace-breaker  as  t  ran  substantiation  —  ^uod  versu  dieere 
tun  est  —  actually  done  into  verse!  !  —  We  took  to  our 
heels,  and  this  polysyllabic  polemical  gave  us  a  distaste 
for  any  more  controversial  cantatas. 

In  the  POLITICAL  line,  no  land  abounds  in  ballads  like 
our  own  sweet  Emerald  Isle,  In  truth,  every  Irishman 
is,  we  verily  believe,  by  birth,  a  politician.  There  are 
many  causes  assigned  for  this;  and  your  long-headed 
philosopher  could,  no  doubt,  write  a  very  lengthy  article 
on  that  head.  But  it  is  not  our  aifair  at  present;  suffice 
it,  therefore,  to  say,  politicians  they  are,  and  the  virus 
breaks  out  in  divers  and  sundry  ballads,  varying  in  style 
and  subject,  according  to  the  strength  of  the  disease  in 
the  sufferer.  Some  abound  in  laments  for  Ireland's  for- 
lorn condition,  but  many  more  are  triumphant  effusions 
to  the  honour  and  glory  of  the  "  men  of  the  people." 
We  remember  one  old  dowser  in  particular,  rather 
thick  in  the  wind,  who  wheezed  out  many  a  week's 
work  in  asthmatic  praises  of  Richard  Sheil  and  Daniel 
O'Connell,  Esquires;  but,  after  the  exertion  of  puffing 
out  one  line,  she  was  obliged  to  pause  for  breath  before 
^ving  the   following   one;    and  a  comical  effect  was 
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sometimes  produced  by  the  lapses,  as  in  the  well-known 
instance  of  the  Scotch  precentor.  At  last,  when  she  did 
come  to  the  burthen  of  her  song,  she  threatened,  with  a 
significant  shake  of  her  head,  which  one  eye,  and  a 
bonnet,  both  black  and  fiercely  cocked,  rendered  par- 
ticularly impressive,  that 

**They  {the  parliamgnt)  had  better  take  care  about  what  they 
are  at 
For  Shiel  is  the  hui  that  will  give  them  the  chat 
With  a  Ballynamona,  eroo  !  —  Ballynainona,  eroo  ! 
Balljmamonay  eroo  !  —  Brave  Shiel  and  OXonnell  for  me  !  ** 

There  was  a  Patagonian  fair  one  of  the  craft,  who 
patronised  Mr.  O'Connell  in  particular,  always  got 
drunk  on  the  strength  of  his  success,  and  generally  con- 
trived to  have  a  long  chorus  or  burthen  to  her  song,  and 
when,  with  some  difficulty,  she  picked  her  way  through 
the  difficulties  of  articulation  in  each  verse,  it  was  very 
diverting  to  observe  the  complacency  with  which  she 
dropt  into  the  chorus,  and  seemed  to  repose  herself,  as  it 
were,  upon  its  easy  monotony,  which  ran  thus :  — 

<<  ConsilUr  och  hone  !  och  hone !  och  hone  ! 
consill/rr  och  hone  I  and  och  hone-i-o  t 
ConSillur  och  hone  !  och  hone  !  och  hone  1 
And  it^s  you  that  can  stand  alone-i-o  !  !** 

But  the  "Shan  Van  Vogh  ! " — was  the  grand  popular 
effusion  in  th^  great  agitator's  praise,  when  he  threat- 
ened to  take  the  house  of  commons  by  storm  at  the 
first  election.  —  Of  this  we  may  venture  to  give  two 
verses :  — 


<< 


Into  parliament  you  '11  go,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh, 

To  extricate  our  woe,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh  j 

Our  foes  you  will  amaze. 

And  ail  Europe  you  will  Plaze, 

And  owld  Ireland  *s  now  at  Aise, 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 
179 


9i 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ire/an 

"  Our  worthy  brave  O'Conntll,  says  ihe  Shan  Vm  Vogh, 
To  have  you  in  we  'le  longing,  says  ihe  Shan  Vin  Vogh  j 
Sure  you  we  well  have  iried,  ^m 

And  you  're  always  al  our  side,  ^^M 

And  you  never  tnl^  a  bnbe,  ^^H 

Says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh."   ^H 

But  the  following  is  one  which  we  cannot  resist  giving 
in  full,  —  we  vouch  for  its  being  a  true  attested  copy  ;  and 
those  who  do  not  like  to  read  it,  may  adopt  the  practice 
of  the  country  schoolmaster  when  he  meets  a  long  word 
that  proves  a  jaw-breaker,  iW  c//,  to  "  schiip  and  go  on." 


OXONNELL'S   FAREWELL  MEETING   IN   THK  ■ 
CORN    EXCHANGE.  ^ 

'■  Ai  O'Cbnnell  and  Sheili  war  convarsm  about  the  rent, 
Jack  lawless  stepp'd  in  and  asked  him  what  n^TW, 
Saying  are  yau  preparing  to  go  into  Parlamint. 
Where  a  loyal  Catholic  he  can'/  be  reAjsed, 

The  time  Is  fast  ap/roaching  when  Catholics  will  ta*e  their  seats  j 
No  Law(  can  prevant  tham  Bnins-wi/krs  are  deranged 
In  tAe  DeGnce  of  Britain  their  loyalty  and  aid  was  lent 
TAis  conversation  passed  in  the  Com  fxchange. 

"Brave  O'Corman  Mahon  spoke  as  the  Association  did  begin. 
Saying  GeatlmiEn  i  Pray  don't  think  me  nide. 
In  This  mon/h  o/"  February  how  the  bigots  the  will  grinn 
Like  Paul  Pry  Daniei  he  drops  in  you  think  tuiU  he  tntrud. 
The  Lawyers  of  the  Ministry  (Aey  canl  prevent  his  entry, 
We  know  a  war  wirA  him  They  "II  wage. 
In  spite  of  tAtir  Dexterity  ice  '11  have  religious  liberty 
This  coDiierSation  passed  in  the  Com  Exchange, 

"  Farewril  Dearest  Danyel  Hibemia's  tOnfidential  frind, 
Our  blc/^in  Go  along  wid  you  vnlo  the  britjsh  shore, 
Nobility  and  Gintery  to  Parllamint  will  you  attind, 
Iiihwise  be  accompanied  witi  The  blessings  of  The  Poor. 
Our  foes  within  The  house  aj  mute  as  any  mouse. 
To  sec  llie  Agitator  Triumphantly  arranged. 
No  ....  or  factious  clan  shall  daunt  the  proplc's  man  j 
This  conversation  pused  in  the  Com  Exchange. 
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«T^  worthy's  of  Hibernians  lU  may  fortune  On  those  heror/ 

smile, 
JttA  every  frind  in  Parlamint  That  does  support  the  claims. 
Brave  Grattan  Plunket  and  Burdet  Brave  yfnglissy. 
We*  11  never  forget  this  hero's  memory  in  our  br/st  Shall  #ver 

rEin. 
Her#*s  to  maTchless    ^heeP    and   gallant   S/eall,   and   Noble 

Dawson  of  Dundalk 
Theybes  q/*  religious  liberty  the  will  assail 
For  the  rites  of  millions  The  contind,  may  God  protect  dear 

Dan  our  FrinD. 
Prayybr  his  Sa/e  return  to  oifld  Ireland  again.** 

These  are  no  contemptible  specimens  of  the  political, 
but  they  only  bear  on  our  ^^  internal  resources,"  as  the 
parliamentary  phrase  is,  and  evidently  were  the  work  of 
the  ^^  secretary  for  the  home  department,"  in  ballad  affairs. 
But  be  it  known  unto  all  men  by  these  presents,  that 
we  have  had  our  ^^  secretary  for  foreign  affairs  "  also,  and 
the  political  chances  and  changes  of  Europe  have  been 
descanted  upon  by  the  Thomas-street  muses  of  our 
Balladian  Parnassus :  Bonaparte  was  the  ^^  God  of  their 
idolatry,"  and  his  victories  have  been  the  theme  of  their 
hope  and  triumph,  ingeniously  conveyed  in  drollery  or 
sarcasm,  as  his  downfall  was  of  their  most  doleful  ditties, 
of  which  we  well  remember  the  mournful  burthen  of 
one :  — 

<*  From  his  throne,  och,  hoch,  hone. 
Like  a  spalpeen  he  was  hurled.** 

Yet  even  in  their  "  flat  despair,"  they 

"  Cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind,** 

and  each  verse  of  another  cantata,  we  have  often  lis- 
tened to  with  pensive  delight,  recorded  his  by-gone 
glories,  although  it  was  wailingly  wound  up  with  this 
dismal  though  euphonious  couplet :  — 

**  But  he  *s  gone  over  saes  and  the  high  mount-i-a3m-ya 
He  is  gone  far  away  to  the  Isle  of  St.  Helenia.** 
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We  bope  our  readers  properly  appreciate  the  fertility  of 
invention  and  boldness  of  execution,  that  produced  for 
the  occasion  so  novel  and  so  able  an  example  of  the 
callida  junctura  of  Horace,  upon  which  Bishop  Hurd 
has  written  so  much,  as  is  evinced  in  this  truly  musical 
variety  of  the  common-place  word  "mountain." 

Subsequently,  however,  a  strain  of  jubilee  for  the 
re-establish  me  nt  of  the  Napoleon's  dynasty,  was  long 
and  loudly,  though  perhaps  somewhat  prematurely  in- 
dulged in ;  and  we  well  remember  hearing  the  detail  of 
anticipated  glories,  "  many  a  time  and  oft  "  in  a  certain 
song,  whose  exultant  chorus,  "piercing  ihe  nights'  dull 
car,"  pnmiised  great  things  to  the  drooping  Bonapartiets : 

"  Wken  ihe  young  King  of  roome  from  ihe  coon  of  Vianm 
Will  Wing  hii  £iiiiBi  batk  from  Uie  i»U  of  Si.  Ucbnaa,  1  " 

As  an  example  of  the  patriotic,  wc  picked  up  a  mor- 
feau  in  the  "west  end,"  one  evening  while  we  stood 
amongst  many  admiring  and  apostrophising  auditors, 
which  is  quite  too  rich  to  give  en  masse  to  our  readers ; 
we  would  not  surfeit  thecn  with  the  good  things  of  the 
ballad  world,  and  they  must  be  content,  therefore,  with 
some  extracts  from  the  "  bran  new  ballad,"  called  by 
way  of  a  title,  "  The  Wild  Irishman,"  which  a  Hercu- 
lean Hibernian,  with  a  voice  like  thunder,  was  pouring 
from  his  patriotic  throat;  he  commenced  by  informing 
his  audience  that 

"  When  God  made  the  sowl  of  a  wild  Irishman 
He  fiU'd  him  wilh  love  and  creation's  wide  spin. 
And  gev  him  peifiction.s  that  never  is  seen 
In  statue  he  "i  matchless  —  an  angel  in  face. 
(Our  friend  certainly  luai  an  exception.) 
The  invy  of  mankind  in  iliganre  and  grace 
At  foot  ball  and  hurlin'  agility's  sons 
(And  her  daughters  )o  fair,  all  as  spotless  as  nuns) 

When  victorious  —  all  mercy  —  Oh,  Erin  the  green." 

Erin  the  green's  forlorn  condition   was   very   feelingly 

depicted   in   the  two  succeeding  stanzas ;    and   fearing 
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there  was  no  human  probability  of  her  situation  bong 
bettered,  the  saints  were  thus  characteristically  invoked : 

"  Oh  St.  Patrick,  a  cushla!  St.  Bridget  asthorel 
Collum  cuill  O  mavourneen  your  mast^er  implore. 
To  look  down  with  compassion  on  Erin  the  green. " 

This  appeal  to  ^^  the  masther  **  is  quite  irresistible. 

But  in  this  it  will  be  perceived  there  is  a  mixture  of 
the  political  mingled  with  the  patriotic ;  a  tint  of  devo- 
tion to  party,  tinging  the  love  of  country.  The  poem 
having  its  birth  in  the  Liberty^  it  is  possible  that  the 
poet,  influenced  by  the  localities,  wrought  his  verses  as 
the  weaver  works  his  stuff,  and  so  his  production  is  shot^ 
as  the  technical  phrase  is,  with  two  materials,  and  re- 
minds us  of  the  alternate  flickering  of  green  and  red 
that  we  see  in  the  national  tabinet  dresses  of  our  fair 
countrywomen. 

Of  the  BACCHANALIAN,  somc  falscly  imagine,  "  Pat- 
rick's Day"  to  be  an  example;  English  people,  in  par- 
ticular, suppose  ^^  Patrick's  Day,"  in  words  and  music 
must  be  the  beau  ideal  of  an  Irish  song,  whereas,  in 
neither  is  it  a  happy  specimen ;  as  for  the  words,  there 
is  amongst  them  a  couplet  that  pronounces,  at  once, 
damning  sentence  against  the  whole  composition. 

**  And  wc  will  be  merry 
And  drinking  of  iA^rry." 

Bah !  sherry  indeed ;  no  Irish  ballad  laureate  ever 
wrote  two  such  lines,  it  is  the  production  of  a  bungler, 
especially  when  we  consider  that  any  but  a  thorough 
blockhead  could  have  so  easily  rhymed  it  thus:  — 


<< 


And  we  will  be  frisky 
A  drinking  of  whiskey 

On  Patrick's  day  in  the  morning." 


u 


Garryowen,"  that  much  superior  air,  which,  in  our 
opinion,  ought  to  be  the  national  one  instead,  is  disfig- 
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ured,  in  like  manner,  by  a  ward  which  grates  harshly 
upon  tbe  ear  of  the  connoisseur :  — 

my  boys  wc  *ll  drink  brown  alt 

We'll  pay  the  reck'ning  on  the  nail 
And  devi!  a  min  shall  go  lo  jail 
From  garryowen  my  glory." 

We  ctmfess  we  cannot  bear  this  ali;  something  aih  us 
at  the  sound,  and  it  disturbs  our  association  of  ideas: 
ale,  at  once,  refers  us  to  England  j  and  portly  John 
Bulb  and  Bonifaces,  instead  of  muscular  Paddies,  pre- 
sent theniselves  lo  our  "  mind's-eye  : "  it  is  a  pity,  for  the 
other  lines  are  good,  particularly  the  third,  which  dis- 
plays that  noble  contempt  of  the  laws,  so  truly  charac- 
teristic of  our  heroes  of  the  south.  But  here  follows  a 
touch  of  the  true  Bacchanalian,  in  which  our  national 
beverage  is  victoriously  vindicated:  — 

"  The  tuld  ladies  love  coniac 
The  sailors  all  brag  of  (heir  mm 
It 's  a  folly  to  talk,  Paddy  vhack 
Knows  there's  nothing  like  whiskey  for  fun 
They  may  talk  oftvro  birds  in  a  bush. 
But  I  'd  rather  have  one  in  the  hand. 
For  if  rum  is  the  pride  of  the  Sai 
'T  is  vrhijkey  'i  die  pride  of  our  land." 

What  a  logical  deduction  is  here  drawn  from  a  proverb, 
that  is  "somewhat  musty,"  as  our  friend  Hamlet  says  — 
"  A  bird  in  tbe  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush."  Argal, 
whiskey  is  much  better  drinking  than  rum.  The  infer- 
ence is  as  clear  as  ditch  water. 

The  bard  next  proceeds  to  exult  in  our  superiority  ovef 
other  nations  in  the  native  tipple,  which  he  thus  felici- 
tously illustrates :  — 

"  The  Dutchman  he  has  a  big  butt 
Full  of  gin,  and  the  munseere  drinks  pott 
To  the  divil  I  pitch  sitch  roi-gut, 
Pot  to  drink  it  would  n't  be  any  sport 
1S4 


Ballads  and  Ballad-Singers 

*T  is  the  juice  of  the  shamrock  at  home 
That  is  brewM  in  brave  Bacchus*  s  still. 
Bates  the  world,  and  it  *s  of  sweet  Inliishowen 
I  wish  that  I  now  had  my  fill/* 

Here  is  a  happy  adaptation  of  classical  knowledge  to 
the  subject  in  hand;  Bacchus's  itill  is  a  great  hit. 

Burns  himself  indulges  in  a  similar  liberty,  when  he 
uses  his  national  dialect  to  name  the  fount  of  Castaly  :  — 

«  Castalia^s  hum^  an'  a'  that.** 

But,  as  the  Bacchanalian  must  be  an  uninteresting  theme 
to  our  fair  readers,  we  shall  content  ourselves  with  the 
specimens  already  given  in  that  line,  and  hurry  on  to  the 
next  in  order  of  succession,  viz.  descriptive. 

We  Irish  are  fond  of  dilating  on  whatsoever  subject 
we  treat,  (perchance,  indeed,  at  this  moment  we  are 
giving  a  practical  example,)  and  in  the  descriptive  line  of 
ballad,  there  is  ^^  ample  verge  "  for  indulging  in  this 
national  propensity,  whether  it  concern  places  or  persons, 
men  or  manners,  town  or  country,  morning,  noon,  or 
night.  As  a  specimen  in  the  local  line,  a  brilliant  one 
exists  in  that  far-famed  ditty  that  so  pathetically  sets 
forth  how 

*'  A  Sailor  coorted  a  Farmer*  s  daughter 
That  lived  cono/^nient  to  the  Isle  of  Man.** 

Here,  though  with  that  native  delicacy  which  always 
characterises  true  genius,  the  name  of  the  false  fair  one 
is  withheld,  her  ^^  local  habitation  "  is  considered  matter 
of  importance;  and  with  admirable  precision  it  is  laid 
dffwtiy  as  seamen  say,  in  the  most  chart-like  fashion. 


« 


Con*vaynient  to  the  Isle  of  Man.** 


An  additional  interest  is  thus  excited  for  the  heroine, 
who  must  have  been  (as  far  as  we  could  gather  from  our 
visit  to  Douglas,  at  the  late  regatta,)  either  a  mermaid,  or 
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some  amphibious  charmer,  whom,  with  much  critical 
judgment,  the  poet  has  selected  as  the  "  decaver  "  of  a 
naval  hero. 

Anotfatr  felicitous  specimen  exists  in  a  very  old  and 
favourite  ballad,  giving"  the  whole  full,  thrue,  and  par- 
t'clar  account  "  of  how  a  certain  highway  hero  fulfils  his 
crieweihte.  The  description  of  the  entire  trial,  includ- 
ing the  examination  ot  witnesses,  is  very  graphically 
given  i  and  when  sentence  of  death  is  at  length  pro- 
nounced against  him,  you  are  thus  most  atfcctingly  in- * 
formed  in  the  Jint  ptrsen : —  M 

"  When  they  did  srntincc  me  lo  Die,  • 

The  judge  and  the  Jury  they  rii  a  Mumful  cry; 
My  TindAer  Wifc  ihe  did  roar  and  Bawl 
While  the  bhtAer  Tears  from  her  Eyes  did  fall, 
Oh!  the  curse  o'  Jasui  ii^t  an  ye«  all! " 

When  he  comes  to  the  gallows,  he  gives  a  very  exemp- 
lary exhortation  to  "  the  throng ; "  and  with  a  sort  of  a 
predictive  consciousness  that  he  shall  live  in  verie,  though 
he  must  die  in  fad,  he  addresses  to  the  multitude,  viva 
voce,  this  posthumous  appeal :  — 

"  And  now  I'm  dtad,  and  Ici  my  disgrace 
Be  never  threw  in  my  Childhcr's  face. 
For  they  arc  Young  and  dcsarvcs  no  blame 
Altho'  their  Father  is  come  to  Shame." 

This  sudden  adoption  of  the  first  person  is,  however, 
by  no  means  a  singular  species  of  metabasis  \  on  the  con- 
trary, we  find  it  a  favourite  figure  of  speech  in  such 
compositions  ;  for  example,  in  "  Thamama  Hulla  :  " 

•'  I  have  heerd  the  town  clock  give  its  usual  warning 
I  am  aiUtp  and  don' t  waken  me. ' ' 

And  again,  in  the  far-famed  "Fanny  Blair."  The  vic- 
tim ofFanny'sfalseswearing,  after  giving  this  admnnitoiy 
couplet  to  all  "sportin'  young  blades" — 
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**  Beware  of  young  women  that  folleys  (follows)  bad  rules 
For  that  *s  why  I  *m  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  my  blifme/* 

coBcIudes  by  very  piously  ejaculating, 

<<  And  now  it  *s  your  blessin  dear  parents  I  crave 
Likewise  my  dear  Mother  that  did  me  consave/* 

(^Hi  baJj  it  would  seem^  a  supernumerary  parent  on  ibis 
occasion.) 

**  And  now  lam  dead  and  laid  in  the  mould 
The  Lord  may  have  Mercy  on  my  poor  sinful  So44;lI  ** 

The  renowned  "  Brian  O'Lynn  "  has  been  the  hero  of 
description  to  a  great  extent ;  his  apparel  even  has  been 
deemed  worthy  of  note.  Few  of  our  readers,  we  trust, 
have  had  their  education  so  utterly  neglected,  as  to  be 
still  in  ignorance  of  the  first  stanza  of  this  incomparable 
effusion :  — 

<<  Brian  O*  Lynn  had  no  breeches  to  wear 
So  he  bought  him  a  sheep-skin  to  make  him  a  pair ; 
With  the  skinny  side  out  and  the  woolly  side  in, 
They  are  pleasant  and  cool,  says  Brian  OXynn  !** 

But  Brian  is  anxious  to  cut  a  figure  in  the  world,  and 
laments  the  want  of  that  most  necessary  appendage  to 
"ginteel  clothin*  "  — a  watch:  but  how  to  come  by  it  is 
the  question.  At  last,  Brian  hits  upon  an  expagement^  (as 
a  literary  friend  of  ours  says,)  which,  for  originality  of 
invention,  leaves  rail-roads  and  steam-carriages  far  behind. 
It  is  with  satisfaction  that  we  claim  the  modest  merit 
of  first  introducing  to  public  regard  and  admiration  the 
following  inimitable  stanza:  — 

"  Brian  O'Lynn  had  no  watch  to  put  ow, 

So  he  scooped  out  a  turnip  to  make  him  a  one  ; 

He  next  put  a  cricket  ci^7nc  und^er  the  sAkin, 

Whoo  !  they'll  think  it  is  ticking  says  Brian  O'Lynn  !" 
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RaruaiiHus  Briney!     What  can  surpass  this  ? 

But  the  personal  attractions  of  the  fair,  form  the  n 
incxhuist9)le  theme  for  the  poet's  fancy,  and  give  : 
wider  KXfpe  to  bis  invention  in  the  discovery  of  i 
images  :  par  exempU  :  — 

"Her  waist  is  taper. 

None  is  compiclcr 
Like  ihc  tuneful  nine  or  ihe  lambs  at  play  i 

And  her  iwo  eyes  shioin 

Like  ronlin  diamonds. 
And  her  breath  as  sweet  as  (he  floncrs  in  May." 

We  cannot  too  much  admire  the  richness  and  perspi- 
cuity of  diis  description  :  rich  in  the  displav  oi  the  lady's 
charms,  which  combine  ihc  united  beauties  of  the  "  tune- 
ful nine  "  with  the  Innocent  frolicsomcness  of  the"  lambs 
at  play  ;  "  and  perspicuous  even  to  the  agreeable  fact  that 
she  has  two  eyts^  and  both  are  bright. 

But  we  must  not  venture  to  trespass  too  far  on  thy 
patience,  gentle  reader.  On  this  subject  wf  could  never 
tire  of  writing,  nor  shouldst  thou  of  reading,  hadst  thou 
but  the  felicity  of  being  tinctured,  like  ourselves,  with 
the  true  ballad  passion.     But  we  must 

"  Lure  the  tassel-gentle  back  again," 

and    therefore    shall    hasten   to    a    conclusion  for   the 
present. 

The  NON-DESCRIPT  last  claims  our  exemplifying  no- 
tice, and  indeed  our  memory  abounds  with  illustrations 
in  point  i  we  shall,  however,  content  ourselves  with 
one  which  we  look  upon  as  choice,  and  deserving  to  be 
marked  with  three  R's,  as  Dominie  Sampson  says,  de- 
noting the  rarest  excellence  -.  — 

"The  Rhyme  for  the   Ram:" 

which  rhyme  is  declared  to  be  a  mystery  far  beyond  the 
poet's  comprehension,  hitherto  undiscovered,  and  to  be 
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classed  only  with  the  philosopher's  stone,  or  such  arcana 
of  nature.  We  have  all  heard  of  the  difficulty  of  finding 
a  rhyme  for  silver^  which  our  countryman  overcame  at 
once  by  adducing  chiUher  as  a  satisfactory  solution  ;  but 
the  bard  on  this  occasion  soars  to  sublime  flights :  — 

**  No  one  could  discover 
From  Calais  to  Dover, 

The  house  of  Hanover  and  the  town  Dunleer. 
Nor  they  who  belie  us, 
And  freedom  deny  us, 

Ould  Mr.  M *s  could  never  come  near  | 

For  no  Methodist  preacher. 

Nor  nate  linen  blacher, 

The  keenest  of  teachers,  nor  the  wisdom  of  man 

Nor  Joanna  Southco^, 

Nor  FitGarild  the  pote  (poet) 

Nor  fver  yit  wrote  a  fit  rhyme  for  the  Ram.** 

What  a  wide  range  the  muse  has  taken  here  in  search 
of  this  rhythmatical  treasure  !  In  the  depths  of  the  sea, 
between  Calais  and  Dover,  she  is  too  straitened :  next 
she  throws  herself,  with  as  little  success,  upon  the  mu- 
nificence of  the  house  of  Brunswick,  which,  by  the  most 
perfect  association  of  ideas  in  the  world,  reminds  her  of 
the  town  of  Dunleer.  The  new  light  is  next  appealed  to 
unavailingly ;  and  the  wisdom  of  man  very  naturally  re- 
minds her  of  Johanna  Southcote,  who  is  surpassed  in  the 
climax  by  that  still  greater  humbug,  FitzGerald  the  pote. 

This,  we  fearlessly  put  forward,  as  the  most  brilliant 
specimen  of  the  non-descript  in  the  world. 


189 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


NATIONAL    PROVERBS 


NATIONAL    PROVERBS 

IT  has  often  struck  me  that  the  old  sayings  of  our 
forefathers  would  furnish  matter  not  only  of  amuse- 
ment, but  of  utility,  were  we  to  apply  our  minds  to  the 
consideration  of  them,  with  that  laudable  object.  How 
frequently  a  proverb  is  used  merely  in  the  flippancy 
which  habit  has  engendered,  without  a  thought  being 
given  to  the  meaning  it  so  pungently  conveys.  The 
frequency  of  its  usage  blunts  its  point — we  disregard 
what  has  become  so  common,  in  the  true  spint  of  the 
saying,  that  "too  much  familiarity  breeds  contempt." 
But  why  should  we  despise  proverbs  f  Should  we  not 
rather  consider  them  as  legacies  bequeathed  to  us  by  our 
ancestors,  from  their  hoarded  experience,  and  if  properly 
applied,  perhaps  more  valuable  than  legacies  of  gold  ? 
No  one  would  despise  the  golden  legacy,  because  that 
would  belong  to  him  in  particular,  but  as  the  world  In 
general  are  heirs  in  common  to  the  mental  treasure,  we 
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attach  ;]e  value  to  what  is  so  largely  divided  —  this 
feeling, ,  ;rhaps,  might  be  traced  to  a  selfish  motive,  if 
the  ai^ui  lent  were  pursued,  but  as  I  wish  to  amuse  and 
instruct  ind  not  to  sermonize,  I  shall  not  loiter  into  a 
metapl  cal  discussion  on  the  occasion,  but  proceed  in 
the  dir       course  of  mv  observations. 

Old  t  legacies  bequeathed  to 

us    by  rir    hoarded    experience. 

Might  lem  as    treasures    buried 

under  How    many   days    and 

nights  jourers  given  to  digging 

in  soiD'  I,  for  a  "  crock  o'  gold," 

when  n  better  spent  in  obtain- 

ing the  found  in  some  of  these 

old  sayings  we  have  likened  to  such  treasures. 

It  is  with  such  a  feeling  that  I  take  up  my  literary 
pick-axe.  I  have  said,  that  from  their  being  often  heard, 
and  being  common  property  proverbs  have  fallen  into 
disregard,  and  we  are  oftener  used  to  "  adorn  a  tale " 
than  to  "  point  a  moral ; "  therefore  it  is  my  intention 
to  put  forward,  occasionally,  a  literary  sketch,  to  place 
in  palpable  shape  before  the  public  the  pith  of  some 
good  old  sayings.  So  far  for  the  preface ;  and  now  to 
commence. 


THE  COUPLE-BEGGAR 

PETER  MOLLOY  was  not  more  than  one-and- 
twenty,  when,  from  good  conduct,  he  had  acquired 
a  considerable  degree  of  his  master's  confidence.  From 
the  age  of  fifteen  he  had  been  in  the  same  situation, 
which  enabled  him  to  support  his  mother,  who  had  been 
left  a  widow,  with  three  infant  children,  whose  existence 
depended  entirely  on  her  own  solitary  exertions.  She 
had  performed  the  duties  of  a  mother  well,  and  reared 
bcr  offspring  in  principles  of  honesty  and  sobriety,  and 
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thejr,  as  they  grew  up,  repaid  her  in  affection  and  indus- 
try that  contributed  largely  to  her  comfort.  But  it  was 
the  will  of  heaven  that  she  should  lose  two  of  her  chil- 
dren by  death,  and  the  hand  of  sickness  fell  heavily  on 
her  soon  after,  and  she  became  so  broken  from  grief  and 
disease,  that  at  last  she  was  quite  dependant  on  Peter  for 
support.  This  he  gave  his  mother  with  a  willingness 
that  did  him  honour.  But  Peter's  head  was  not  quite  so 
good  as  his  heart,  and  he  shared  largely  in  the  thought- 
lessness that,  unfortunately,  but  too  often  distinguishes  his 
countrymen.  My  story  commences  just  at  the  period  up 
to  which  Peter  had  given  perfect  satisfaction  to  his  mas- 
ter, and  well  would  it  have  been  for  Peter,  if  he  had  not 
been  minding  the  pretty  face  of  a  servant  girl  that  stood 
one  morning  at  a  door  in  the  city,  receiving  bread  from 
a  baker,  instead  of  attending  to  his  business.  —  She  saw 
the  passing  admiration  she  excited,  and  took  care  to  let 
Peter  perceive  it  was  not  disagreeable.  From  so  slight 
a  beginning  as  this,  an  intimacy  was  established  between 
them,  and  frequent  meetings  were  contrived,  in  which 
the  pleasure  of  Peter  and  Biddy  (for  such  was  the  girl's 
name)  was  more  consulted  than  the  interests  of  his  mas- 
ter or  her  mistress.  Peter  became  less  attentive  to  his 
duties ;  his  master  complained  and  he  made  excuses  — 
but  secretly  thought  "  it  was  mighty  hard,  so  it  was,  that 
he  could  n't  have  a  little  bit  o'  divarshin  without  a  dark 
look  and  a  hard  word  from  the  masthcr  —  sure  he  was 
seldom  neglecting  his  business."  Peter  should  have  re- 
membered that  he  ought  never  to  have  neglected  it. 

One  night,  at  the  iron  palisades  of  a  house  in  York- 
street,  a  voice  was  heard  calling  in  a  half  mumbling  half 
supplicating  tone,  "  Ah  !  Mrs.  Cook,  dear,  give  a  bit  o' 
something  to  the  poor  woman  —  God  bless  you,  Mrs. 
Cook,  and  extend  your  charity  to  the  cowld  and  hungry." 
**  Who  's  that  ?  "  said  a  voice  in  an  undertone,  from  the 
area  —  and  Biddy  (for  it  was  she)  advanced  from  the 
kitchen   door.      "Whisht,   whisht,"   said   a  man   from 
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o  had  feigned  a  beggar-woman's  tone  and  man- 
if  he  was  heard,  the  master  or  mistress  of  the 
;ht  not  discover  his  sex  from  his  voice,  and 
out  that  a  male  friend  was  paying  Biddy  a 
visit.  The  conversation  dropped  into  a  whis- 
ran  thus  — "Well.  Biddy  dariin',  may  1  go 
the  misihiss  is  gone  to 
the  palisades,  and  dropt 
m  Biddy  awaited  him; 
ilo  the  kitchen  by  this 
the  faith  reposed  in  her 
,  by  stealth,  a  stranger 


above, 
ner,  th 
house 
thus  fi 
noctur 
per,  a 
down  j 
bed."- 
tnto  tb 
and  h< 
though 
by  her 
into  t> 

Thii  Biddy's,  who  had  been 

courting  her  for  some  time,  and  was  a  rival  of  Peter's. 
She  had  met  him  at  a  dance,  in  the  house  of  a  woman 
of  her  acquaintance,  where  she  went  one  night,  having 
obtained  permission  to  go  abroad,  on  the  pretence  of 
visiting  her  mother,  thus  committing  the  double  crime 
of  deceiving  her  mistress  by  a  falsehood,  and  going  to  a 
dance  without  her  mother's  consent.  This  friend  of 
hers  was,  what  is  commonly  called,  "no  great  things," 
and  this  man  whom  she  met  there  was  no  safe  com- 
panion for  a  woman.  He  made  the  silly  girl  believe  he 
was  fond  of  her ;  he  promised  her  marriage  and  said  he 
was  only  waiting  for  some  money  he  was  to  get  from 
"  an  ould  uncle  of  his  in  America,  that  died  lately  and 
left  him  somethin'  smart,  that  ud  make  him  up,  —  and 
sure  you're  the  deludher  inrirely,  Biddy,"  said  he  to  her, 
with  an  accompanying  action  of  atfection. 

"  Ah,  now,  behave  yourself,  Tom,"  said  Biddy,  "  deed 
and  deed  it 's  a  shame  for  you  —  lave  off  I  tell  you." 

"  And  what  harm,"  said  Tom, "  by  the  hole  in  my  hat 
but  them  eyes  o'  yours  ud  split  a  flag — it's  you  that 
takes  the  rag  aff  o'  the  bush  in  airnest." 

"Well  none  o'  your  palaver,"  said  Biddy,  " where 's 
the  ring  you  promised  to  show  me  ?  " 
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**  Tbcjr  had  n't  one  at  the  jew'lers  to-day,  that  was 
nate  enough  for  you,  but  they  expec'  some  fresh  ones 
in  next  week !  " 

**  Ah !  that 's  the  way  you  're  puttin'  me  oflF  now," 
said  Biddy  with  a  frown. 

**  See,  now,"  said  Tom,  "  by  this  and  by  that  and  by 
all  the  books  that  never  was  prented  — " 

"  Whisht !  "  said  Biddy  suddenly,  and  growing  pale  — 
•*  whisht  you  divil ; "  and  she  ran  to  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  to  listen.     She  returned  in  a  moment. 

"  Oh  !  what  '11  I  do  now  ?  "  said  she,  in  much  terror 
—  ^by  all  that 's  good  here  's  my  misthiss  comin'  down 
stairs,  and  if  she  sees  you  I  'm  ruinated  !  " 

"  I  '11  get  up  the  arya  (area)  agin  !  "  said  Tom,  run- 
ning to  the  door. 

"  You  have  n't  time,  and  she  'd  hear  the  noise,"  said 
Biddy,  — "here  —  run  into  the  coal-hole,  and  hide  ;  "  and 
accordingly  Tom  popped  into  the  coal-vault,  which  stood 
in  the  area  opposite  the  kitchen  door. 

Biddy  had  hardly  returned  to  the  kitchen  when  her 
mistress  entered. 

"  Biddy,"  said  she,  "  who  have  you  been  speaking  to  ? " 

"  To  nobody,  ma'am,"  said  Biddy. 

**!  thought  I  heard  voices  here,"  said  the  mistress, 
"  but  certainly  there  was  a  noise." 

"  Oh  !  yis,  ma'am,"  said  Biddy,  "  there  was  a  noise 
ma'am  —  't  was  the  cat  ma'am,  that  knocked  down  a 
saucepan  ma'am  —  hish  !  hish  !  go  along  Tom  (there  was 
a  Tom  in  the  case  certainly)  go  along  you  big  thief —  he  's 
always  stalin'  butthcr  ma'am  and  knocking  down  things." 

But,  with  all  her  lies,  she  could  not  deceive  her  mis- 
tress, who  happened  to  be  so  near  when  the  visitor  had 
been  secreted,  that  she  knew  where  he  was  as  well  as 
Biddy  herself.  So,  looking  about,  she  saw  a  basin  of 
dirty  water  lying  in  the  kitchen,  and  said,  "  I  often  told 
you,  Biddy,  never  to  leave  slops  lying  about  the  house  in 
this  manner,"  and  so  saying  she  took  the  vessel,  and  going 
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to  thedoor  of  the  coal-vault,  sheflung  its  filthy  contents 
far  into  it  as  she  could,  and  her  random  shot  was  so  hap- 
pily directed,  as  to  drench  most  completely  Biddy's  htau. 

Mister  Tom  could  hardly  refrain  from  shouting  aloud 
when  he  got  the  salute  of  cold  and  dirty  water,  but  the 
fear  of  discovery  was  greater  than  the  power  of  the 
shoclc,  and  he  bore  it  silently,  and  stood  dripping  in  dark- 
ness and  secrecy. 

Having  executed  this  piece  of  punishment  she  retired, 
and  Biddy  hberated  her  admirer,  and  a  pretty  figure  he 
cut  when  he  came  into  the  light.  His  air  was  sadly  al- 
tered, for  the  briskness  of  his  gallantry  seemed  quite  to 
have  been  drenched  out  of  him  by  the  ducking  he  got, 
and  Biddy,  even  in  the  midst  of  her  own  uneasiness, 
could  not  help  bughing  at  him,  as  he  came  forth,  like  a 
river  god,  dripping  at  all  points.  But  all  mirth  was  dis- 
pelled by  the  sound  of  a  foot-step  on  the  stairs —  not  the 
light  step  of  a  woman,  but  the  firm  tread  of  a  man,  and 
the  kitchen  was  entered  by  the  master  of  the  house, 
armed  with  a  case  of  pistols. —  "Quit  my  house  this 
moment,  you  ruffian,"  said  the  gentleman  to  the  discom- 
fited Tom,  in  a  decided  tone  of  voice,  "  and  be  thankful 
that  I  do  not  send  you  Co  the  watch-house." 

Biddy  was  dismissed  the  next  day  -without  a  character. 
She  told  her  friend  Tom  how  he  had  occasioned  her  the 
loss  of  her  place,  and  urged  him  to  marry  her  at  once ; 
but  Tom  refused,  and  in  a  week  more  was  lodged  in  jail 
on  a  charge  of  robbery.  Biddy  was  now  more  agreeable 
than  ever  to  poor  Peter  iMolloy,  who  still  continued  to 
court  her,  and  persisted  in  neglecting  his  business,  on  her 
account.  Peter  thought  he  would  never  be  happy  till  he 
was  married  to  Biddy,  and  he  often  repeated  to  himself  a 
saying,  that,  though  good,  when  properly  applied,  is  one 
much  calculated  to  mislead  young  and  foolish  people. — 
"Sure,"  said  Peter,  "God  never  sends  mouths  but  he 
sends  bread  to  fill  them."  Thus  it  was  that  he  looked 
forward  to  the  support  of  a  future  family. 
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In  a  few  days  Peter  "  treated  "  Biddy  to  Donnybrook- 
fiiir.  — "  Now,  my  darlin'  step  out  on  the  flure,"  said 
Peter,  **  and  we  '11  show  the  world  what  we  can  do. 
Rise  it,  your  sowl !  "  cried'  Peter  to  the  piper,  and  away 
he  and  Biddy  danced  much  to  their  own  admiration. — 
After  dancing  till  they  were  tired,  they  went  to  rest 
themselves  at  a  show,  where  a  lady  decked  out  in  dirt  and 
spangles,  and  thumping  a  tambourine,  was  bellowing  her 
invitation  to  the  public  in  the  following  fascinating 
couplet :  — 

<<  Leedies  and  gintlemin,  be  plazed  to  step  in, 

Wc  're  just   goin'  for  to  commence,  for  to  proceed,  for  to 

begin. — 
And  you  Ml  see  what  you  niver  yet  heerd. 
All  about  Blue  Beerd, 

For  the  small  charge  o'  three  ha'  pence." 

"  This  way  mem  —  this  way,"  said  Fatima  herself  to 
Biddy,  as  she  was  handed  up  the  plank  that  led  to  the 
boxes,  where  Blue  Beard  was  taking  the  pence,  and 
murdering  the  King's  English,  before  he  set  about  mur- 
dering his  wives.  Biddy  was  scarcely  seated,  when 
she  turned  round  to  see  who  was  tapping  her  on  the 
head,  and  to  her  surprise  and  indignation  she  found  that 
this  tapping  proceeded  from  a  pair  of  feet,  hanging  down 
from  a  plank  above  her,  which  was  the  gallery ;  Biddy 
looked  up,  and  in  a  tone  of  extreme  politeness  said, 
**  Young  man  —  young  man  —  I  say  —  I  '11  thank  you 
not  to  be  wipin'  your  shoes  in  my  new  straw  bonnet." 
"  I  ax  your  pardon,  ma'am,  but  I  thought  't  was  a  mat, 
bekase  it 's  so  coorse."  "  Howld  your  prate,"  said 
Peter  Molloy,  "or  by  this  and  by  that  "  — but  here  the 
play  commenced  and  hostilities  were  prevented.  After 
the  play,  Peter  should  refresh  Biddy  with  a  tumbler,  and 
one  tumbler  led  to  another,  till  between  Cupid  and 
Bacchus,  or,  in  plain  English,  between  Biddy's  eyes  and 
the  whiskey  punch,  Peter  got  so  enamoured  of  his 
charmer,  that  he   prevailed  on   that   timid   and   innocent 
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creatttrt  go  at  once  with  him  to  a  couplc-beg^r,  which 
is  one  ■  he  means  of  diversion  to  be  found  ai  Donnj- 
broolc-l  This  high-priest  of  Hymen  they  found  in  a 

filthy  h  'li  he  was  all  over  dirt,  snuff  and  whiskey; 
his  spii  :  shanks  seemed  insufficient  to  support  his 
bloated  iv.  his  knees  hent  inwards  under  the  diseased 
cncumb  k1    nose    gave   evidence 

that  del  to  so  disgusting  a  spec- 

tacle, entered,  he  welcomed 

them  w  "  Well  done,  my  boy," 

said  he,  w  to  lose  no  time   in 

making  le  holy  poker,   a   purty 

girl  she  >y,"  said  he  to  his  as- 

sistant, <       ...g   iiie  iiij  Darby   brought   him   a 

greasy  book  and  a  large  rusiy  key.  "Kneel  down,  my 
beauty  —  but  stop  —  not  yet  —  where  's  the  money  ?  " — 

"  How  much  is  it.  Sir  ? "  said  Peter. 

"  Five  bogs,  and  a  tester  to  the  clerk." 

"I  have  only  half  a  crown  left,"  said  Peter. 

"  And  well  for  you,"  said  the  couple-beggar,  "  few 
men  can  keep  a  whole  crawn  in  Donny brook-fair,  —  ha  ! 
ha!  ha! — well,  I'll  be  generous  —  give  me  the  cash, 
and  you  shall  have  an  equivalent." 

"  Oh  !  that  would  n't  do  at  all,"  said  Peter,  "  we  must 
be  marrid  and  nothin'  else." 

"  Ha !  ha !  well,  I  'II  do  as  much  as  I  can  for  the 
money." 

«  Oh  !  Lord  !  "  said  Biddy,  "  do  you  think  I  'd  do  the 
like  as  to  be  half  marrid,  I  'd  be  no  one's  conkurbine  -,  it 
must  be  complate,  or  I  '11  not  be  satisfied." 

"Well,  well,  kneel  down,"  said  the  old  rascal,  "and 
I  'II  solder  you  together,  equal  to  the  most  reverend  tinker 
o'  them  all." 

Some  mumbled  ceremony  was  then  gone  through,  and 
Peter  was  desired  to  put  the  ring  on  Biddy's  finger. 

"  Oh,   murther ! "  shouted   Peter,  "  by   the   piper  o' 
Blessin'town,  I  have  no  ring." 
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^  Bad  luck  to  you  !  "  said  a  piper,  who  was  seated  on  a 
three-legged  stool,  in  a  corner,  ^^how  dar'  you  have  the 
impidence  to  talk  of  any  other  piper  here  than  me  ?  I  'm 
the  finest  piper  that  ever  squeezed  music  out  iv  a  bag, 
barrin'  the  piper  that  played  before  Moses,  —  glory  to 
him ! " 

**  I  ax  your  pardon.  Sir,"  said  Peter. 

"  *T  is  granted,"  said  he  of  the  chanter. 

**  But  what  '11  I  do  for  a  ring  ?  "  said  Peter  to  the 
couple-beggar. 

^  My  coadjutor  will  supply  you  with  one  for  another 
shilling." 

"  Divil  a  rap  more  I  have,"  said  Peter. 

**  Well,"  said  Biddy,  who  did  n't  like  the  work  to  be 
interrupted,  "  here  it  is,"  and  she  handed  out  the  money. 

'*  You  're  a  rale  lady,"  said  the  clerk,  and  he  put  into 
Peter's  hand  the  big  iron  key. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  with  this  ?  "  said  Peter. 

"  Put  the  loop  o'  the  kay  an  her  finger,  and  it 's  as 
good   a    ring   as  ever  done    the  job." 

"  Oh  !  I  'm  afeard  it  won't  be  an  honest  marriage," 
said  Biddy. 

**Tut,  you  fool,"  said  the  couple-beggar,  "put  out 
your  fist,  and  none  of  your  nonsense  !  —  how  nice  you 
are  !  —  may  be  it 's  a  goold  ring  you  want.  I  tell  you 
what,  you  jade,  that  blessed  key  has  locked  up  more 
people  in  Hyman's  condemned  cell  than  any  other  jail 
key  in  his  Majesty's  dominion.  —  Kiss  her  now,  you  dog, 
and  your  job  's  done." 

Peter  gave  her  a  smack  as  loud  as  a  pistol-shot ;  and 
the  piper  and  fiddler  struck  up  the  tunes  of "  Stoney- 
batter,"  and  "  Go  to  the  Devil  and  shake  yourself."  — 
"  Now  be  off,"  said  the  drunken  old  brute  —  "  be  off,  I 
say,  for  there  are  others  waiting  who  are  ordered  for 
immediate  execution,"  and  he  tossed  ofFa  glass  of  whiskey 
to  the  health  of  the  happy  pair. 

Next    morning,  Peter    Molloy  was    rather    surprised 
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when  he  awoke  to  find  he  had  a  head-ache  and  a  wife. 
However,  what  was  done  could  noi  be  undone ;  and 
though  Peter  was  rather  startled,  he  was  not,  to  say,  sorrj-, 
for  he  was  attached  to  the  girl,  and  had  thought  for  some 
time  be  should  never  be  happy  till  he  was  married. 
Peter  went  out  to  his  employmem,  hut  his  master  met 
him  at  the  door  of  his  warehouse,  and  told  him  he  had 
no  further  employment  for  him.  Peter  ventured  to  ask 
him  why,  and  his  master  told  him  that  for  some  time  his 
conduct  had  been  unsatisfactory,  he  had  been  neglecting 
his  business,  and  he  feared  he  was  not  going  on  well ;  he 
had  heard  also  that  the  day  before  be  was  seen  at  the 
fair,  in  company  with  a  voung  woman,  who  did  not  seem 
a  bit  better  than  she  should  be.  This  was  a  "  staggerer  " 
to  poor  Peter  —  his  heart  jumped  to  his  throat  at  the 
words,  and  he  could  not  utter  a  syllable  more;  he  re- 
turned home  —  no  —  not  home,  for  be  had  not  dared  to 
go  on  the  preceding  night  to  his  mother's,  but  be  re- 
turned to  Biddy,  and  we  leave  the  reader  to  suppose  with 
what  appetite  he  sat  down  to  his  breakfast.  "  What 's 
the  matther,  Peter,"  said  Biddy.  "  Oh  !  nothin',"  said 
Peter,  and  breakfast  passed  over  rather  silently.  "  Biddy," 
said  Peter,  when  their  meal  was  finished,  "  my  masther 
has  put  me  out  iv  employment  this  mornin'  and  I  've  no 
money,  and  I  'm  afeard  to  tell  my  mother  1  'm  married 
yet'i] — sodarlin',  I  think  you  had  betther  thry  and  excuse 
yourself  to  your  misthress  for  being  out  last  night,  and  go 
back  to  your  place  antil  times  mend  wid  uz." 

"Oh  !  thin,  is  that  the  way  you  're  goin'  to  put  away 
your  wife  I  Oh!  musha,  did  I  think  I'd  be  used  this 
way,"  —  and  Biddy  made  a  capital  imitation  of  crying. 
—  "  Why,  sure,  how  can  I  help  it,  Biddy  dear —  you  sec 
mattbers  has  gone  crass  wid  me,"  But  in  the  end, 
Peter  discovered  that  Biddy  was  out  of  place  as  well  as 
himself,  and  he  then  began  to  wish  in  his  heart  he  had 
not  been  in  so  violent  a  hurry  j  besides  he  had  not  quite 
got  rid  of  the  sting  he  felt  at  the  imputation  his  master 
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cast  upon  Biddy's  appearance.  It  was  with  a  heavy  heart 
that  Peter,  at  last,  when  he  summoned  sufficient  resolu- 
tion, told  his  mother  of  his  circumstances,  and  the  sor- 
rowing woman  shook  her  head  and  said,  ^^  Ah  !  Peter,  my 
poor  foolish  boy,  why  did  n't  you  mind  your  mother's 
advice  ?     You  often  heard  me  say,  Peter  dear, 

"  Marry  in  haste  and  repent  at  leisured* 
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PETER  MOLLOY  was  now,  what  is  commonly 
called,  a  "  happy  man ; "  but  there  was  not  so 
miserable  a  happy  man  in  the  king's  dominions.  He 
had  suddenly  brought  upon  him  the  charge  of  a  wife, 
without  any  previous  means  laid  by  for  supporting  her, 
and  he  had  lost  his  employment  the  morning  after  he 
had  married.  This  was  a  black  prospect  for  poor  Peter, 
and  when  he  considered  that  not  only  he,  who  was  guilty 
of  the  imprudence,  should  suffer,  but  that  his  poor 
mother,  against  whose  advice  he  had  acted,  should  feel 
the  consequences  of  his  rashness,  also,  his  conscience 
rose  up  against  him  in  judgment,  and  his  heart  smote 
him  for  being  an  undutiful  child  as  well  as  a  foolish 
young  man. 
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The  poor  mother  did  not  speak  unkindly  to  her  son, 
but  was  more  silent  than  usual,  and  evidently  in  sorrow. 
His  mother's  forbearance  and  grief  were  additional  loads 
upon  poor  Peter's  heart,  for  we  have  said,  already,  that 
his  heart  was  better  than  his  head.  But  grieving  would 
not  get  him  and  his  wife  and  mother  a  dinner,  so  Peter 
set  out  to  look  for  another  situation.  He  was  not  a 
tradesman,  therefore,  to  find  a  new  employment  was 
more  difficult  for  him.  He  could  not  leave  one  work- 
shop and  go  directly  and  get  wages  in  another,  though 
this  itself  is  not  so  easily  done  at  times.  He  had  held 
a  situation  of  some  trust,  as  a  warehouse-man,  and  had 
been  valued  by  his  master  for  his  attention  and  trust- 
worthiness ;  but  he  failed  in  the  former,  and  that  ren- 
dered his  employer  less  sure  of  the  latter  quality.  To 
find  such  another  employment  as  this  was  not  easy,  and 
day  after  day  was  consumed  in  looking  for  something  to 
do.  The  support  they  wanted  during  these  days  was 
derived  from  pawning  various  little  pieces  of  comfort 
that  Peter,  in  his  days  of  industry,  had  been  enabled  to 
get  about  his  poor  mother ;  and  as,  one  by  one,  neces- 
sity forced  their  being  sent  to  the  pawnbrokers,  the  look 
of  silent  sorrow  that  gleamed  from  the  tearful  eyes  of 
the  old  woman  would  have  touched  a  harder  heart  than 
Peter's.  He  went  with  two  silver  tea-spoons  one  morn- 
ing to  the  pawnbrokers,  and  it  grieved  him  sorely  to 
pledge  this  "  little  bit  of  decency,"  that  the  mother  was 
pleased  to  have  about  her,  and  as  he  came  to  the  lane 
where  the  entrance  to  this  last  refuge  of  struggling  neces- 
sity was  situated,  he  felt  the  blush  of  shame  burn  on  his 
cheek,  and  his  manly  blood  rise  from  his  heart,  chokingly, 
into  his  throat,  at  the  thought  of  the  degradation  he  suf- 
fered, in  being  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  such  means  of 
support ;  he  looked  sharply  round  at  the  corner  of  the  lane, 
to  see  that  no  acquaintance  was  near,  to  witness  his  dis- 
grace, and  then  darted  down  the  filthy  place,  and  turned 
into  the  dark  entry  under  the  ill-boding  sign  of  the  three 
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Is.  It  was  yet  early  in  the  morning,  but  the 
nt  of  whiskey  was  distinguishable  amongst 
irs  that  rendered  the  ftEtid  atmosphere  of  this 
arly  disgusting.  As  he  entered,  he  overheard 
f  a  dialogue  between  the  pawnbroker  and  a 
iting  a  further  advance 
pair  of  inexpressibles. 


g  altogether  on  them." 
ith  a  shrug  of  his  ragged 
fh  you  won't  give  me 
od  shillin-  I  -vc  had  in 


golden 
strong 
other  o 
den  pec 
the  end 
miserat 
than  th 
much  tl 

"Ol 

"Iv. 

"On 
shouldei 
a  shillin 
them  any  now." 

"The  pockets  must  have  been  in  better  order  then, 
than  now,"  said  the  broker,  "  for  he  'd  be  a  clever  fellow 
could  keep  a  shilling  in  them  now." 

"  By  dad,"  said  the  unfortunate  wretch,  in  whom  mis- 
cry  had  not  conquered  fun, "  by  dad  't  was  all  one  to  me, 
whether  my  pockets  was  good  or  bad,  the  dlvil  a  shillin' 
I  could  ever  keep  in  them  —  come  —  give  uz  what  I 

"  No  ■ —  1  *1I  give  you  ten-pence,  or  go  away  —  you  *re 
delaying  other  customers." 

"  Oh !  they  need  n't  hurry  themselves,"  said  the 
unfortunate  wretch  —  "  you  'II  do  their  busimss  far  them 
fast  enough  —  here 's  the  dudds  —  give  us  the  brass." 

Xhe  exchange  was  made,  and  as  the  broker  took  the 
piece  of  attire  — "  Thrate  them  dacently,"  said  their 
former  owner,  "  for  they  belonged  to  as  bowld  a  woman 
as  ever  blackened  an  eye.  Hurra !  here  goes  for  another 
na^in  any  how,  to  dhrink  confusion  to  petticoat  gov- 
ernment."    And  he  staggered  out  of  the  office. 

A  woman  now  drew  from  under  her  cloak  a  hand- 
some silver  table-spoon  —  "I  'II  throuble  you,  Sir,  for 
the  same  on  this  that  you  gave  me  th'  other  day-" 

The  pawnbroker  examined  it  —  "I  see  the  crest  and 
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cypher  are  the  same  as  the  other  you  pledged.     Where 
do  these  come  from  ?  " 

**  Oh,  Sir,  there  *s  nothing  wrong  in  the  matt  her  — 
my  misthiss  is  in  want  of  a  trifle,  and  they  '11  be  re- 
deemed in  a  few  days  more,  when  she  hears  from  the 
counthry." 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  broker,  and  he  took  the 
spoon  and  handed  her  some  money  in  return. 

"  My  misthiss  is  a  very  nice  lady.  Sir,  and  would  n't 
wish  it  to  be  known  she  done  the  like." 

''You  mean,"  said  a  gruff  voice  behind  her,  "yw 
would  n't  wish  it  to  be  known  you  done  the  like,"  and 
at  the  same  moment  she  was  laid  hold  of  by  a  police- 
man. ''  If  your  misthiss  is  n't  a  nice  woman,  I  think 
she  has  ancommon  nice  sarvant  at  all  events.  I  '11 
throuble  you,  sir,  for  that  silver  spoon  too,"  said  the 
officer  of  justice  to  the  pawnbroker,  and  the  money  the 
unfortunate  womankind  received  was  given  back,  as  the 
spoon  was  identified  to  be  one  of  many  stolen  from  her 
mistress.  This  produced  a  great  commotion  in  the 
office,  and  Peter  was  anxious  to  get  his  pawn  effected, 
and  leave  a  scene,  which  every  moment  was  becoming 
more  odious  to  him.  He  approached  the  counter  and 
offered  his  spoons. 

**  More  spoons,"  said  the  pawnbroker,  and  he  cast  a 
suspicious  look  at  Peter. 

Peter  felt  indignant  at  the  insinuation  the  words  and 
look  implied,  and  was  going  to  make  an  angry  answer, 
but  he  checked  himself  and  only  said,  "  I  'm  no  thief. 
Sir." 

''  I  did  n't  say  you  were,"  said  the  pawnbroker  in  a 
rough  tone  —  "you're  mighty  ready  to  defend  yourself, 
I  think." 

"  Well  if  you  don't  like  to  take  them  give  them  back 
to  me,  and  somebody  else  will." 

**  Oh,  no,"  said  the  pawnbroker,  "  I  *11  advance  you 
the  money,"  and  so  he  did. 

207 


Le^     ids  and  Stories  of  Ireland 


"PI  ;  God   I'll   redeem   ihem  soon,"   said  Pcicr, 

"and  1  you'll  be  sure  I  'm  not  a  robber." 

"  R  cm  them,"  said  the  policeman,  looking  shrewdly 

at  Pet  —"I   see  you  don't  know  much  about    such 

matter  Redeem  indeed  !  — why,  did  you  never  hear  the 

maynii  '  •^>'■  thrc'  h^llc  n^fr  1  pawnbroker's  door  ?  " 

"T  policeman;  "the  three 

balls  s  bring  here,  it 's  two  to 

one  a^  c  it  again  j"  and  with 

this  CO  rtcr  he  quitted  the  office 

with  a  the  nice  sarvani  woman 

betweei 

Peterw-..inomeiiM.j  .  ,  and  after  a  scanty  break- 

fast again  went  on  the  search  tor  employment.  In  the 
course  of  his    day's  walk,  he  met  a  friend  who  invited 

him  to  take  a  tumbler "  Dhrown  care  man,"  said  he; 

and  the  punch  after  a  slender  breakfast  had  a  great  efFect 
on  Peter,  and  created  in  his  mind  false  hope  and  fortitude. 

"Well,"  said  he  to  his  mother  on  his  return,  "to- 
morrow may  bring  better  luck,  and  maybe  it 's  for  the 
best  afther  all."  "  How  do  you  make  that  out,  Peter 
alanna.'"  said  the  sorrowful  woman.  "Why,  maybe 
I  '11  meet  a  betther  masther  yet."  —  "  Ah !  Pether,  Mr. 
Finn  was  a  rale  good  masther  to  you."  —  This  stung 
Peter  because  it  was  true,  and  he  answered  that  he  was 
"cross  and  dark  enough  betimes."  "He  was  a  good 
masther,  for  all  that,"  said  his  mother,  "  and  who  knows, 
Pether,    but    you    sometimes    earned    the    dark     look." 


"Well,  at  all  events  there  's  as  good  fish  in  the  i 


ly  1 


ever  was  caught,"  said  Peter,  "  and  maybe  I  'II  ha\ 
betther  place  yit  —  indeed,  I'm  partly  promised  one, 
and  what  Ho  you  say  to  that  now  ?  "  "  What  you  often 
heerd  me  say  before,  Pether,  that  a  bird  in  the  hand  is 
worth  ttuo  in  tht  bush.  God  send  you  a  good  place,  and 
you'll  never  have  betther  nor  I  wish  you,  but  until  you 
got  it  I  wish  you  had  kept  'the  bird  in  the  hand.'  " 
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PtAcTy  for  some  days  after,  had  cause  to  feci  the  truth 
of  the  two  proverbs  his  mother  had  applied  to  his  cir- 
cumstances. His  immediate  experience  taught  him  that 
"a  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush;"  and  in 
his  present  state  of  idleness  he  had  plenty  of  Uiiure  for 
repenting  the  haity  marriage.  At  last  his  hopes  of  em- 
ployment became  so  low,  that  for  immediate  relief  he 
undertook  to  carry  the  placards  of  a  company  of  eques- 
trians and  tumblers,  then  exhibiting  in  the  city.  These 
placards  were  suspended  from  Peter's  neck,  one  before 
and  another  behind  him  -,  so  that,  in  fact,  the  equestrians 
joitd  him  into  their  service  like  one  of  their  beasts. 
This  employment  was  not  at  alt  to  Peter's  taste  —  his 
neck  rising  from  between  two  pieces  of  board,  struck 
the  little  idle  boys  in  the  street  as  ridiculous,  and  he 
was  much  annoyed  one  day  as  he  heard  one  of  these 
little  vagabonds  say  to  another,  with  michicvous  fun 
twinkling  in  his  eye,  and  the  fore-finger  of  his  little 
dirty  paw  pointed  at  him  as  he  moved,  in  melancholy, 
towards  them,  "Look,  Dinny  —  look — see  de  chap  in 
de  pillory." 

"Pilloiy  !  "—  Peter  did  not  think  a  little  street  black- 
guard could  annoy  him  so  much.  This  increased  the 
shame  he  felt  as  the  passers-by  looked  at  his  placards, 
while  he  walked  up  and  down  Sackvillc-street;  every 
look  Peter  thought  was  directed  at  him,  and  he  fancied 
that  instead  of  reading  the  placards,  everybody  said  to 
himself, "  Look  at  that  unfortunate  devil  making  a  show 
of  himself."  This  was  more  particularly  the  case,  when 
some  near-sighted  person  applied  his  eye-glass  to  inspect 
the  "  bill  of  the  play  "  he  carried,  ~  and  from  the  nature 
of  the  advertisement  it  bore,  the  contrast  between  the 
bearer  and  the  burden  was  excessively  ludicrous.  The 
bill  bore  a  dazzling  wood-cut  of  a  clown's  head,  grinning 
from  ear  to  ear,  and  in  large  red  letters  was  printed  un- 
derneath, "Lots  of  Fun," — above  these,  in  striking 
relief  to   the   red-cheeked    grinning    clown's    face,    and 
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"  lots  I      fun,"   rose   poor   Peter's  pale  and  melancholy 
visage,     is   eye  sunken   and  averted,  as  if  it  feared  to 


meet  tt 

too  str 
gentlei 
natures 


look  of  his  fellow-creatures.  The  effect  \ 
>  pass  observation,  and,  at  last,  two  young 
ith  more  of  frolic  than  humanity  in  their 
-J  •^„\„  K„f^-»  P-fer,  raised  their  glasses  at 


>r  Icllow  whose  misery 
i  stung  to  the  heart. — 
lasing  at  the  price   of 


This 
made  tl 
And  f 
anothei 

Pete  no  longer  that  day ;  he 

went  I  id  told   his  mother  and 

Biddy  kic   touia    "  stan^  .^    longer."      "  I  'II   give    it 

up,"  said  he,  "and  I  'm  promised  a  belter  employment 
next  week."  "Peter,  darlin',"  said  his  mother,  "it  is  a 
hard  lot  you  have,  my  poor  boy,  I  don't  deny,  but  bear 
it  till  you  are  sure  of  a  better ;  you  're  earnin'  your 
bread  haneslly  any  how,  and  you  know  it 's  true  what  I 
tould  you  already,  and  tell  you  again  now, 

*'  j1  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  buih." 


THE  TRIAL 

THE  pittance  that  poor  Peter  earned  by  carrying  the 
placards  was  so  slender,  that  he  and  those  depend- 
ant on  him  were  barely  kept  from  starvation,  Biddy 
was  more  discontented  than  any  of  the  three  under  this 
change  of  circumstances,  for  she  was  a  selfish  creature, 
and  the  selfish  are  seldom  good  for  any  thing.  There  is 
no  vice  that  does  not  k'ave  its  traces  of  degradation 
stamped  on  the  character;  but  I  know  of  none  that  so 
extensively  debases  human  nature,  as  unbounded  selfish- 
ness. Other  vices  are  positive  in  their  own  action  and 
go  no  further,  but  selfishness  is  not  only  an  active  vice, 
but  has  the  destructive  quality  of  even  checking  the 
growth  of  virtue.  Biddy  was  also  a  liar;  and  one  per- 
son could  scarcely  possess  two  worse  faults.  The 
wretched  life  she  now  led  made  her  more  than  ever  regret 
the  good  place  she  hail  lost,  and  she  cast  about  in  her 
own  mind  how  she  could  obtain  another. 

She  determined  to  go  to  her  former  mistress,  and  by 
inventing  a  pitiful  story,  endeavour  to  prevail  in  obtaining 
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a  character  to  enable  her  to  get  a  new  service.  Hrrt 
the  two  vices  of  her  nature  arc  seen  in  lull  play.  Self- 
ishness made  her  regret  her  present  loi,  and  falsehood 
was  the  niodc  by  which  she  intended  to  mend  ii.  We 
shall  see  how  she  fared. 

She  went  lo  Mrs-  Bond,  accordingly,  and,  obtaining  an 
interview,  she  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  her, 
and  began  to  cry  bitterly,  protesting  she  never  was  happy 
since  the  night  she  was  so  guilty  in  vexing  her  mistress  by 
letting  a  man  into  the  house  without  her  knowledge. 

"  But,  oh  !  ma'am,"  said  Biddy,  sobbing  violently,  "I 
would  n't  have  done  the  like  only  we  wor  goin'  to  be 
marrid." 

"  But  even  if  you  were  married,  Biddy,  you  would 
have  no  right  to  let  your  husband  into  the  house  without 
my  permission." 

"I  know  that  ma'am,  but  sure  wc  wor  coortin'  then, 
and  when  people's  coortin' ma'am,  you  know  they're 
never  right  in  their  minds;  but  now  that  we're  marrid 
ma'am,  Pether's  aisier  about  me,  and  wouldn't  be 
throublin'  the  house  ma'am," 

"Then  you  are  married,"  said  Mrs.  Bond,  "to  that 
man  that  was  in  the  kitchen  that  night  I  discovered  you 
together." 

"Yes  ma'am,"  said  Biddy,  with  as  much  composure 
as  if  she  had  been  telling  truth. 

"  I  'm  glad,"  said  Mrs.  Bond,  "  that  as  you  hurt  your 
character  by  your  conduct  that  night,  you  have  been 
honestly  married,  but  I  cannot  give  you  a  character  not- 
withstanding, for  I  could  not  without  telling  an  untruth. 
I  suppose  your  husband  has  means  of  supporting  you, 
and  you  must  give  him  what  help  you  can  in  some  other 
way  than  going  to  service." 

Here  Biddy  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  "  Oh,  mis- 
thiss  dear!  have  pity  on  me  —  poor  Pether  ma'am  has 
been  very  sick  intirely,  and  hasn't  been  able  to  airn  a 
mouthful   o'    bread   this  three  weeks;    though  it's  he 
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would  if  he  was  able,  and  he's  the  industherous  craythur 
ma'am,  but,  indeed,  your  tendher  heart  id  bleed  if  you 
seen  his  face  black  afther  he  working  in  the  colliery." 

"Then  he's  a  coal-porter,  I  find,"  said  Mrs.  Bond. 

"Oh,  no  ma'am,  he  *d  scorn  the  like — he  's  a  dacent 
man,  ma'am,  and  had  a  good  employment  in  James's- 
street,  but  when  he  got  the  colliery  —  " 

"What  colliery  are  you  talking  of,  girl?"  said  Mrs. 
Bond. 

"  The  colliery  morpus,  ma'am." 

"  Oh,  now  I  understand  you  —  the  cholera  morbus." 

**  Yes,  ma'am  —  that 's  what  I  said  —  the  colliery 
morpus." 

"It  was  a  blue  case  then?  "  said  Mrs.  Bond. 

"  Oh !  indeed  it 's  a  blue  case  enough  wid  us,  ma'am," 
said  Biddy,  "and  he  sick  and  not  able  to  earn  a  penny; 
and  won't  you  give  me  a  characther,  ma'am,  for  the  tin- 
dher  marcy  o'  heaven,  to  enable  me  ? " 

"No,  Biddy,  I  cannot  give  you  a  character,  for  I 
should  tell  a  falsehood  if  I  did,  but  I  am  going  to  part 
with  my  present  servant,  and  will  take  you  back,  and  give 
you  another  trial.  As  you  are  married  to  the  man  on 
whose  account  you  were  parted,  I  have  a  better  opinion  of 
you,  and  when  I  tell  Mr.  Bond,  I  'm  sure  he  will  have 
no  objection  to  permitting  your  return  to  our  service." 

Biddy  was  all  gratitude,  or  I  should  say  affected  it,  for 
no  one,  base  enough  to  deceive  a  kind-hearted  mistress 
as  she  did,  could  be  capable  of  so  generous  a  sentiment ; 
but  she  succeeded  in  her  scheme  for  the  moment,  and  was 
reinstated  in  her  place. 

Mr.  Bond,  in  whose  service  she  lived,  was  a  barrister, 
and,  on  a  certain  morning,  was  engaged  in  the  criminal 
court,  in  Green-street,  for  the  prosecution  of  some  pris- 
oners, indicted  for  burglary.  The  case  was  one  that  had 
excited  some  interest,  for  the  robbery  had  been  extensive, 
and  was  traced  to  a  party  of  marauders  who  had  infested 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  city  for  some  time,  without  the 
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hand  of  justice  being  enabled  to  catch  and  crush  theni,ind 
on  the  present  occasion  it  was  one  of  their  own  ^ng  who 
had  turned  king's  evidence,  that  was  to  prosecute  them. 

This  ruffian,  who,  for  the  sake  of  preserving  his  own 
neck,  was  going  to  hang  all  his  old  associates,  was  pro- 
duced. He  mounted  the  table,  and,  for  a  moment, 
seemed  ashamed  to  lift  his  eyes  to  meet  the  gaze  of  hon- 
est men;  but  with  the  hardihood  of  seasoned  viliaoy,  he 
plucked  up  his  impudence  and  looked  round  the  court 
with  his  pale  grey  cat-like  eyes,  that  twinkled  restlessly 
about  uodcr  red  bushy  brows,  and  a  low  and  narrow 
forehead.  He  swore  point  blank  to  the  facts  laid  in 
the  indictment,  and  identified  all  the  prisoners.  Xhe 
cross-examination  now  commenced,  and  a  twitch  of  his 
mouth,  and  a  short  quick  shrug  of  his  shoulders  seemed 
to  imply  his  consciousness  of  what  he  was  going  to 
endure. 

"  Well,  my  fine  fellow,"  said  the  counsel  for  the  de- 
fence, "  you  know  all  the  prisoners  at  the  bar  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  I  believe  you    don't  know  them  as  will  as  they  know 

"Indeed  that 's  more  nor  I  can  tell." 

"By  the  virtue  of  your  oath  arc  you  not  one  of  the 
oldfst  hands  about  town  ?  " 

"  Faix  I  dunna  that,"  said  the  ruffian,  with  prodigious 
efFromcry,  "  but  I  believe  I  've  one  o'  the  biggest  hands 
in  the  county,"  and  he  put  forth  a  brawny  fist  of  enor- 
mous dimension.  A  laugh  followed  this  repartee,  and 
the  counsel  was  foiled  for  a  moment,  while  the  witness 
gathered  fresh  confidence  from  the  success  of  his  reply. 

"I  dare  say  you  find  that  big  hand  of  yours  useful  to 
you,"  said  the  counsel, — "now,  for  instance,  when  you 
throttled  the  four  geese  at  farmer  Toole's,  at  Kilternan  ?  " 

"I  didn't  throttle  four  geese,"  said  the  niffian,  with 
much  complacency. 

"By  virtucof  your  oath,  didn't  you  steal  four  geese?  " 
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^  No,"  said  the  knave  with  a  chuckle,  ^^  one  of  them 
was  a  gandber.** 

Another  laugh  was  excited. 

^  Oh ! "  said  the  counsel,  ^^  I  see  you  are  nice  as  to 
gender^  though  I  dare  say  you  are  not  particular  as  to 
number** 

^  Except  when  the  numbers  is  against  me,  Sir." 

"  Good  again,"  said  the  counsel,  "  I  perceive  you  are 
a  skilful  general,  you  won 't  fight  against  odds ;  but  the 
odds  were  not  against  you  when  you  robbed  the  poor  old 
man  on  the  Wicklow  road." 

^^  I  done  no  such  thing,"  said  the  scoundrel,  with  great 
firmness* 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  said  the  counsel,  **  I  have 
a  witness  to  produce  that  can  throw  some  light  on  this 
subject,  but  I  will  put  the  question  more  home  to  this 
witty  gentleman."  —  Then  turning  to  the  approver  he 
said,  "So  you  swear  you  did  not  rob  the  farmer  on  the 
Wicklow  road?" 

"I  did  not,"  was  the  answer. 

**  By  the  virtue  of  your  oath  ?  " 

"  By  virtue  o'  my  oath  I  did  n't  rob  him  an  the  road  — 
/  robbed  him  an  the  car** 

There  was  laughter  in  the  court  at  the  reply,  but  it 
was  mingled  with  indignation  at  this  fellow's  effrontery. 

**  You  're  a  particularly  facetious  person,"  said  the 
counsel. 

"The  divil  a  more  fassy-aceous  chap  in  the  county, 
though  there  may  be  a  few  honesther." 

"Honest!"  said  the  counsel,  "I  should  suppose  you 
to  be  a  particularly  honest  gentleman,  by  the  candid  way 
in  which  you  speak  of  yourself." 

"  Oh!  indeed,  I  'm  as  honest  a  man  as  any  I  see  here^** 
said  he,  looking  sharply  around  at  the  lawyers, — "beg- 
ging his  lordship's  pardon  !  " 

"  Quit  the  table,  sirrah  !  "  said  the  judge,  and  the  brute 
sneaked  from  the  witness's  chair. 
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But  when  he  looked  round  in  giving  his  last  sarcastic 
answer,  he  encountered  one  eye  that  made  him  quail ;  it 
was  that  of  Mr.  Bond,  who  then  recognized  in  the  fea- 
tures of  this  hardened  ruflian  the  identical  Tom^  that 
Biddy  had  secreted   in  the  coal-vault. 

On  his  return  home,  therefore,  he  communicated  this 
fact  to  his  wife,  and  Biddy  was  immediately  ordered  to 
quit  the  house  i  the  wife  of  a  robber,  which,  fmm  hir 
noH  account,  they  believed  her  to  be,  could  not  be  per- 
mitted to  remain  a  moment  under  their  roof.  Biddy 
was  thunderstruck  at  the  unlucky  chance  that  exposed 
her  to  this  unlooked-for  consequence  of  her  falsehood, 
and  then  told  her  real  C3.se,  and  implored  forgiveness. 

"  I  thought  ma'am,"  says  she, "  *[  was  no  harm  to  tell 
you  that,  as  'twould  get  me  my  place  again,  and  sure, 
ma'am,  I've  behaved  myself  since  I  came  back  to  you 
—  but,  indeed  I  'm  an  honest  woman,  and  I'm  marrid  to 
an  honest  husband,  ma'am,  and  that  villian  the  masther 
seen  is  n't  my  husband  at  all." 

"You  told  your  mistress  he  was,"  said  Mr.  Bond. 
"Oh!  Sir,  indeed  he's  not  —  oh!  forgive  mc  this  once, 
and  I  '11  never  tell  you  a  lie  again,  indeed  Sir.  Oh  !  mis- 
thiss  dear,  I  'II  give  you  every  satisfaction  in  life,  to  show 
I  'm  not  marrid  to  that  villian,  but  to  an  honest  man." 

"  No,  no,  Biddy,"  said  Mrs.  Bond,  "  we  could  never 
have  confidence  in  you  again  — you  must  leave  the 
house,  and  remember  for  the  future,  that  any  thing 
gained  by  falsehood  is  always  in  danger  of  being  lost. 
There  is  an  old  and  a  true  saying,  Biddy  — 

"  Truth  standi  upon  two  legs,  but  a  lie  stands  only  an  one." 


THE    HOT   SUPPER 


BIDDY  was  obliged  to  quit  Mrs.  Bond's  house  im- 
mediately—  half  an  hour  sufficed  to  make  all  the 
necessary  arrangements  for  so  doing,  and  with  her  scanty 
bundle  of  clothes,  and  the  few  shillings  of  wages  paid  to 
her,  she  was  ^ain  turned  forth  upon  the  world  from  the 
comfortable  home  she,  a  second  time,  forfeited  by  her 
own  unworthiness. 

As  she  proceeded  towards  JamesVstrcet,  where  in  a 
miserable  garret,  Peter  and  his  mother  were  living,  and 
whom  she  had  not  seen  ever  since  she  had  recovered  her 
former  place,  and  secured  to  herself  her  own  immediate 
comforts,  she  ruminated,  in  no  very  pleasing  train  of 
thought,  on  the  unlucky  turn  thiit  her  affairs  had  taken. 
Biddy,  good-for-nothing  as  she  was,  and  1  am  afruid,  as 
Peter's  former  master  said,  "no  better  than  she  should 
be,"  even  iht  felt,  for  the  moment,  the  justice  of  her 
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fate;  and  the  remorse,  that  even  the  most  hardencij,  on 
certain  occasions,  must  feel,  visited  her  indolent  con- 
science with  bitterness. 

For  a  while  she  was  so  much  under  its  influence,  that 
she  had  determined  to  Cell  Peter  the  whole  truth  the 
moment  she  should  see  him,  and  Tek  so  keenly  the  evil 
consequence  of  telling  falsehood,  chat  she  was  almon 
coming  to  the  resolve  of  never  being  guilty  of  untruth 
again,  when  passing  through  High-street  being  jostled  by 
a  man  who  had  just  emerged  from  a  hlthy  lane,  she  said 
in   her  Muciesi  tone  —  "  i  wish  you  'd  look  before  you, 

*'  Good  man,"  said  the  offender, "  oh,  good  woman 
to  you,  ira'am,  and  maybe  neither  of  us  tells  thruth." 

"  Spake  to  yourself.  Sir,"  said  Biddy  indignantly,  "  I 
owe  you  no  discoorse,"  and  she  was  brushing  hastily  by 
him,  but  she  was  arrested  by  the  forcible  grasp  of  a  hand 
laid  on  her  cloak,  and  a  voice  with  which  she  was  not 
unacquainted  said  — 

"Be  the  hokey,  if  Biddy  Purccll  is  an  the  flure  o' 
God's  creation,  that 's  her  —  I  know  the  sharp  side  of 
her  tongue." 

"  Then,  it 's  not  Biddy  Purcell,"  said  she,  hiding  her 
face. 

"  Arrah,  let  us  look  at  you,"  said  her  detainer,  catch- 
ing her  under  the  chin,  and  turning  up  her  face  to  the 
lamp-light  —  "  sure  I  knew  't  was  you  an'  nobody  else 
—  by  the  powdhers  o'  war  I  'd  know  your  shadow  an  a 
bush  —  musha  more  power  to  you,  and  how  are  you  — 
how  is  every  five  fuc  o'  you  ?  " 

"  Indeed  an'  it 's  bad  enough  wid  me,  and  more  be- 
token it 's  all  along  o'  you,  bad  cess  to  you,  it 's  the  bad 
day  I  ivir  knew  you,  Tom,  for  I  never  was  the  same 
woman  since." 

"Arrah  be  aisy,  Biddy  Purcell." 

"  It 's  Mrs.  Molloy  your  spakin'  to.  Sir,  if  you  plaze." 

"  Oh,  murther !  "  said  Tom,  *'  so  you  're  marrid  to 
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that  poor  kntherumswag  of  a  gandher  that  was  afther 
you  like  a  suckin'  calf." 

"  Oh  !  indeed  he 's  no  witch  sure  enough,"  said  Biddy, 
"  but  he  made  me  an  honest  woman  any  how." 

"  Faith,  then,  he  was  a  clever  fellow  that  done  that 
same,"  said  the  ruffian,  with  a  villainous  look  and  leer. 

It  would  be  disgusting  to  pursue  this  conversation 
farther;  it  is  enough  to  say,  that  any  good  resolutions 
Biddy  might  have  been  forming,  of  confessing  the  whole 
and  simple  truth  to  Peter  on  her  return,  were  quite  upset 
by  meeting  with  her  old  acquaintance  Tom^  and  that  this 
wwrtby^  having  treated  Biddy  to  punch  in  a  neighbour- 
ing public  house,  drowned  her  care  and  her  conscience 
together,  and  persuaded  her,  that  the  best  thing  she 
could  do  was  to  introduce  him  to  her  husband,  as  one  of 
her  fellow-servants  who  had  been  out  of  place,  "  and 
never  mind,"  said  he,  "  if  he  won't  have  more  money  to 
spend  in  a  week  afther  he  knows  me  —  by  dad  I  *11  do 
for  him  I  '11  engage."  This  plan  having  been  agreed 
upon,  they  separated,  and  Biddy  went  home.  Even  in 
the  midst  of  her  misery  Peter  was  glad  to  see  his  un- 
worthy wife  again  —  unhappily  for  the  poor  fellow,  more 
unworthy  than  he  could  have  imagined. 

The  mother  was  more  observant,  and  seeing  some- 
thing of  an  unnatural  twinkling  about  Biddy's  eyes,  she 
suspected  she  had  been  drinking,  and  making  an  occa- 
sion to  approach  her  she  became  more  convinced  of  this 
fact,  and  said,  "  Where  were  you  drinking  the  punch, 
Biddy,  that  the  smell  of  it  is  so  strong  upon  you  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  then,"  said  Biddy,  "  an'  it  was  a  fellow- 
sarvant  of  my  own  that  was  out  of  place,  like  myself, 
that  I  met,  and  he  thratcd  me,  and,  indeed,  I  'm  be- 
houlden  to  him,  besides  that  he  promised  to  come  here 
to-morrow,  and  put  Pcthcr  up  to  a  way  of  doin'  better 
for  himself  than  he  has  been  doin'  of  late  —  and  a  dacent 
man  he  is,  and  a  good  warrant  to  help  a  friend." 

In  such  way  she  praised  Tom,  and,  accordingly,  the 
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nexc  day  he  had  a  meeiing  with  Peter,  and  told  him  (hat 
he  need  n't  mind  carrying  placards  any  more,  for  that  he 
had  an  easier  and  more  profitable  mode  of  life  to  point 
out  to  him. 

"  Ah !  "  said  Peter,  "  but  how  am  1  to  do  antil  I  get 
that  betther  way  of  doin'  \  My  Mother  tells  me,  and  sure 
1  've  good  raison  to  remember  every  thing  shclowld  me, 
for  it  has  come  ihrue  —  she  tells  me  'a  bird  in  the  hand 
is  worth  two  in  the  bush,'  and  I  must  n't  give  up  what 
I  have." 

"  Why  then,"  said  Tom,  with  a  loot  of  contempt, 
which  he  made  as  strong  as  he  could,  to  wound  Peter's 
pride,  "  why  then  are  you  sitch  a  poor-speritcd  hound  as 
to  mind  what  a  croakin'  owld  hag  says  to  you  i " 

"  My  mother 's  no  hag,"  said  Peter. 

"  Well,  no  offince,"  said  Tom,  "  I  onlv  mane  every 
owld  woman  is  a  croakin'  hag,  and  crammin'  good  advice 
and  owld  sayings  down  our  throats,  as  if  we  had  nothin' 
else  to  do  here  but  to  be  larnin'  from  our  mothers  always 
—  arrah,  man  dear,  don't  be  a  child  all  your  life." 

"  But  what  '11  I  do  for  bread  if  I  give  up  carryin'  the 
boords  ? " 

"  Look  at  this,"  said  Tom,  and  he  produced  six  shil- 
lings in  his  hand,  "  here  's  as  much  money  as  you  'II  get 
for  a  week  by  disgracin'  yourself  that-a-way,  and  i  go 
bail  that  in  less  than  a  week  you  '11  have  more  money 
than  twice  that  of  your  own  airnin." 

"  An'  how  do  you  make  your  money  ? "  said  Peter. 

"  I  'II  tell  you  then,"  said  Tom,  "  and  the  best  day  ever 
I  saw  was  the  day  I  lost  my  place,  for  I  have  been 
betther  aff  ever  since,  by  lyin'  in  waitin'  about  the 
hotels,  and  the  coach-ofKces  and  the  like  o'  that,  ready 
to  run  iv  a  message  for  a  gintleman,  or  carry  his  port- 
mantle,  or  go  wid  a  bit  of  a  note  for  him,  or  maybe  have 
his  cloak  ready  for  him  outside  the  door  whin  he 's 
comin'  from  a  party  or  the  likes  o'  that ;  and  you  'II  get 
a  shillin'  here,  and  a  sixpence  there,  and  maybe  nothin' 
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an  odd  time,  but  it  comes  to  somethin'  smart  in  the  end 

—  and  the  beauty  of  it  is,  you  're  your  own  master,  for 
instead  of  bein'  at  the  will  o'  one  to  ordher  you  here 
and  there,  and  biddin'  you  to  do  this  and  that,  and  hear 
of  no  excuse,  you  have  only  to  do  a  little  turn  for  one, 
and  a  little  turn  for  another,  and  not  obligated  to  do 
that  same,  barrin'  it 's  plazin'  to  you,  and  you  have  time 
enough  to  spare  between  turns,  to  smoke  a  pipe  or  take 
share  of  a  pot  or  glass,  and  no  ofiince." 

Peter  was  convinced,  at  last,  that  the  mode  of  life 
Tom  recommended  was  better  than  the  one  he  was  en- 
gaged in,  and  he  entered  upon  it  accordingly.  Tom,  to 
further  his  own  ultimate  views,  put  as  much  in  Peter's 
way  as  he  could,  and  Peter  was  pleased  with  the  change 

—  not  so  his  mother.  She  did  not  like  the  acquaintance 
he  had  formed  with  this  man,  and  still  less  liked  Biddy's 
friendship  with  him ;  besides,  from  the  irregular  nature 
of  Peter's  employment,  his  hours  became  equally  irregu- 
lar, and  one,  or  two,  or  three  in  the  morning  were  no 
unusual  hours  for  Peter's  going  out  or  coming  home. 
If  the  mother  objected  or  questioned,  the  answer  was, 
that  it  was  a  gentleman  he  was  to  call  at  a  certain  hour, 
and  was  to  carry  his  trunks  to  the  coach-office,  or  the 
canal-boat,  or  that  he  was  waiting  till  some  of  the  coaches 
came  in,  and  then  he  had  to  carry  luggage  to  some  dis- 
tant quarter  of  the  town.  These  answers  did  not  satisfy 
the  mother,  and,  at  last,  her  suspicions  of  Tom  were 
changed  to  certainty  of  his  villany,  by  her  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  fact  of  his  having  been  in  jail,  and 
saved  his  neck  by  becoming  king's  evidence. 

This  she  lost  no  time  in  communicating  to  her  son, 
and  warned  him  to  have  no  further  intercourse  with  so 
base  a  character.  But  Peter,  by  this  time,  had  become 
infected  with  a  liking  for  the  irregular  life  he  led  ;  it 
was  a  strange  mixture  of  idleness  and  hard  work,  of 
indulgence  and  hardship,  and,  from  its  very  uncertainty, 
possessing  an  excitement  that  more  regular  employment 
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the  face," 

"  Oh,  ma'am,"  said  Biddy,  "  no  one  can  help  their 
eyes;  —  his  eyes  are  as  God  made  them," 

"  I  was  n't  talking  to  you,  ma'am,"  said  the  mother, 
"but  if  his  eyes  be  as  God  made  them,  maybe  they  wor 
made  for  a  warnin',  and  I  'm  sure  no  honest  man  ever 
had  the  like." 

"  Well,  mother,"  said  Peter,  "  he  was  very  good  to 
me  any  how,  and  put  me  in  the  way  of  betthcrin'  myself, 
and  sure  I  'm  able  to  give  you  the  dhrop  o'  tay  agin." 

"Oh!  Peter,"  said  the  poor  woman,  "I'd  rather 
live  an  dhry  pittaytecs,  or  a  crust  o'  brown  bread,  and 
have  wather,  so  they  were  honestly  earned,  than  eat 
betther  bread  that  had  the  curse  of  dishonesty  upon  it." 

"  Who  says  I  ever  done  any  thing  dishonest .' "  said 
Peter. 

"  I  'm  only  afraid  you  may,  Peter  dear —  you  may  — 
I  don't  like  the  hours  you  keep,  and  I  often  said  so  before." 

"  Oh,  that 's  only  in  the  regard  of  my  business." 

"  Honest  employment,  Peter,  keeps  honest  hours,  and 
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I  tell  you  again,  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  that  bad 
man,  for  I  know  he 's  a  bad  man." 

"He  was  never  bad  to  me,  any  how,"  said  Peter, 
**but  gave  me  money  when  I  wanted  it." 

**  Did  n't  he  sell  the  blood  of  his  own  companions  ? 
—  how  can  you  get  over  that  ?  " 

"  He  explained  all  that  to  me,  and  said  it  was  them 
ensnared  i&/m." 

"  Oh,  the  desaiver !  —  but  need  you  go  beyant  his 
own  talk,  and  his  own  ways  —  haven't  they  the  mark 
of  wickedness  and  treachery  upon  them  ?  " 

**  As  for  his  talk,"  said  Peter,  "  Tom  is  a  wild  blade 
enough  iq  his  talk  betimes,  and  would  n't  be  as  particular 
maybe,  as  another,  but  his  tongue  is  worse  nor  his  heart, 
and  whatever  he  might  do,  don't  be  afeard  o'  me,  mother 
dear,  you  always  reared  me  too  well  to  let  me  do  any 
thing  that  would  shame  or  disgrace  you." 

"  Ah,  Peter,"  said  the  mother,  affected  to  tears  almost 
by  this  allusion  to  her  early  care  of  his  childhood,  "  take 
care  —  take  care  —  there  arc  few  of  us  able  to  stand 
against  bad  example  and  temptation,  and  if  you  continue 
to  keep  with  that  man,  he  '11  bring  you  into  trouble,  if 
not  into  guilt.  You  may  have  very  good  intentions  of 
your  own,  but  you  're  not  able  for  that  schemer  —  keep 
him  at  a  distance  I  tell  you.  —  Peter,  there 's  another 
ould  sayin'  I  have,  if  you  're  not  tired  of  them  before 
this,  but  you  know  how  they  Ve  all  come  true,  and  this 
is  as  true  as  any  of  them : 

"  When  you  sup  with  the  Devil^  —  have  a  long  spoon, ^^ 


223 


THE   PORTMANTEAU 


IT  W2S  one  of  those  cold  and  damp  mornings  peculiar 
to  our  climate  in  the  early  spring  months,  that  a 
hack  jaunting-car  drove  up  Mount-street,  just  as  the 
watchman  was  drawling  out,  in  the  usual  sleepy  tone 
that  distinguishes  his  fraternity,  "Five  o'cla-u-c-k." 

Two  men  were  seated  on  the  car,  and  whether  any 
appearance  about  them  or  their  vehicle  excited  the  sus- 
picion of  the  watchman,  I  know  not,  but  he  called  out 
to  the  driver,  as  he  passed  him,  "  What 's  that  you  have 
on  the  car?" 

"  Go  ax,"  was  the  laconic  and  polite  reply. 

This  indignity  stimulated  the  watchman  into  activity, 
and  as  he  started  after  them,  in  what  was  really  a  very 
decent  run  for  a  watchman,  he  exclaimed,  "A  ha,  you 
morodin'  villians,  I  know  what  you  're  afther,  you  sack- 
'em-up  vagabones,  but  I  '11  pin  yiz  yet  if  yiz  don't  stop  ;  " 
and  he  was  about  to  spring  his  rattle  when  the  car  was 
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Dublin—  ihe  rale  nick  a'  the  sieve,  and  a  horse  that  '11 


rowl  you 

"I'm 
a  sixpcn 
window. 

In  th( 
side  the 
who  hati 
began  abua. 
with    him  : 


r  so  I'll  not  give  you 
s  withdrawn   from  the 


ic  drawing  of  bolts  in- 
;arance  of  the    person 
in  attendance,  and  he 
£,  .  ^.^.  —  t  was  he,  for  not  being 

:  the  time  he  promised. — "I  would  not 
mind,"  said  the  gentleman, "  only  I  have  such  a  quantity 
of  luggage.  1  wanted  to  be  at  the  coach-office  early,  in 
time  to  have  it  packed;  and  now  I  fear  I  will  barely 
catch  the  coach  before  it  starts." 

"  Oh,  never  fear,  your  honour,  we  '11  be  in  plenty 
time,"  —  which  is  the  universal  answer  on  occasions 
when  it  is  very  doubtful  that  one  may  not  be  late.  So 
the  luggage  was  flung  on  the  car,  and  the  gentleman 
mounted  on  one  side,  and  Peter  as  luggage  guard  on  the 
other,  and  away  whipped  the  driver,  endeavouring  to 
urge  the  miserable  hack  that  was  dragging  them,  into  a 
speed  beyond  its  powers. 

"What  are  you  beating  that  unfortunate  brute  so 
for  ?  "  said  the  gentleman. 

"Oh,  Sir,  I'm  only  taiin'  the  amah  out  of  her"  was 
the  answer :  —  the  miserable  animal  was  only  fit  to  throw 
to  hounds.     "I  thought  your  honour  was  in  a  hurry." 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  want  you  to  cut  the  flesh  off  your 
unfortunate  horse." 

"  Ah  !  she  's  a  rogue,  your  honour.   Hurrup  —  posey  — 
step  out  your  sowl !  —  show  the  blood   that 's   in  you :  " 
and  cenainly  as  hi  as  drawing  It  out  of  her  with  a  whip 
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could  cflFect  it,  he  endeavoured  to  do  so,  and  some  more 
whipping  and  stumbling  brought  them  into  Sackville- 
street  just  as  the  coach  was  about  to  start. 

Here,  a  heavily  laden  coach  was  surrounded  by  the 
usual  quantity  of  beggars  and  news-venders,  the  hurry- 
ing coachman,  the  growling  guard,  the  busy  ostlers,  and 
idle  lookers-on,  notwithstanding  the  earliness  of  the 
hour,  and  a  very  extraordinary  and  disjointed  jumble  of 
questions  and  answers  was  to  be  heard  on  all  sides,  and 
I  will  attempt  a  sketch  of  it. 

"  Hillo  there !  "  shouted  the  coachman  to  the  guard  — 
"bad  luck  to  you,  Norton,  what  delays  you  ?  " 

"  The  Despatch  !  The  Telegraphic  Despatch  !  "  was 
answered  by  a  news-man. 

The  coach  was  going  to  start,  as  the  gentleman  al- 
ready spoken  of,  jumped  off  the  car  and  called  to  the 
coachman  to  stop. 

"  Get  up  then  at  once,  Sir,  if  you  please,  for  we  're 
past  our  time  already." 

*'  I  must  get  up  my  luggage  first,"  said  the  gentleman. 

"  Oh  !  gogs  blakey.  Sir,"  said  the  coachman,  "  why 
worn  't  you  at  the  office  sooner,  and  you  with  luggage  ? " 

**  This  fellow  I  desired  to  call  me  was  late ;  it 's  not 
my  fault,  and  we  drove  as  quickly  as  we  could." 

"  The  next  time  you  're  in  a  hurry,  Sir,"  said  the 
coachman, "  I  'd  recommend  you  to  get  a  horse  with  four 
legs." 

The  driver  of  the  car  here  stood  up  for  the  honour  of 
his  horse,  and  said,  "  You  're  a  great  judge,  to  be  sure,  an' 
so  you  arc,  oi  fore  legs,  but  be  my  sowl  it  would  be  well 
for  your  passengers  that  your  horses  had  n't  hind  legs, 
as  the  gentleman  knows  that  you  tumbled  off  o'  the  box- 
sate  last  Sathurday  among  the  heels  o'  the  wheelers, 
when  you  set  them  kickin'  by  the  dose  o'  whip-cord  you 
gave  them  down  by  Drumcondra-bridgc." 

"You  lie,  you  calumnivatin'  blackguard!"  said  the 
coachman,  as  he  made  a  cut  of  his  whip  at  him. 
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"Oh,  (Tcs  !  —  you're  mighty  ready  wid  ; 

cord,  suj  enough,  an'  it 's  well  known  o'  you  —  by  gor 

you  kill  I  »rc  every  year  nor  a  'potticary  'amost,  by  upsci- 

tin'  the  '  ach  and  I  wondher  Mr,  Purcell  keeps  you." 

"Wb  wants  the  Registher  — The  Mornin'   Regis- 

ther,  and  "^".."^-lUr  O-n^nn^H'e  grand  Speech,  in  an- 

"  Bad  lad   lost  your  speech," 

said  the  j  id  fro,  "  you  're  moict-  i 

herin' m  in' with  your  shoutin'." 

"  Wh  "   said  the  news-man. 

"I  w;  :ntleman, 

"  The  1  Sandhers,'  from  me, 

and  may  —  ,  ju  u  ..nc  .  Sir,"   said    the    fellow, 

with  that  readiness  of  repartee  so  remarkable  in  his  class. 

"  Who  wants  The  Freeman  ?  "  shouted  another. 

"Ireland  wants  every  one  that'll  stand  to  her,"  re- 
turned the  former  fellow  again. 

A  nervous  and  lank  gentleman,  muffled  in  coats  and 
shawls  seated  on  the  box,  became  very  fidgety  from  the 
moment  the  carman  had  made  the  allusion  to  the  coach- 
man's propensity  to  whipping,  and  having  beckoned  to 
the  former  to  approach,  he  questioned  him  further  on 
the  subject. 

*'Oh,  Sir,  it's  only  a  little  partic'lar  he  is  about  the 
number  of  his  passengers,  and  as  he  is  innocent  o'  larnin', 
and  divii  burn  his  schoolmaster  for  that  same,  he  can't 
read  the  way-bill,  Sir,  to  see  how  many  passengers  he 
has,  and  so  when  he  wants  to  count  them,  he  's  obliged 
to  spread  them  out  an  the  road." 

"  He  upsets  them  you  mean,"  said  the  nervous 
gentleman. 

"  Oh,  I  would  n  't  say  that  for  the  world.  Sir,"  said  the 
carman,  with  more  mischief  in  the  tone  of  his  denial, 
than  the  direct  assertion  would  have  conveyed. 

'  There  is  almys  an   extensive  collection  of  advertiseTnenl:>  of 
'<  Placet  Wanted,"  in  the  paper  so  named. 
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**  Oh,  don't  b'licvc  him,  Sir,"  said  the  coachman, "  it 's 
the  blackest  o'  lies  the  vagabone  is  tellin'  you.  I  say, 
Norton,*'  addressing  the  guard,  **  will  you  dhrive  that 
blackguard  out  o'  that  ?  " 

**  Aye,  dhrive  —  there  it  is  again,  Sir,  —  you  heerd 
him,"  said  the  fellow,  laughing  in  intense  delight  as  he 
saw  the  gentleman's  fear  and  the  coachman's  anger  in- 
creased. "  It 's  for  dhrivin'  he  is  —  faix  he  dhrives  so 
hard  he  sometimes  laves  his  passengers  behind,  like  the 
sojer  last  week  at  Swords." 

w  Was  he  killed  ? "  said  the  trembling  box-seat  pas- 
senger. 

"Oh,  no,  Sir,  he  only  had  his  legs  broke." 

"Coachman,"  said  the  gentleman,  "if  you  dare  to 
drive  too  fast  I  '11  complain  of  you  to  your  employers." 

"Arrah,  Sir,  never  mind  the  miscrayant." 

"  Oh  !  it 's  thruth  I  *m  tellin'  you,  Sir,"  said  the  car- 
man, "  and  sure  he  knows  himself  't  was  only  last  week 
he  dhruv  agin  the  —  " 

"  Post !  Evening  Post !  "  said  the  news-man. 

"He  dhruv  agin  the  Widow  Waddy's  pig,  and  made 
bacon  of  him,  and  made  jommethry  o'  the  passengers." 

"  Coachman  !  !  "  said  the  nervous  man  again,  "  if  you 
drive  faster  than  —  " 

"The  Mail!  —  The  Evenin'  Mail!"  shouted  the 
news-man. 

Here  a  beggar-woman  put  in  her  word  —  "  Ah  !  gin- 
tleman  dear,  extind  your  charity  to  the  poor  woman  —  a 
little  thrifle,  your  honour,  to  the  poor  woman,  gintleman 
dear,  that  is  in  disthress." 

The  "  gintleman  dear  "  was  in  distress,  indeed,  for 
his  fears  were  seriously  awakened  for  his  personal 
safety. 

She  changed  her  hand,  now,  and  tried  another,  whose 
military  cap  and  cloak  bespoke  a  man  of  war ;  he  was, 
however,  only  a  linen-draper,  given  to  finery. 

"  Ah,  Sir  dear,  with  the  cap  —  ah,  iligant  captain,  won't 
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you  bcst<   '  a  thrJHe  an  the  poor  widdy  and  the  dissolute 
orphans  ? 

The  c&  tain  look  no  notice,  but  was  engaged  in  ea-  < 
deavourin  to  light  a  cigar,  which  afterwards  made  him  ' 
sick. 

"  Ah,      "■""  "nt^in  u-;<l  thf  noold  an  your  cap  — 

"  Ah,  1  )ld  bitter  hag  who  saw    ■ 

the  case  v  i  alone,  I  tell  you  —  by   ' 

my  sowl  t  p  than  in  his  pocket."" 

''  Why  Peter, "  where  do  you 

think  I  'n  " 

**  Put  it  ntlcman  who  owned  it.  J 

"Thcy»f»  II  ;  guard. 

"  Well,  put  It  in  the  _.         ,„      "  sard  the  gcntlem 

"The  A/fii/boot  is  full  too,"  said  the  giiarii. 

"Well,  thry  the  top  boot,"  said  Peter,  pointing  to  the 
roof  of  the  coach. 

"May  the  divil  run  a  huntin'  wid  you  and  your  top 
boot,"  said  the  guard  in  a  passion. 

"  Throth  an'  it 's  top  boots  he  'd  have,  if  he  did  run  a 
huntin',"  said  Peter. 

"Why  bad  cess  to  you,  don't  you  see  there's  not  room 
for  half  o'  this  thievin'  luggage?"  said  the  guard,  "by 
this  and  that  it  would  puzzle  a  counsellor  to  pack 
another  box  on  it,  let  alone  this   heap  o'  things." 

"Bad  scran  to  you,"  said  the  coachman,  "■  will  you 
ever  let  me  start?  —  throw  them  up  any  way,  and  let 

"  Throth,  then,  if  I  was  goin'  wid  you,  it 's  myself 
that  id  like  to  have  some  one  to  tache  you  your  busi- 
ness," said  the  carman.  "Who  have  you  to  show  you 
the  way  ? " 

"The  Pilot !  The  Pilot!"  shouted  the  news-man. 

"  Hand  me  up  that  other  trunk  now,"  said  the  guard 
—  "by  all  that's  good  the  coach  is  more  like  a  dhray 
than  a  coach,  wjd  all  the  luggage  that 's  on  it  —  is  there 
any  more  of  it?" 
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"  No ;  that  *s  the  last,"  said  Peter. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  put  up  the  leather  portmanteau  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  Sir,"  said  a  stander-by,  "I  seen  the  guard 
put  that  up  the  first."  This  person  was  Tom,  who  had 
been  talking  with  the  carman  for  a  few  seconds  pre- 
viously • 

"Now  then,  we're  all  right,"  said  the  guard.  "You 
may  be  off  when  you  plazc." 

" Oh,  musha ! "  shouted  the  coachman,  "I'm  ruinated, 
Nonon \ " 

"  What 's  ruinated  you  ?  "  said  the  guard. 

"The  Times!  The  Times!"  shouted  the  news- 
man. 

"  I  've  broke  my  whip,"  said  the  coachman,  "  an  the 
head  o'  that  blackguard  carman  that  was  tantalizin'  me. 
You  must  borrow  me  one  o'  Tom  Toole's  out  o'  the 
office."  This  was  done  accordingly,  and  the  coach 
rolled  heavily  away  to  the  music  of  the  guard's  horn,  as 
it  awoke  the  echoes  of  the  yet  almost  empty  streets. 
The  little  knot  of  persons  dispersed  from  before  the 
coach-office,  and  the  noise  and  bustle  was  succeeded  by 
silence  and  loneliness. 

The  scene  must  now  be  changed  to  a  cellar,  in  a  re- 
mote lane.  Three  men  descended  the  broken  steps  that 
'.ed  to  the  wretched  abode,  and,  entering  the  dark  and 
smoky  den,  saluted  by  the  title  of  Black  Bet  a  woman 
who  welcomed  them;  and  seated  themselves  at  a  low 
table  near  a  bad  fire,  and  called  for  their"  morning." 

"An*  bitther  cowld  it  is,  by  the  same  token,  and 
a  gum  tickler  will  be  as  welkim  as  the  flowers  in 
May." 

The  three  men  were  Peter  Molloy,  his  friend  Tom, 
and  the  car-driver,  who  had  come  hither  to  get  a"dhrop 
o'  somethin',"  by  way  of  breakfast.  The  cellar  where 
they  sat  was  in  an  obscure  place,  where  secrecy,  if  re- 
quired, might  be  found  by  those  who  needed  it,  and  the 
woman  who  presided  in  the  sanctuary  was  a  priestess 
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the  place.  After  the  bottle  had  been  circu- 
;  round  the  company.  Torn  drew  something 
at  he  had  not  hitherto  brought  into  notice,  and 

may  as  well  see  what  we  have  got  here ;"  and 
le  pulled  from  a  corner  behind  him,  where  he 
n  it  on  his  entrance,  a  portmanteau. 

lid  Peter,  casting  a  sharp 

the  car,"  said  Tom. 
"  why  it 's  the  gcntlc- 
;ot." 
'by   did  n't  he  mind  it 

I  you  yourself  tell  him 


worthy 
lated  I 
forwai 
said," 
so  sayi 
had  thi 

"W 
look  up 

"If 

«oi 

man's  ] 
"W 

betthei 

"  Wiiy,     saia    rcic, 
you  saw  it  put  up  first." 

**  Well,  I  thought  I  did,"  said  Tom,  making  a  grimace 
at  the  same  time  to  the  car-driver,  "  but  I  never  found 
out  the  mistake  till  we  got  here,  and  now  there 's  no  help 
for  it." 

"  Oh,  but  I  can  lave  it  at  the  coach-office  for  him," 
said  Peter,  "  for,  I  suppose,  they  know  who  he  is." 

"  Arrah  !  how  would  they  know  who  he  is?"  said 
Tom,  "  and  besides  he  '11  never  miss  it  out  the  power  o' 
luggage  he  has.  —  Throth  he  ought  to  be  obliged  to  us 
for  casing  him  o'  the  care  of  it;"  and  he  proceeded, 
with  great  coolness,  to  cut  open  the  portmanteau  with  a 
large  clasp  knife  he  drew  from  his  pocket. 

"  Oh,  Tom,"  said  Peter,  "by  dad,  I  don't  like  that  at 
all ;  "  and  he  endeavoured  to  prevent  the  act. 

"  Who  axed  you  whether  you  liked  it  or  not,"  said 
the  ruffian,  "  sure  it's  not  your  doin',  you  fool — what 
business  have  you  to  know  anything  about  it  ? " 

"  Oh  !  but  I  had  the  care  o"  the  gentleman's  luggage." 

"  Ay,  and  good  care  you  took  of  it,  in  throth,  —  oh, 

you  're  a  bright  janius^  Peiher  !  "  and  the  villain  laughed 

horribly  at    the   startled   Peter,  as  the  portmanteau  was 

ripped  asunder  and  its  contents  fell  on  the  floor.     Peter 
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was  quite  unprepared  for  such  a  desperate  act  as  this, 
though  he  bad  no  reason,  of  late,  to  believe  Tom  to  be 
overgood,  and  began  to  wish  he  had  attended  in  this,  as 
in  all  former  instances,  to  his  mother's  advice.  He  said 
he  would  not  have  any  thing  to  do  in  such  a  transaction, 
and  left  the  cellar  followed  by  the  laughter  and  curses  of 
Tom  and  the  carman,  who  was  an  acquaintance  of  his, 
to  whom  he  had  introduced  Peter,  and  the  two  names 
that  Peter  heard  himself  last  called,  as  he  gained  the  top 
of  the  cellar  steps,  were  "  fool  "  and  "  coward." 

"I  am  a  fool,  indeed,"  said  Peter,  as  he  quitted  the 
lane,  "  but  I  'm  no  coward,  as  I  '11  prove  to  them,  nor 
worse  than  a  coward  — and  that 's  an  informer.  I  won't 
turn  an  informer  any  how.  Maybe  it  won't  be  found 
out,  or  maybe  it  will ;  but  at  all  events,  not  through  me, 
but  from  this  blessed  hour,  though  I  won't  betra)'  him, 
I  'II  have  no  more  to  do  with  that  bad  fellow,  Tom. 
Oh  \  mother  dear,  mother  dear,  you  were  right,  as 
you  always  were,  in  the  advice  you  gave  me.  1  have 
been  supping  with  the  Devil,  indeed,  and  mt  with 
a  long  spoon,  I  'm  afraid ;  but  long  or  short  I  'II  not 
sup  with  him  again.  I  'm  done  with  Tom  from  this 
out." 

In  this  resolution  Peter  persevered :  but  alas !  the  reso- 
lution came  too  late.  Biddy  still  continued  her  acquaint- 
ance with  Tom,  and  from  him  she  obtained,  as  presents, 
some  of  the  plunder  of  the  portmanteau.  The  loss  of 
this  article  was  of  too  much  importance  to  its  owner  to 
be  left  unheeded.  The  police  were  informed  of  the  rob- 
bery, and  put  on  the  search,  and  the  articles  given  to 
Biddy  were  found  in  Peter's  room,  and  identified  as  some 
of  the  missing  property. 

I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  affecting  scene  that 
took  place  when  the  unfortunate  mother  saw  her  son 
taken  away  by  the  police,  to  be  lodged  in  jail.  "  Little 
did  I  think,"  said  the  bereaved  woman, "when  I  had  you 
at  my  breast,  that  I  was  only  rearing  you  to  disgrace  and 
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ruin. 

1  \  Pcicr,  Peter,  why  did  n't  you  mind  the  words 

of  the  t 

;hcr  that  loved  you  and  watched  over  you  from 

your  en 

e  ?      You  tell  me  that  you  are  innocent  of  all 

this  wit 

:dness,  and  I  believe  you  are,  my  poor  mis- 

guided 

y;  but  oh,  Peter!  whj 

'  didn't  you  mind   the 

cautiooi. 

«,„-  .™,  >      nft„«  ,.,^  often  I  [qU  you  ^^,l)3, 

the  end 

see,  Peter  alanna,  thai 
nt,  al                               ^^B 

THE    PRISON 

PETER  was  conducted,  at  once,  by  the  police  to  one 
of  the  divisional  offices,  and  the  circumstantial  evi- 
dence was  so  clear  gainst  him  that  he  was  committed 
to  Newgate,  Poor  Peter  shuddered  when  he  heard  the 
heavy  iron  gate  clank  as  it  closed  behind  him,  on  his 
entrance  to  the  prison,  and  as  the  bolt  of  the  ponderous 
lock  was  turned  into  its  socket,  the  jarring  sound  smote  on 
the  unfortunate  prisoner's  heart,  while  the  turnkey,  with 
a  hardened  composure,  rendered  more  striking  by  the 
contrast,  drew  the  massive  key  from  the  lock  and  handed 
Peter  over  to  the  proper  authoriiv,  to  be  conducted  to 
his  place  of  confinement.  It  was  well  for  Peter  that  his 
committal  to  prison  occurred  just  before  the  opening  of 
the  commission ;  so  that  he  had  but  a  few  days  to  remain 
in  confinement,  for  it  is  notoriously  true  that  by  inter- 
course with  the  prisoners  of  more  experience,  and  more 
deeply  dved  in  crime,  a  person  comparatively  innocent 
on  his  entrance  to  a  jail  ufton  leaves  it  a  finished  villain. 
—  This  misfortune  Peter  had  not  to  endure  in  addition 
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to  his  others,  and  it  was  well  for  one  of  his  easy  nature 
that  it  was  so,  for  it  has  been,  of  course,  remarkcxi  in  the 
progress  of  the  story,  that  Peter  was  rather  the  victim  of 
others  than  originally  bad  himself,  and  therefore  had  not 
strength  of  character  to  resist  the  influence  of  evil  exam- 
ple to  be  found  amongst  the  inmates  of  a  jail,  where,  at 
last,  he  found  himself,  by  a  natural,  though  somewhat 
unfortunate  course  of  circumstances,  placed.     Here,  for 
the  few  days  he  was  in  confinement,  he  had  plenty  of 
time  to  ruminate  over  his  headlong  folly,  and  its  bitter 
consequences  —  consequences  all  arising  from  one  rash 
step,  and  that  step  in  direct  violation  of  a  parent's  advice. 
Here  was  enough  for  reflection  and  repentance.    The 
neglected  words  of  advice  that  his  mother  had  spoken  in 
vain,  were  now  continually  whispered  in  his  ear  by  the 
voice  of  memory,  and,  perhaps,  an  accusing  conscience 
helped  to    increase  their   influence  upon   his    mind. — 
These  sayings  of  his  mother  became  almost  the  exclu- 
sive theme  of  Peter's  sleeping  and  waking  thoughts,  it 
produced  almost  a  ludicrous  consequence  in  his  manner 
and  conversation,  for  he  could  scarcely  be  got  to  return  an 
answer  except  in  the  words  of  some  proverb  his  mother 
had  repeated  to  him,  and  that  he  had  so  faithfully  and  un- 
fortunately fulfilled  the  truth  of,  in  his  own  experience. 

His  melancholy  looks  were  subject  of  mirth  to  the 
other  prisoners,  and  even  the  turnkeys  sometimes  were 
attracted  in  the  course  of  their  horrible  routine  of  occu- 
pation, to  notice  the  peculiarity  of  his  manner  and  an- 
swers. "  By  gosh,  I  b'lieve  this  chap  is  married,"  said 
one  of  these  Cerberuses  to  another,  noticing  Peter's 
woe-begone  countenance.  Peter  answered  him  at  once, 
with  an  appropriate  solemnity  of  manner:  —  "Marry 
in  haste,  and  repent  at  leisure." 

Now  it  happened  that  this  answer  of  Peter's  was  par- 
ticularly appropriate  to  the  person  to  whom  it  was  made, 
for  the  prisoners  in  the  jail  were  in  no  less  control  of  the 
turnkey,  than  the  turnkey  was  of  his  wife    who  ruled 
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im  not  with  a  key  but  a  rod  of  iron,  and  his  brother 
iler  laughed  at  him  when  he  heard  the  application  of 
le  proverb  that  had  been  made  to  him. 

This  incensed  the  turnkey,  who,  looking  fiercely  at 
eter,  said,  ^  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  you  gallows 
rd  ?  " 

Peter  returned  the  look  of  fierceness  by  one  on  his 
ut  of  greater  sadness  than  before,  and  replied,  ^^  A  bird 
.  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush ;"  and  with  a  pro- 
band shake  of  his  head  turned  his  back  on  the  turnkey,  and 
sumed  his  melancholy  pace  up  and  down  the  jail-yard. 

Xhe  turnkey  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  him,  and 
iving  muttered  to  himself,  ^^  By  dad  I  think  he 's  mad," 
ent  about  his  business. 

But  it  was  in  his  intercourse  with  his  mother  that 
eter's  present  peculiarity  of  thought  and  conversation 
ere  most  apparent,  because  most  frequently  excited ; 
)r  after  the  first  two  or  three  days  the  inmates  of  the 
lil,  when  they  had  worn  out  the  novelty  of  a  new  comer 
f  eccentric  habits,  left  Peter  to  himself  as  a  blockhead, 
lat  had  no  pluck  in  him,  that  is  to  say,  who  was  not  as 
dcked  and  reckless  as  themselves.  But  Peter's  mother 
ontrived  to  see  her  son  every  day  ;  this  favour  she  ob- 
lined  through  his  former  master,  Mr.  Finn,  whose  inti- 
lacy  with  the  sheriff  enabled  the  mother  to  have  an  order 
)  see  her  son  constantly.     What  a  touching  example 

here  of  the  eternal  laws  of  nature  surmounting  every 
dverse  circumstance  to  the  fulfilment  of  its  duties, 
fone  of  Peter's  companions  in  his  hours  of  mirth,  now 
)ught  his  prison  ;  even  his  fellow  prisoners  who  bore 
im  company  for  two  days,  only  to  laugh  at  him,  grew 
red,  and  deserted  him  on  the  third.  The  woman,  the 
worthless  woman,  by  whom  he  had  induced  all  his  sub- 
squent  sorrows,  came  not  near  his  cell ;  but  the  mother 
-  the  lone,  the  aged  mother,  on  whom  he  had  drawn 
own  want  and  sorrow,  came  in  the  hour  of  her  ofF- 
pring's  affliction,  to  return  him  good  for  evil,  and  watch 
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over  him  in  his  prison,  as  she  had  done  in  his  cradle. 

Oh!   how  can  the  child  ever  sufficiently  repay,  by  duty, 
the  matchless  and  undying  love  of  a  mother? 

This  excellent  woman  had  gone  to  Mr.  Finn  on  Peter's 

arrest  by  the  police,  and  represented  to  him  how  his  mis- 
fortunes had  been  imluc    '  "      '    d  company,  at  the  same 

time  that  his  own  prin                  i   remained    uncontami- 

nated.    "  For  oh.  Sir,"  '                  or  woman,  while  the  bit- 

ter tears  streamed  dowr                    led  face,  "he  never  seen 

the  bad  turn  in  father                   ler,  nor  never  heard  the 

wind  of  the  word  that                    slead  himi  and  indeed. 

poor  boy,  he  has  the                       ition  yit,  tho'  vagaboncs 
and  villians^ot  abot                      has  ensnared  him  into 

throuble,  ( 

and  it  wns  his  hard  luck  to  meet   with  a  had 

wife,  your  honour,  and  indeed  the  harder  luck  it  is  in 
poor  Ireland, for  if  we're  poor  every  way  else,  sure  we're 
rich  that  way,  any  how,  and  the  poor  man  has  seldom 
disgrace  brought  to  his  home  by  the  wife  of  his  heart. 
But  she  /'/  bad.  Sir —  I  must  own  it;  and  it  's  along  o' 
that  and  her  bad  acquaintances  that  he  is  come  to  harm 
—  but  innocently  himself,  and  indeed  he  has  never 
known  the  quiet  hour  since  he  left  your  employment,  but 
grieves  for  the  respectable  place  he  lost,  through  his  own 
foolishness."  —  Much  more  said  the  poor  woman,  and  by 
touching  those  natural  springs  which  exist  in  every  good 
hean,  she  so  influenced  Mr.  Finn  in  Peter's  favour,  that 
he  inquired  into  the  case,  and  finding  that  Peter  was  really 
innocent  of  any  intentional  wickedness,  and  was  but  the 
dupe  of  others,  he  interested  himself  in  his  affairs,  and 
promised  to  make  every  effort  to  save  him  from  final 
punishment. 

It  was  with  such  comfortable  information  that  the 
mother  went  to  the  prison  on  the  fourth  day  ;  and  after 
some  previous  admonitory  conversation,  "  Peter,  alanna," 
said  she,  "  I  hope  this  will  be  a  warning  to  you,  to  mind 
the  advice  in  future  of  those  who  know  better  than  you. 
You  know  you  married  against  my  advice." 
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"  Yes,  mother  dear,"  said  Peter,  "  Marry  in  haste  and 
repent  at  leisure." 

"  True  for  you,  honey,"  said  the  mother,  **  and  sure 
you  could  n't  expect  that  any  one  would  care  half  as 
much  about  you  as  I  do,  who  reared  you  egg  and  bird." 

^  A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush,"  said 
Peter. 

"True  for  you,  honey,  mind  that,  a  cushla,  for  the 
future,  and  I  'U  come  to  you  again  to-night,  and  bring 
you  a  taste  of  something  comfortable  for  supper." 

"When  you  sup  with  the  Divil  have  a  long  spoon," 
said  Peter. 

**  What  do  you  mane,  Peter  dear,  by  that  ?  "  said  the 
mother,  "  sure  an  it  *s  not  comparin'  me  to  the  Divil 
you  'd  be,  God  bless  us,  Pether,  nor  sure  it 's  not 
threatenin'  me  you  'd  be  with  the  Divil  ?  " 

"Long  threatening  comes  at  last,"  said  Peter,  very 
wisely. 

Oh,  God  help  him !  "  said  the  mother,  internally, 
it's  thin  kin'  of  my  owld  sayin's  he  is,  the  craythur  — 
well,  good-bye  Peter,  dear  —  good-bye  till  I  see  you  in 
the  evenin'." 

I  shall  now  hasten  the  tale  to  a  conclusion.  Mr.  Finn 
was  enabled,  when  Peter  was  brought  to  trial,  to  produce 
such  evidence  as  to  exculpate  him  from  the  charge  of  rob- 
bery, and  convict  Tom  of  the  fact.  The  carman,  who 
has  been  introduced  in  the  preceding  story,  was  evi- 
dence against  him,  so  that  Tom,  who  swore  against  his 
companions  some  short  time  before,  was  himself  con- 
victed by  a  similar  act  of  treachery  of  his  accomplice. 
Such  will  ever  be  the  case.  The  guilty  can  never  trust 
one  another.  I  'm  sure  my  readers  will  be  glad  to  hear 
that  Biddy,  the  remote  cause  of  all  poor  Peter's  misfor- 
tunes, was  transported,  as  well  as  her  friend  Tom ;  and 
so  her  injured  husband  got  rid  of  her.  Peter  was  once 
more  taken  into  Mr.  Finn's  employment,  but  not  rein- 
stated in  his  former  high  situation  of  trust. 
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"Tl  situation,"  said  Mr.  Finn,  "  is  now  possessed 
by  a  m  who  has  won  it  by  his  good  conduct,  and 
deserve      o  hold  it." 

"Sii  said  Peter,  "  1  'd  be  very  sorry  to  go  between 
any  ma  ind  his  place,  and  sure  it 's  bound  to  pray  for 
you  I  a.      •*""  '--  "'^■^  »nr...™k  ,^  take  me  back  at  all." 

'*  Pet  i  must  begin  in  a  low 

situatio  a.      You  have  lost  that 

charact  hi,  and  you  muse  make 

anothei  ifou    to    my  confidence. 

Above  -ompany.       1   tell   you, 

frankly  conceived  against  you, 

was  so  light-looking  woman." 

"Oh:    wti.,  oil,     Si..-   . ,  "she's  gone,  and   God 

forgive  her,  yuu  '11  never  see  her  again." 

"  No,  Peter,  but  there  arc  plenty  of  bad  companions 
to  be  had  every  day  in  the  year,  and  believe  me  when- 
ever 1  see  you  in  company  with  such  I  will  instantly 
discharge  you." 

This  caution,  in  addition  to  Peter's  own  sad  experience 
made  him  guarded  ever  after,  during  a  long  life,  of  enter- 
ing into  intimacy  with  any  one  that  he  did  not  know  well, 
and  his  mother,  as  usual,  backed  up  his  good  resolution 
with  as  good  an  old  saying  ;  —  "  And  sure  enough  Mr. 
Finn  Js  right,"  said  she,  "for  it  was  said  before  him,  or 
his  father,  or  his  grandfather  before  him  was  born  — 
"  Shnu  me  yeur  company  and  I  'U  tell  you  who  you  are." 


AN   OCULAR    DEMONSTRATION 

HOW  easily  one  may  know  a  "country  cousin  "  in 
Sackville  or  Grafton-street — his  hat  on  three 
hairs — a  flashy -co  loured  pair  of  trousers  —  an  awfully 
dazzling  waistcoat,  fastened  only  by  the  two  lower  but- 
tons, to  afTord  room  for  the  display  of  a  yard  and  a  half 
of  frill,  and  a  brooch  the  size  of  a  paving-stone;  his 
new  blue  coat  still  shews  the  glossy  mark  of  the  goose 
on  the  seams,  the  gilt  buttons  thereof  dazzle  the  eyes  of 
the  beholders,  and  "  Day  and  Martin's,"  or  "  Warren's 
jet,"  has  been  applied  by  the  functionary  at  Home's 
hotel,  where  he  stopped  the  night  before,  to  cover  the 
rustic  brown  of  his  thick-soled  boot,  which  bears  him, 
creakingly,  over  the  metropolitan  flags.  Very  much 
such  a  figure  was  Philip  Doolin,  the  eldest  son  of  a 
respectable  farmer  from  the  Countv  Mcath,  when  he 
made  his  first  appearance  in  Dublin.  Mr.  Philip  Doolin, 
or  as  he  was  called  in  the  county,  "  A!a<iher  Phil"  had 
come  to  town  to  transact  some  business  for  his  father, 
through  whose  indulgence  he  was  permitted  to  appropri- 
ate a  few  pounds  of  some  money  he  was  to  receive  to 
enjoy  himself  for  some  days  in  Dublin,  and  Phil  cal- 
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culatcd  m  going  home  a  very  superior  person  for  his 
travels.  In  one  part  of  his  dress  "  Masthcr  Phil"  was 
not  the  jrototype  of  the  pattern  I  have  given.  Instead 
of  troi  rs,  a  pair  of  white  corduroys  reached  his  knees, 
and  to  boots,  with  ipurs  of  no  contemptible  size  fin- 
ished b  attire.  Thus  accoutred  he  sallied  forth,  and  in 
the  «  h   ihe  city   he  perceived 

that  a  len  carried  canes,  and  as 

he  wi'-  "  as  possible,  he  entered 

the  fir  h  articles  were  sold,  and 

asked  He  was  shewn  several 

of  a  c  very  handsome  one,  in- 

deed, S  "  it  is  only  iwo  guineas." 

—  "  0...^  ....  B-—  Phil  in  amazement.    "  Is 

it  two  guineas  for  a  cane  ? "  "  Very  cheap.  Sir,  I  assure 
you,  —  mounted  in  gold.  Sir  —  very  elegant  aniclc." 
"Have  you  nothing  more  reasonable?"  said  Phil. — 
"  Here,  Sir,  is  one  very  handsome  —  very  nice  cane, 
Sir  —  cairn  goram  top  —  quite  the  fashion  —  plain  canes 
quite  gone  out.  Sir." 

Phil  wished  that  he  had  gone  out  too,  before  he  had 
been  enmeshed  by  a  leech  of  a  shop-keeper,  who,  seeing 
his  customer  was  not  up  to  the  tricks  of  town,  took 
advantage  of  him,  and  Phil,  at  last,  ashamed  to  leave 
without  buying  something,  gave  a  guinea  for  a  slight 
black  cane  with  some  fanciful  top,  which  he  was  assured 
was  the  most  fashionable  thing  possible.  Phil  left  the 
shop  rather  discontented,  and  cast  a  very  sheepish  look 
every  now  and  then  at  his  cane,  and  thought  of  his 
guinea  with  regret.  "And  faix,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  I 
might  as  well  have  only  a  plain  switch  in  my  hand,  for 
this  fashionable  top  it  has,  is  hid  in  my  fist."  Just  then 
a  dandy  passed  him  by,  drawing  on  a  kid  glove,  and  his 
cane  held  under  his  arm.  "  Ho  !  ho  !  "  said  Phil  again, 
"  I  sec  that  's  the  way  to  carry  a  cane  when  you  want 
the  head  of  it  to  be  seen."  So  he  put  his  under  his  arm 
and  proceeded.  He  stopped  in  much  admiration  oppo- 
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site  the  Bank  which  he  now  saw  for  the  first  time.  — 
^  What  place  is  that  ? "  said  he  to  a  news-man  who  stood 
near  him.  The  news-man,  who  twigged  the  bumpkin, 
said,"  That's  the  great  rag-shop,  Sir." — "  A  rag-shop ! !  " 
said  Phil,  in  amazement.  ^^  Ay,  in  throth, —  faix  I  'd 
rather  have  some  of  their  rags  than  my  own  tatthers. 
'T  was  the  Parliament  House  in  the  good  ould  times.  — 
Augh !  God  be  wid,  long  ago ! "  Master  Phil  now 
turned  round  to  look  at  the  College,  but  in  the  act  of 
turning,  his  cane,  which  he  most  scrupulously  kept  under 
his  arm,  poked  an  old  woman  in  the  face  and  nearly  put 
out  her  eye. 

"  Bad  cess  to  you  and  your  stick,"  shouted  the  old 
vixen,  "  is  it  nothin'  else  you  have  to  do  than  put  out 
people's  eyes  ?  I  wish  your  mother  kept  you  at  home 
in  the  bog  where  you  come  from !  " 

Phil  saw  he  was  known  for  a  stranger,  and  was  much 
astonished.  "  I  did  not  intend  it,  my  good  woman." 
"  It 's  a  pity  you  did  n't  to  be  sure,"  said  she.  —  **  Good 
woman,  indeed  ! !  you  're  a  mighty  fine  gentleman,  to  be 
sure  wid  your  cane  —  but  your  nurse  ought  n't  to  let 
you  carry  one  till  you  know  how  to  howld  it."  The 
old  beldame  continued  pouring  out  abuse ;  and  a  crowd 
was  rapidly  gathering  to  see  the  fun,  when  Phil  thought 
he  had  better  bribe  her  to  silence,  so  he  slipped  half  a 
crown  into  her  hand  with  "  I  'm  very  sorry,  my  poor 
woman,"  and  a  very  sheepish  look. 

The  touch  of  the  coin  acted  like  magic.  The  impre- 
cations of  the  hag  were  converted  into  blessings,  and 
Phil  was  now  beplastered  with  praise  almost  as  annoy- 
ing as  the  abuse,  for  she  followed  him  shouting,  ^^  It 's 
you  that 's  the  rale  gintleman,  and  who  dare  say  agin  it 
—  angels  make  your  bed  !  —  long  life  to  your  honour  — 
I  'm  sure  it 's  not  a  gintleman  but  a  lord  you  are ! " 
He  was  obliged  to  quicken  his  pace  to  escape  her,  and 
he  said  to  himself,  as  he  turned  into  Westmoreland- 
street,  "  Now  how  could  that  old  woman  know  I  was 
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not  usi  to  carry  a  cane?  How  sharp  these  town 
people  ;  :!  "  In  Wcstm  ore  land-street  a  worse  accident 
befel  b  ;  —  for  he  poked  his  cane  through  a  pane  of 
glass  in  shop-window.  A  man  ran  from  the  shop. — 
"  'Twa.  [  that  did  it,"  said  Phil  —  "1  beg  your  pardon. 
Sir  — -t   '"  '"  "  ,..;^».»" 

"  I  '11  I  pounds,"  said  the  man, 

without  I's  apology. 

"Fm 

"Th  oke,  Sir."     Phil  stared. 

"Two  ,"  repeated  the  shopman. 

"  Is  )•  why  2  pane  of  glass  in 

Kinneg  ;8." 

"  It  is  piaie-giass  you  i.-.v       ikcn,"  said  the  shopman. 

Phil  cast  a  melancholy  stare  at  the  shattered  pane,  and 
finding  remonstrance  useless  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
and  took  out  the  money  at  which  he  gave  a  more  mel- 
ancholy look;  the  shopman  took  it  out  of  his  open  hand 
with  great  alertness,  and  with  a  brief  "  Thank  you,  Sir," 
left  Phil  staring  alternately  at  the  broken  pane,  and  his 
walking  cane,  "  Faith  it 's  a  dear  stick  you  are  to  me," 
said  Phil,  as  he  walked  on  towards  Carlisle-bridge. 

Here  he  saw  a  crowd  assembled,  looking  through  the 
balustrades  of  the  bridge.  "What's  the  matter  f  "  said 
Phil  to  a  by-stander. 

"  Why  then  did  n't  you  hear  of  it  ?  "  said  the  fellow, 
by  whom  Phil  was,  again,  known  for  a  flat. 

"No,"  said  Phil,  in  great  simplicity. 

"  Sure  it  's  the  wondherful  wager  was  laid  by  the  Kil- 
dare  Club,  on  a  race  between  a  pig  and  a  salmon," 

"  A  pig  and  a  salmon !  "  said  Phi!  in  wonder, 

«  Oh  !  it's  truth  I'm  tellin'  you,"  said  the  fellow, 
winking  to  a  companion  who  was  enjoying  the  quiz. 

"  And  wbich  is  expected  to  win.  Sir,"  returned  the 
comrade,  to  help  the  joke. 

"  Oh,  indeed  the  salmon  tuck  the  lade  at  first,  but  the 

tide  is  goin'  out,  and  if  the  pig  doesn't  cut  his  throat 
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before  low  water,  of  course  he  will  have  the  advantage 
when  he  comes  to  the  mtid.^^ 

Phil  endeavoured  to  poke  his  head  through  the  balus- 
trades to  see  this  wonderful  race,  but  could  not  get  a 
view,  and  while  so  engaged  he  was  accosted  by  a  car- 
man, thus : — 

"  Do  you  want  a  car.  Sir  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Phil. 

The  carman  waited  a  minute  or  two  and  repeated  the 
question.     He  was  once  more  answered  in  the  negative. 

"  Do  you  want  a  car,  Sir  ? "  again  said  the  driver. 

"  I  told  you  often  enough  before  I  did  not,"  answered 
Phil  somewhat  angrily. 

"  So  your  honour  does  n't  want  a  car  ? " 

**  No  !  "  said  Phil  like  thunder. 

"  Maybe  then,"  said  the  carman,  casting  a  knowing 
look  at  PhiPs  boots  and  spurs,  and  twisting  the  lash  of 
his  whip  between  his  fingers,  —  "  maybe  your  honour  wants 
ahorse?'' 

"  Well,  what  *s  that  to  you,"  returned  the  country 
hero,  who  began  to  feel  annoyed. 

"  Oh,  nothin'.  Sir,"  said  the  impudent  rascal  with  a 
grin  enough  to  provoke  a  philosopher.  "  Only  I  thought 
it  was  a  pity  such  iligant  boots  and  spurs  should  have  a 
holy-day."  And  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  left  Phil  in 
wonder  at  his  assurance. 

While  Phil  was  staring  after  the  carman,  a  little  street 
vagabond  picked  his  handkerchief  from  his  pocket,  and 
before  he  had  recovered  from  his  surprise,  he  was  tapped 
on  the  shoulder  by  a  celebrated  wag,  who  said,  "  Sir, 
that  fellow  gone  over  the  bridge  has  picked  your  pocket," 
and  he  pointed  after  the  delinquent.  Phil  instinctively 
applied  his  hand  hastily  to  his  pocket,  and  perceived  his 
handkerchief  was  gone.  He  ran  after  the  depredator 
that  had  been  pointed  out  to  him,  and  struck  him  with 
his  dandy  stick  so  smartly  that  he  broke  at  once  his 
own  cane,  and  the  assaulted  man's  temper,  for,  turning 
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fiercely  i  mnd,  the  person  exclaimed,  "Who  arc  you, 
you  ruS^j  who  dare  to  strike  me?"  I 

"  Oh.     ou  pretend  not  to  know  me  now-,"  said  Phil,     I 

"  I  '11     ike  care  I  will  know  you,  you  ruffian,  and  if  "^ 
you   are    vorthy  of  a  gentleman's   notice  I  'U  chastise 
your  ins    " — --     ""—  ■""  — '  card.  Sir," 

"Giv  :hicf,"  said  Phil. 

"Wh  loundrel  ?  "  said  Major 

,  fc  d    fire-eater   whom    the 

wag  poii  ,  lan  who  had  picked  his 

pocket.  - 1 

"I  mead  yoU         [■  [«,"  said  Phil,  "as  fine 

a  geiitletnan  as  yuu  'm  up  to  your  Dublin 

tricks,  as  grand  as  you   .-  cd." 

"  You  are  too  contemptible,  you  clod,"  said  the  Major, 
"  for  gentlemanly  vengeance,  but  I '11  give  you  a  lesson 
you  won't  forget  in  a  hurry,"  and  so  saying  he  collared 
Phil,  who,  after  some  resistance,  was  obliged  to  submit 
to  go  to  a  police  office,  where  the  Major  made  a  heavy 
charge  of  assault  against  him.  Phil  was  called  upon  for 
bail,  and  was  not  able  to  procure  any,  being  an  utter 
stranger  in  town;  and  it  being  after  the  magistrates'  sit- 
ting hour,  he  was  obliged  to  remain  until  the  following 
morning  in  custody  of  the  police.  In  this  dilemma  he 
had  to  pay  handsomely  to  the  underlings  in  office,  to  be 
allowed  any  trifling  comforts  capable  of  being  procured 
in  his  state  of  durance,  and  Phil  thought  the  afternoon 
and  night  he  was  in  captivity  would  never  pass. 

Xhe  next  morning  his  case  did  not  come  on  soon 
either,  for  the  Major  was  no  "starter,"  and  did  not 
hurry  himself  in  going  to  the  office.  All  this  time 
"  Masther  Phil  "  had  not  had  the  comfort  of  a  change 
of  clothes,  and  had  been  obliged  to  sit  up  all  night  in 
the  lock-up  house,  and  he  looked  no  very  prepossessing 
person,  when  called  before  the  magistrates.  The  Major's 
charge  was  substantiated,  and  Phil  endeavoured  to  ex- 
plain how  the  mistake  occurred. 
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^  Under  these  circumstances  then,  Major,"  said  the 
magistrate,  ^^  I  suppose  you  will  not  prosecute  ? " 

**  No,"  said  the  Major,  "  but  I  think  this  young  spark 
ought  to  get  a  lesson  to  regulate  the  use  of  his  cane  for 
the  future." 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  magistrate. 

^Bad  luck  to  it  for  a  cane,"  said  Phil  in  his  own 
mind,  ^^  't  is  trouble  enough  it  has  brought  me  into." 

"  Now,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  "  I  will  not  prosecute 
you  on  one  condition,  if  you  abide  by  that." 

"  I  can't  abide  prosecution  at  all,"  said  Phil,  "  if 
that 's  what  you  mane." 

"  I  won't  prosecute  you.  Sir,  if  you  consider  my  con- 
dition reasonable." 

"  I  know  I  consider  my  condition  very  unreasonable," 
said  Phil,  "  to  be  kept  here  for  a  day  and  a  night,  with- 
out laying  my  side  to  a  bed." 

"  You  committed  a  breach  of  the  peace,  young  man," 
said  the  magistrate. 

"'T  was  in  a  mistake,"  said  Phil,  —  "I  took  him  for 
a  pickpocket." 

The  magistrates  and  the  attendants  in  the  office  could 
not  help  laughing,  while  the  Major  adjusted  his  stock, 
and  ran  his  fingers  through  his  whiskers  as  if  he  did  not 
hear  the  observation.  When  the  titter  subsided,  he 
said,  ^^  Young  man,  do  you  know  such  a  place  as  the 
Mendicity  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  murther  !  "  said  Phil,  "  sure  you  're  not  going 
to  send  me  to  the  Mendicitv  —  there  's  no  law  in  the 
land  for  that  any  how." 

"  Silence,  Sir  !  "  said  the  magistrate. 

"  I  mean  to  say,"  said  the  Major,  addressing  the 
bench,  *'  that  if  you  approve  of  it,  I  shall  be  willing  to 
withdraw  my  charge,  and  relinquish  the  prosecution  if  the 
prisoner  pays  ten  pounds  to  the  Mendicity  Institution." 

"  Very  kind  of  you,  Major,"  said  the  magistrate. 

"  Very  kind,"  said  Phil,  "  to  pay  ten  pounds  for  slap- 
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ping  a  ii  1  wich  a  swith,  —  by  dad,  t  'd  let  him  thrash  me 
for  hall      day,  with  a  bigger  one,  for  half  the  money." 

"W  cannot  lose  time,  Sir,"  said  the  magistrate, 
"  eithe  ly  the  money  or  enter  into  securities  to  abide 
the  pro      ution." 

The  wa*  nn  use  in  debating  —  Phi!  had  not  ten 
pounds  "knuckling  down,"  he 

was  let  an  acknowledgment  to 

the  Ma  ~e. 

Phil'  o  s  by  this  time,  that  on 

going  1  -^  hot  obliged  to  call  for  his 

bill,  w  n^A  hai  y  enough  to  dischai^e, 

except!  g  lis  passage  in  the  canal 

boat  b^ ■  lilt  vounuj.     „,    ixjor  Phil  saw  very  little 

of  the  city,  which  he  ever  afterwards  abhorred  the  very 
name  of,  and  often  protested  it  was  the  greatest  den  of 
abuse,  extortion,  gambling,  pickpocketing,  lying,  brow- 
beating, false  imprisonment  and  mulcting,  that  ever  any 
unfortunate  rustic  set  his  foot  in. 

"  I  don't  believe  it,  Phil,"  said  his  father,"  but  you  're 
a  fool,  Phil,  and  a  fool  comes  badly  off  anywhere.  Now, 
what  business  had  you,  according  to  your  own  account, 
(for  Phil  had  told  a  very  pitiful  story  on  his  return,) 
what  business  had  you,  I  say,  with  a  fanciful  stick,  hke 
a  grandee  ?  Now,  all  your  misfortunes  were  owing  to 
that  first  foolish  thing  you  did  ;  —  here  Matty  !  bring 
me  the  pen  and  ink  —  there's  nothing  like  Voster  and 
the  figures  for  making  things  plain.  I  'II  make  out  a 
bill  for  you,  and  a  mighty  divartin'  account  it  will  be  — 
let  me  see.  — 

£  ..  J. 
First,  there's  a  new  fangled  cane  ....  I  I  O 
(God  forgive  you  for  throwing  away  your 

money  !  ) 
Half  a  crown  to  an  ould  woman  you  blinded, 
I  dare  say  she  took  the  wonh  of  it  out  o' 
you  in  abuse,  (and  sorra  mend  you)     .     .  26 
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£     s.     d. 

Then  there's  the  pane  of  glass  you  broke     200 
(I  'd  glaze  my  whole  house  for  the  money.) 
And  the  Major's  plaister  to  cure  his  honour     500 
(Plaster  indeed !  —  by  dad,  't  was  a  blister 
to  you.) 

Let  me  see  —  that  comes  to 836 

Oh !  I  forgot  the  money  screwed  out  o'  you 

in  the  watch*housc  " 

"  'T  was  n't  a  watch-house,  father,"  said  Phil, 

^  in  dudgeon,  't  was  called  a  police  station." 
**  Well  let  it  be  a  station  —  a  station,  sure 

enough  —  you    performed    penance  there, 

any    how 

Well  —  the  station 0126 

That  makes 8160 

^  Eight  Pounds  Sixteen  Shillings  !  and  all  in  one  day. 
—  Oh  !  murther,  murther,  and  on  account  of  a  dirty 
cane  —  'twas  n't  a  sugar  cane  to  you,  Phil,  any  how  — 
oh !  murther  —  Eight  Pound  Sixteen,  an'  all  for  a  stick. 
'T  was  the  dearest  bit  o'  timber  in  the  memory  o'  man, 
barrirC  the  owld  ancient  tree  0'  knowledge.  Well  Phil,  all 
I  can  say  to  you  afther  your  thravels  is,  that 

"  A  fool  and  his  money  are  soon  parted,^* 
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THERE  is  scarcely  anybody  free  from  some  pecul- 
iarity of  habit,  either  of  mind  or  body,  that  often 
renders  them  ridiculous,  and,  it  maybe,  sometimes  dis- 
agreeable. 

The  latter,  fortunately,  is  not  so  often  the  case  as  the 
former,  and  even  that  we  ought  to  endeavour  to  correct, 
if  we  wish  to  avoid  becoming  the  jest  of  our  friends. 
Many  a  trivial  peculiarity  of  this  sort,  from  being  indulged 
in  from  childhood,  has  become  so  firmly  rooted  as  to 
defy  correction  at  a  later  period,  and  when  any  such  is 
remarked  in  young  people,  it  becomes  no  immaterial  duty 
on  the  part  of  parents,  or  those  in  charge  of  them,  to 
correct  it.  How  general  a  tendency  there  is  in  children 
to  protrude  the  tongue  when  thcv  are  using  a  scissors, 
and  make  it  as  well  as  the  scissors  cut  very  extraordinary 
figures  indeed  ;  this  ought  to  be  corrected  when  observed, 
for  the  indulgence  in  any  ont  such  peculiarity  may  lead 
to  the  contraction  of  worse.  I  knew  a  lady  who,  though 
agreeable  enough  in  other  ways,  made  herself  excessively 
ridiculous  by  a  habit  she  indulged  in  to  excess,  of  shut- 
ting her  eyes  when  she  spoke  to  any  one,  and  it  was 
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rendered  still  more  comical  by  her  saying  at  the  same 
time  —  "I  sec,  I  see." 

A  gentleman  told  her  one  day  that  he  had  just  wit- 
nessed in  passing  through  the  next  street  a  trial  of  skill 
between  a  kicking  horse  and  a  carter,  and  that  the  stub- 
bornness of  the  garron  was  an  over-match  for  the  whip 
of  the  driver. 

^  Oh  dear  me  ! "  said  the  lady,  ^^  I  can't  bear  to  see  an 
animal  beaten  ; "  and  she  kept  her  eyes  shut,  as  if  in 
support  of  her  attestation  to  her  own  tenderness  of 
heart. 

^^  I  don't  think  you  are  likely,"  said  the  gentleman, 
scarcely  suppressing  a  smile.  ^^  But  the  horse,  madam, 
was  so  ungovernable." 

^^  Oh !  I  see,  I  see,"  said  the  lady,  and  she  shut  her 
eyes  closer  than  before. 

I  happened  to  know  a  very  affected  gentleman  once, 
who  had  a  similar  habit,  with  this  difference,  that  he 
always  was  candid  enough  to  say,  "  I  can't  see."  He 
was  a  person  much  inclined  to  doubting  what  most  peo- 
ple had  not  the  least  doubt  about,  and  in  proportion 
to  the  universal  belief  of  everybody  else,  his  doubts 
encreased.  He  was  very  fond  of  hearing  himself  expa- 
tiate at  length  on  such  matters,  and  one  day,  elevating 
his  brows  and  shutting  his  eyes,  he  began  with  —  "  Well, 
I  confess  I  cannot  see  what  a  great  many  philosophers 
have  asserted  to  exist,  that  —  " 

"  It  would  be  exceedingly  hard  for  you,  Sir,"  said  a 
very  blunt  person  who  was  present,  "while  you  keep 
your  eyes  shut."  This  put  an  end  to  his  doubts  for  that 
time.  I  was  assured  that  on  one  occasion  he  indulged  in 
the  manner  described,  for  such  a  length  of  time,  that  the 
person  to  whom  he  addressed  himself  stole  softly  out  of 
the  room  without  the  blind  gentleman  perceiving  his 
retreat. 

I  could  give  many  other  comical  examples  of  such 
sorts  of  habit ;  and  who  is  there  that  could  not  remember 
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.ances  in  point  ?  But  there  is  one  example  of  a 
consequence  attendant  upon  such  a  personal 
'  that  fell  under  my  notice,  that  induced  me  to 
■n  this  subject  thus  slightly,  for  the  purpose  of 
;  to  the  readers  of  Thz  Penny  Magazike, 
"     ■    ■  '    amusemem,  and  which, 


,  who  was  a  particularly 
lagined  that  there  were 
:licity  to  see  him,  who 
lis  gentleman  wore  the 
)n  his  hai  in  the  most 
employed  in  carrying  a 
cd   a-kimbo,  and  walked 


many  ii 
ridiculoi 
pcculiai 
touch  b 
presenti 
somethi 
I  hope, 

Thei. 
coned  t< 
very  fe 
were  no 
stiSest  . 
knowing 

cane,  and  the  other  in  being  pi 
very  much  as  if  he  were  picking  his  steps  amongst  china, 
or  as  the  saying  is,  as  if  he  were  "  treading  on  ^gs." 
—  His  friends,  (and  none  arc  so  likely  to  make  ill- 
natured  remarks  upon  people  zslhtir  friends) — his  friends, 
from  the  very  clastic  tread  that  distinguished  him,  (for  he 
seemed  as  if  he  were  hung  upon  springs)  called  Ktm  jaunt' 
ing  Carr  —  and  others,  in  consequence  of  his  stiff" collar 
forcing  him  to  wriggle  his  neck  about  in  an  extraordinary 
manner,  giving  him  the  appearance  of  nodding  in  what' 
ever  direction  he  looked,  protested  that  "  Jaunting  Carr" 
was  not  so  appropriate  a  name  for  him  as  "  Noddy." 

Mr.  Carr,  alias  Jaunting  Carr,  alias  Noddy,  was  very 
near  getting  into  a  serious  quarrel  one  day  by  giving  one 
of  the  superfine  jerks  of  his  empty  head,  as  he  passed 
along  a  crowded  street  i  for  it  happened  that  a  more 
rash  than  wise  cavalier  was  escorting  a  lady  at  the  mo- 
ment that  Mr.  Carr  came  into  contact  with  them,  and 
poked  out  his  chin  so  much  like  a  salutation  to  the 
lady,  that  her  fiery  escon  thought  it  a  piece  of  impeni- 
nence  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Carr,  and  it  was  very  ample 
explanation  that  saved  him  from  giving  the  gentleman 
salisfaclion  — that  is  to  say,  shooting  him  the  next 
morning. 
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But  the  ridiculous  consequence  to  which  I  have  pre- 
viously aUuded  arose  from  Mr.  Carr  having  strutted  one 
day  into  an  auction-mart  where  horses  were  put  up  for 
sale,  and,  from  his  continual  nodding,  he  was  mistaken 
by  the  auctioneer  for  a  bidder. 

The  persons  attending  the  auction,  also,  in  consequence 
of  his  giving  a  nod  for  every  horse  that  was  produced, 
considered  him  a  puffer^  and  at  last  an  opportunity  offered 
for  punishing  him  in  their  own  way,  for  such  conduct. 

After  several  good  animals  had  been  disposed  of,  a 
very  wretched  hack  was  produced  —  a  most  melancholy 
specimen  of  horse-flesh  —  an  over-worked  jade,  without 
a  leg  to  stand  on,  and  blind  into  the  bargain.  The  auc- 
tioneer commenced,  —  "  What  will  you  allow  me  to 
say,  gentlemen,  for  this  horse  ?  well,  give  me  a  bidding 
yourselves  —  say  any  thing  you  like  for  him." 

"Faix  we  can't  say  much  for  him,"  said  a  horse^ 
dealer  who  was  present,  and  sometimes  did  the  facetious, 
hitting  off  a  "  good  thing,"  while  he  struck  a  bargain, 
and  indifferently  cracking  either  his  joke  or  his  whip. 

"What  shall  I  put  him  up  for?  "  said  the  auctioneer. 

"  He  had  better  put  him  up  for  the  crows,"  said  the 
dealer,  in  an  undertone  to  the  by-standers,  "  for  I  think 
they  always  hid  fair  for  such  as  him." 

"  Well,  gentlemen  !  "  reiterated  the  auctioneer,  "  what 
will  you  allow  me  to  say!  — any  thing  to  begin  ?  — Five 
pounds  —  four  pounds,  —  three  pounds,  — two  pounds, 
—  dear  me  !  Two  pounds  and  no  bidding.  —  I  never 
saw  horses  going  so  badly." 

"  Faix  an  he''i  not  able  to  go  at  all,"  said  the  dealer. 

"  Two  pounds  and  no  bidding  ! !  !  —  well,  gentlemen, 
any  thing  to  begin  ;  —  one  pound  !  " 

Mr.  Carr  here  gave  a  fanciful  jerk  to  his  head. 
"  Thank  you,  Sir  !  "  said  the  auctioneer.  — "  One  pound 
is  bid  —  one  pound  one  —  two  —  three  —  four  —  one 
pound  four — going  for  one  pound  four — five  —  six  — 
seven  —  one  pound  eight  —  one  pound  nine  —  ten."  — 
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Here  a     airy-man  came  to  the  rescui 

old  hack    o  use  in  a  cart  for  drawing  g 

and  he  was  met  in  the  market  by  a  skinner  who  wanted 

ahorse  to  hang  his  skins  on — indeed,  the  horse's  own 

skin  was  hanging  on  him,  which,  perhaps,  gave  the  idea 

of  a  purchase  --   "' "-' Setween  these 

didates  th< 


-  he  wanted  aij^^l 
ns  to  his  cows, 


from  M 

It  was  ., 
tious  horse 
tunity  for 
they  bega  agai 

or  so,  at  d  ..>.ie,  and  t 
tioncer  an  opportunity 


the 


unds  fifteen,  and  a  nad 
ee  pounds. 

en  owing  ones,  the  face- 
thought  it  a  good  oppor- 
'  in  for  a  bargain^  and 
trr,  raising  five  shillings 
never  to  give  the  auc- 
■g  down  the  lot  to  them. 


for  whenever  he  was  about  to  let  his  hammer  tall,  another 
encrease  of  bidding  was  made,  until  the  nodding  worthy 
relieved  them  from  their  responsibility,  and,  at  last,  they 
managed  matters  so  well,  and  Mr,  Carr's  nods  were  put 
in  so  opportunely,  that  the  horse  was  knocked  down  to 
him  at  ten  pounds. 

He  was  appHed  to,  on  the  spot,  for  the  money. 

'*  For  what .'  "  said  Mr.  Carr,  nodding  at  the  same  time. 

"  For  the  horse  you  bought.  Sir,"  was  the  answer. 

"I  bought  no  horse,"  replied  Mr.  Carr  in  wonder, 

"  Faix  he 's  hardly  a  horse  sure  enough,"  said  the 
mischievous  wag  of  a  dealer  who  was  one  of  many 
who  crowded  around  to  enjoy  the  joke. 

"  Oh,  Sir,  excuse  me,  you  are  the  purchaser  of  the 
last  lot,"  said  the  auctioneer. 

"  Ay  in  throth ;  and  I  think  you  '11  have  a  dead  bargain 
of  him  in  about  a  week,"  said  the  dealer. 

"  I  insist  upon  it,  I  never  bid  for  the  horse,"  said 
Carr,  beginning  to  be  annoyed  at  the  circumstance. 

"  I  appeal  to  the  gentlemen  here,  Sir,"  said  the  auction- 
eer, "they  all  saw  you  bidding  as  well  as  me," 

"  Thrue  for  you,  faith,"  said  the  waggish  dealer,  "  and 

I  never  seen  bowlder  biddin'  in  my  life ;  and  faix  it 's  a 
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rale  sportin*  horse  the  same  horse  is,  for  he 's  fit  for  thi 
bounds^  and  nothin'  else." 

"  Why,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Carr,  very  indignant,  "  do  you 
think  /  would  buy  such  a  horse  ? " 

"  I  declare,  Sir,  I  don't  wish  to  pry  into  any  gentle- 
man's intentions.  All  I  know  is,  that  you  bid  for  the 
horse." 

"  Why,  Sir,"  said  Carr,  "  he  can't  stand." 

"  He  was  the  more  in  need  of  your  support.  Sir,"  said 
the  dealer. 

"  Look  at  his  legs.  Sir,"  said  the  indignant  buyer  — 
"  he  's  all  puflFed." 

"Throth  you  may  say  that^^  said  the  little  dealer  — 
"  he  's  puffed  sure  enough." 

"  All  I  know  is  that  you  bought  him.  Sir,"  said  the 
auctioneer,  "  and  I  '11  thank  you  for  a  deposit." 

"  I  '11  not  submit  to  it,"  said  Carr,  with  a  fierce  nod. 
"  I  never  bid  for  the  horse.  What  would  I  want  of 
such  a  horse  ?     Why  he  's  blind  as  well  as  lame." 

"  An'  well  for  the  poor  craythur  he  is,"  said  the  droll 
dealer,  "  for  if  he  could  see  he  '</  he  ashamed  of  himself !  " 

"  Every  one  gives  it  against  you.  Sir,"  said  the  auction- 
eer.—  "  You  certainly  bid  for  the  horse,  and  I  must  be 
paid.     I  am  answerable  for  the  money." 

The  end  of  it  was,  Mr.  Carr,  with  a  great  deal  of 
grumbling  and  wry  faces,  was  obliged  to  pay  for  the 
horse,  that  so  many  were  willing  to  bear  witness  he  had 
bid  for.  "  But,  by  all  that 's  sacred,"  said  he,  "  I  never 
opened  my  mouth  to  bid  for  the  horse  —  I  never  said  a 
word  during  the  auction." 

"  No,  Sir,"  said  the  auctioneer,  "  but  you  nodded  to  me, 
and  every  one  knows  that  when  a  gentleman  nods  at  the 
auctioneer  it  is  universally  understood  to  imply  a  bidding." 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,"  said  the  horse-dealer,  laughing, 
"  and  besides,  Sir,"  added  he,  grinning  at  the  disconsolate 
purchaser,  "  you  know  there  's  a  good  owld  saying  that 

**  A  nod  Is  as  good  as  a  ivmk  for  a  blind  horse ^^ 
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"^HERE  is  no  proression  so  high,  nor  occupation  so 
tow  as  to  be  above  or  beneath  that  species  of  jeal- 
i  which  is  invariably  observed  to  exist  between  per- 
i  of  the  same  pursuit — nor  is  this  feeling  confined 
rofessLon,  The  studicr  of  fashion,  the  virtuoso,  the 
,  and  the  retailer  of  anecdote,  are  equally  jealous  of 
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each  other's  superiority  in  their  respective  spheres.  —  I 
have  heard  a  dandy  exult  in  the  ^^  horrid  tie "  that  some 
other  exquisite  was  guilty  of  in  putting  on  his  cravat, 
(when  such  things  were  worn)  at  the  same  time  passing 
his  hand  in  evident  self-complacency  over  his  own  ;  and 
I  have  scarcely  ever  heard  one  acknowledged  "  beauty  " 
praised  in  presence  of  another  that  some  remark  was  not 
made  insinuating  a  detraction  from  her  charms,  such  as, 
"  What  a  pity  her  hair  was  not  a  little  darker,"  or  "  If 
she  was  not  quite  in  such  rude  health,  though  to  be  sure 
some  people  admire  that  very  high  colour."  Who  has 
not  seen  when  the  hours  wax  late  in  a  ball-room,  that  in 
despite  of  hair  pins,  et  cetera,  curls  will  fall,  and  tresses 
that  lately  rivalled  the  tendrils  of  the  vine  in  their  crisp 
involutions,  assume  a  snaky  character,  without  rendering 
the  wearer  a  Medusa  ?  —  Who  has  not  seen  at  such  a 
time,  the  envious  glances  cast  at  the  least  damaged  head 
in  the  room,  and  a  remark  at  the  same  time  perhaps, 

that  "  it  was  a  wonder  Miss made  such  a  fright  of 

herself  wearing  blue." 

As  for  poets  it  has  been  said  — 

"  What  poet  ever  liked  his  brother  — 
Wits  arc  game  cocks  to  one  another." 

Painters  are  prone  to  look  at  the  shadowy  side  of  the 
qualifications  of  their  brother  artists,  and  musicians  are 
still  more  jealous — a^propos  to  musicians.     A  lady  once 

asked   Mr. what   he  thought   of  a   certain  singer. 

"  Does  he  not  sing  very  well  ?  "  said  the  lady,  putting 
the  question  direct  at  once,  which  had  been  so  long 
evaded.  "  Ahem  !  —  oh  !  yes  indeed  —  very  well, 
certainly  —  I  've  heard  many  object  to  his  style,  but  for 
my  own  part  I  must  own  that  I  —  that  is  —  ahem  !  " 

Seeing  that  this  was  not  quite  his  opinion  she  next 
said,  "  Why  you  Ml  own,  I  'm  sure,  he  sings  very  high  ?  " 

"  Very  high  indeed  !  " 

"  Well,  and  he  sings  very  /tu;,  too." 
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"  Ver  low,  indeed !  —  oh,  he  certainly  docs  —  he 
sings  vei     high  —  and  very  Iinv  — and  very  middlsHg" 

But  it  u  not  alone  in  the  aits  that  this  illiberal  feeling 
exists.  T  remember  once  a  gentleman  praising  a  boy 
who  had  >een  first  in  his  cmplovmcni  as  a  helper  in  his 
stables,  n"-  t>i=  iiu-fiilni-ss  in  many  household  employ- 
ments, f  lad  advanced  him,  and 
these  pr  a  superior  in-door  ser- 
vant whti  the  vray  in  which  the 
boy  was  ■-  "  TTiat  boy,  James,  is 
beginning  .js-  fiouse.  He  cleans  the 
knives  vei  -  ly  ,"  said  the  master.  It 
so  happcnc            aorva                   limseif  on  his  power  of 

knife-clean mg,    and    he    ^ I,    "Ah!     Sir,   sure  ke 

sharpens  all  the  bads." 

There  is  a  well-known  anecdote  of  an  Irish  hod-man, 
that  as  it  serves  to  illustrate  my  proverb,  I  hope  I  will 
be  pardoned  for  repeating.  Two  hod-men,  while  sen-ing 
bricklayers  who  were  finishing  a  very  high  building,  had 
disputed  for  some  time  as  to  the  superiority  of  each 
other's  powers,  and,  at  last,  the  point  at  issue  was  to  be 
decided  by  trying  which  could  carry  the  other,  in  his 
hod,  highest  up  the  ladder  that  was  reared  against  the 
building. 

"  In  with  you  there,"  said  Paddy  to  his  English  rival 
—  "Into  the  hod  with  you— and  the  ugliest  hod-full 
it  '11  be  ever  I  carried," 

The  labourer  seated  himself  in  the  hod  and  Pat  carried 
him  safely  to  the  very  summit  of  the  building.  "  Fellow 
me  thai  in  John's-lane,"  said  he  triumphantly,  and  they 
descended  the  ladder  again,  that  the  Englishman  should 
endeavour  to  do  the  same.  He  accomplished  the  feat  as 
well  as  the  Irishman,  but  as  Paddy  put  his  foot  on  the 
topmost  scaffolding  from  the  hod  of  his  rival,  he  said  — 
"  ^y  E''^  yo"  done  it,  sure  enough,  but  I  was  in  hopes 
you  wor  bet  (beaten)  when  youv  fut  slipped  nigh-hand  the 
up."      Here  was  rivalry  carried  to  extraordinary  extent 
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indeed,  when  loss  of  life  was  overlooked  in  the  desire  of 
superiority. 

But  I  have  a  better  example,  still  lower  in  the  scale. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  professional  emulation  of  a 
scavenger  ? 

Tom  and  Bill  were  sweeping  the  streets  together,  and 
having  a  heavy  job  on  hand,  Tom  said  —  ^^  I  say  Bill,  I 
I  wish  we  had  Jim  here." 

«  For  what  ?  "  said  Bill. 

"  Why  because  he  's  a  good  hand,"  said  Tom. 

^^  I  don't  think  he 's  any  such  great  things,"  said  Bill, 
giving  a  most  contemptuous  twitch  of  his  broom  at  the 
same  time. 

"  Not  Jim  ! "  said  Tom  in  surprise,  and  he  paused 
and  leaned  on  his  shovel  in  wonder. 

"  No,  not  Jim,"  said  Bill,  confronting  him,  and  lean- 
ing on  his  broom  with  equal  dignity. 

"  Why,"  said  Tom,  "  I  never  saw  a  chap  could  sweep 
a  street  faster  nor  cleaner  than  Jim,  since  I  have  been 
at  the  profession,*^ 

"  Oh  yes  !  "  said  Bill,  "  to  be  sure —  he's  well  enough 
at  a  rough  job,  but  he  is  nothing  at  all  at  fancy  work. 
I  'd  like  to  see  what  hand  he  'd  make  of  sweeping  round 
a  lamp^post^*  and  Bill  gave  a  knowing  twirl  of  his  broom 
as  he  spoke,  a  beautiful  evidence  that  — 

*'  Two  of  a  trade  can  never  agreed* 
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SOME  men  are  possessed  with  a  spirit  of  underrating 
every  thing  that  others  do,  or  possess.  There  is 
no  more  unamiable  quality  of  mind,  nor  one  more  cal- 
culated to  make  a  man  disliked  by  his  fellows.  In  some 
instances  it  gives  rise  to  his  acquaintances  seeking  means 
of  procuring  him  annoyance  by  making  other  men's 
successes  or  perfections  their  themes  of  conversation 
whenever  they  address  him,  and  in  others,  it  affords 
ample  scope  for  merrymaking  to  the  mirthful,  by  piquing 
this  jealous  propensity  in  some  ridiculous  way,  so  as  to 
make  the  man  the  butt  of  his  own  weakness  —  by  the 
way,  the  severest,  and  at  the  same  time  the  most  poet- 
ical justice.  This  propensity  is  to  be  found  not  only 
in  individuals,  but  in  whole  nations;  and  there  is  no 
country  more  possessed  of  such  a  spirit  than  the  Enghsh. 
The  Englishman  most  religiously  believes  England  to 
be  the  very  pearl  of  the  earth,  and  every  thing  English 
to  be  the  very  best  thing  in  the  world  :  not  content  with 
having  his  country  distinguished  for  excellence  in  many 
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particulars,  John  Bull  is  not  content  unless  the  palm  be 
conceded  to  him  for  excellence  in  all.  This  weakness 
of  Johnny's  is  very  much  laughed  at  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe,  and  many  a  joke  on  this  subject  is  current 
there  at  his  expense.  Indeed  the  Continent  of  Europe 
has  been  rather  an  expensive  concern  to  Johnny  in  more 
ways  than  one ;  but  as  that  does  not  concern  the  im- 
mediate matter  in  hand,  I  will  say  no  more  about  it. 

But  before  I  drop,  altogether,  the  subject  of  national 
peculiarity,  let  me  point  out  a  different  mode  in  which 
Scotch  pride  exemplifies  itself.  The  Scot  does  not  be- 
lieve Scotland  to  be  the  finest  country  in  the  world,  but 
he  thinks  Scotchmen  the  cleverest  men  in  the  world, 
and,  therefore,  Sandy  leaves  Scotland  to  make  his  fortune 
elsewhere,  and  wherever  he  meets  another  Scotchman 
he  makes  brotherhood  with  him,  and  takes  his  part 
through  thick  and  thin ;  and  so  they  proceed  helping 
one  another  to  the  end  of  the  chapter,  and  the  conse- 
quence is,  you  can  scarcely  visit  any  portion  of  the  globe 
in  which  you  do  not  meet  prosperous  Scotchmen. 

Let  me  not  be  mistaken  in  making  these  remarks.  I 
do  not  make  them  unkindly,  and  1  hope  no  one  will 
receive  or  use  them  in  such  a  spirit.  The  spirit  is  a 
noble  one  in  both  instances,  it  is  only  the  abuse  of  it 
that  becomes  ridiculous  or  offensive.  Love  of  country 
is  as  noble  a  passion  as  ever  expanded  the  human  heart. 
A  great  man,  (and  to  the  pride  of  Scotland  be  it  spoken, 
a  Scotchman)  has  asked  — 

**  Lives  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead. 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said  — 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land!  '* 

And  the  wretch  whose  heart  did  not  vibrate  at  the 
thought  is  unworthy  of  the  being  with  which  heaven  has 
endowed  him. 

The  love  of  our  countrymen,  and  a  desire  for  their 
advancement,  is  not  so  romantic  a  feeling,  but  a  more 
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Icindred  or  :,  and  to  the  individual  more  practically  use 
ful,  and,  i  I  have  before  premised,  if  not  abused^  one  to 
be  praisetl   rather  than  depreciated. 


Now    :       [his    time  tha 
people's  p  ide,  has  not 

too?        To    ^f"   eiTc    he    1 

useful  a  p 
An  Irtshn 
Emerald  ] 
and  remin 
and  toad 
proud  of 
Icings,  whoi 
nor  half-fi 


1,  perhaps ; 


I  am  prosing  about  other 
Irishman  a  pride  of  his  c 
Ri"  T  'm  afraid  it  is  not  so 
ihman's  or  the  Scot's. 
here 's  the  like  o'  the 
"  Island  of  Saints ; " 
"dhruv  every  sarpint 
t  o'  the  place,"  and 
some  ancient  line  of 
r  kingdom  nor  crown,  | 
ill  swear  that  an  Irish- 
man will  fight  '*any  man  out,  at  all,"  and,  indeed,  to  do 
Pat  justice,  it  is  only  fair  to  say  that  he  'II  be  as  good  as 
his  word  as  often  as  any  chose  to  try  him  ;  —  but  he  has 
not  that  English  pride  of  country  which  rejoices  in  the 
soil  that  gave  him  birth  taking  her  suitable  position 
amongst  the  nations  of  the  earth,  al  the  present  moment, 
though  Pat  prides  himself  on  her  ancient  glory ;  nor  has 
he  that  universal  feeling  of  the  Scot  to  advance  a 
countryman's  interest  merely  on  the  score  of  compatriot- 
ism.  Would  to  God  he  had  both  !  I  hope  to  see  the 
day  when  Irishmen  shall  have  entered  into  such  bonds 
of  useful  fellowship,  and  stand  by  each  other  for  the 
prosperity  of  themselves  and  their  native  land.  —  But 
where  am  I  rambling  to?  I  began  with  the  intention 
of  giving  a  comic  instance  of  an  overweening  pride  in 
one's  own  possessions  being  made  the  source  of  ridicule 
and  loss  to  him  who  indulges  in  so  weak  and  unamiabte 
a  propensity.  Here  I  am  at  the  end  of  a  column  moral- 
izing. Doing  the  philosopher.  Linle  claim,  or  none 
indeed,  have  I  to  such  title.  Whatever  trifle  of  philos- 
ophy may  be  about  me  is  certainly  of  the  laughing  order. 
But  I  so  seldom  trespass  on  philosophic  ground  that  I 
hope  for  pardon;  and  now  —  to  my  story. 
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Mr.  Bull  was  an  Englishman  who  visited  Ireland  in 
the  capacity  of  traveller  to  a  London  commercial  estab- 
lishment, and  thinking  he  saw  an  opening  for  commenc- 
ing trade  on  his  own  account  in  Dublin,  he  forthwith 
settled  in  this  our  Hibernian  metropolis.  But  though 
he  considered  that  Ireland  suited  his  views  better  than 
England,  he,  notwithstanding,  never  dreamt  of  giving 
up  one  golden  dream  of  British  pre-eminence,  and  Irish 
inferiority.  Imagination  —  no  —  not  imagination  :  — 
Englishmen  are  not  much  troubled  with  that  Irish  poet- 
ical and  unprofitable  commodity.  It  was  not  imagination 
but  the  genius  of  habit,  had  settled  on  his  soul  like  a 
night-mare,  which  kept  eternally  humming  to  him  that 
good  old  ditty  of  ^^  Rule  Britannia,"  which  his  father  and 
grandfather  before  him  had  lived  and  died  in  the  belief 
of,  and  which  he,  therefore,  conceived  to  be  the  best 
belief  in  the  world.  To  such  a  man  many  practices  in 
Ireland,  were  unpleasing.  Our  potatoes  which  he  in  his 
economy  of  language  clipped  to  the  cockney  standard  of 
"  taties,"  were,  for  a  long  time  a  source  of  offence  to 
him  by  being  boiled  with  their  jackets  on,  and  it  required 
some  time  to  convince  him  that  the  English  plan  of 
peeling  them,  and  soaking  them  in  water  before  boiling, 
only  made  them  spongy  and  unwholesome  food.  —  Next 
in  excellence,  however,  to  all  things  in  England,  was 
every  thing  in  his  house  in  Ireland.  I  believe  he  even 
went  so  far  as  to  say  that  his  servant  had  the  greatest 
brogue  in  Ireland,  but  he  invariably  protested  vocifer- 
ously chat  decidedly  no  man  in  Ireland  had  such  good 
whiskey  as  his.  —  How  he  continued  to  monopolise  all 
the  good  whiskey  in  Ireland  he  never  would  explain,  but 
swore  stoutly  to  the  fact. 

He  became  a  member  of  a  club  called  "the  queer 
fellows,*'  and  a  very  appropriate  name  it  was;  for  some 
of  the  greatest  wags  in  Dublin  belonged  to  it,  and  no 
night  passed  at  this  club  without  some  capital  bit  of 
whim  being  put  in   practice,  and  as  for  humour,  it  was 
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the  hab  al  language  of  ibe  club-rooni.  To  such  a 
Itnot  of  :rsoii5  did  Mr.  Bull  attach  himself.  Ireland, 
he  ackn<  'ledged  was  the  land  of  wit,  and  he  believed 
himself  t-  be  the  wittiest  person  in  it.  The  club  re- 
ceived hi  1  as  a  member,  merely  to  laugh  at  him,  and 
many  a  ^ar  "f  mirth  i»hi.~h  Ki^  absurdity  often  occa-  I 
sioned,   \  re    but    tributes    to    his  1 

clevernes  meeting,  he,  as  usual, 

began  to  \  cveiy  thing  belonging 

to  him,  mbers  remarking  what 

excellent  the  house  had  supplied 

them  wid  was  not  good  whiskey 

at  all.  I 

"  You  certainly  have  a  au^^-.v.  judgment  in  whiskey; 
1  own  to  thai,"  said  one  of  the  club,  winking  at  the 
same  time  to  the  rest  of  the  company,  "and  I  often 
wonder  how  an  Englishman  could  get  his  tongue  round 
the  real  taste  of  it  so  well," 

"  An  Englishman  I  Sir,"  said  Bull ;  "  and  why  not  an 
Englishman  ?  Sir,  I  maintain  that  the  taste  of  an  Eng- 
lishman in  all  things  is  equal  if  not  superior  to  any  other 
man's  on  the  face  oi  the  earth." 

"  In  one  thing  I  admit,"  replied  the  other,  "you 
Englishmen  have  a  great  taste  for  tat'itig  —  but  as  for 
drinking  I  won't  give  up  to  you,  I  can't,  Bull,  But 
considering  you  are  a  stranger  you  have  a  large  share  in 
that  particular  too,  but,  man  alive,  you  don't  set  up,  I 
hope,  to  know  good  whiskey  better  than  the  natives  that 
were  fed  on  it !  " 

"  I  do,"  replied  Bull.  "  I  will  stake  a  wager  on  my 
superior  judgment  in  whiskey  j  and  I  repeat  that  this 
whiskey  you  praise  so  much  is  nat  so  superior  —  very 
fair  though  — fair  whiskey  —  but,  Sir,  no  more  to  be 
compared  to  my  whiskey!  —  " 

"Well,  now,  Johnny,  my  boy,"  said  an  old  hand  at 

humbug,   interrupting    him,  "  1  'II   show    you  a  way  to 

decide  the  matter  fairly  and  on  the  spot.     Just  send  for 
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a  bonle  of  this  wonderful  whiskey,  this  aqua  mirahilum 
of  yours,  and  we  '11  impanel  a  jury  of  '  good  men  and 
tnic,'  to  try  it." 

"Well  said,"  cried  another  of  the  members,  "our 
facetious  friend  Bull  is  only  hoaxing  us,  I  believe. 
He 's  a  deep  wag.  He  merely  pretends  to  have  this 
inimitable  whiskey,  or  I  'm  sure  he  would  have  sent  us 
a  specimen  of  it,  of  his  own  accord,  long  ago." 

**'No"  said  Bull,  "it  is  no  hoax.  I  am  a  wag,  to 
be  sure,  1  don't  deny  it ;  but  'pon  my  life  it 's  no  hoax. 
I  have  the  whiskey,  but  as  for  sending  you  a  bottle  of 
it,  I  cawnij  because,  Sir,  as  how,  I  never  keeps  any 
whiskey  in  bottle.      I   keeps  it  always  in  the  cask." 

"  If  it 's  so  precious  it  is  worthy  of  a  casitl  instead  of 
a  cask." 

"No,  no,  Sir,  a  cask  is  better.  You'll  excuse  me-, 
but  a  cask  is  the  true  thing  to  keep  it  in." 

"So  it  appears,  sure  enough,"  said  the  senior  of  the 
club.  —  "For  'pon  my  conscience  it  ierps  yours  very 
safe  ?  " 

There  was  a  laugh  at  this  rejoinder  which  Mr.  Bull 
did  not  perceive  the  point  of,  but  pursued  his  discourse, 
insisting  on  the  efficacy  of  wood  for  the  better  ketping 
of  whiskey,  which  only  increased  the  laugh  at  his  ex- 
pense. 

"Oh,  you  may  laugh  if  you  like,"  says  Mr,  Bull, 
"but  1  assure  you  I  'm  right.  It  is  not  all  whiskey  that 
is  worthy  of  so  much  care,  but  I  pick  my  whiskey." 

"  Why  you  told  us  just  now  you  had  it  on  draught." 

"Well,  and  what  then  ?  " 

"Why,  I  suppose  you  draw  it  off  the  cask  as  you 
want  it  ? " 

"  Exactly  so." 

"  Well  then,  you  must  take  it  as  it  comes." 

"  Ccnainly." 

"  And  how  can  it  be  pickid  whiskey  if  yau  takt  it  ai 
it  eamn?" 
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Here  '  as  another  laugh  at  poor  Johnny's  expense, 
who,  thoi  h  he  fancied  himself  a  wit,  could  not  perceive 
any  of  tL  equivoie  that  was  going  forward  against  him, 
and  he  s  d,  at  last  — "  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know  what 
you're  all  laughing  at,  —  I  say  my  whiskey 
cask,  and 
one  with 
there  isn'' 

"Mr. 
culty  for 
the  mistr 
desiring  a 
messenger 

There  w 


)  gctlmg  . 


Mr.  Bull  knew  that  he  did  i 


or  I  would  give  you    I 
to  convince  you  thai 
world." 

I  'U  settle  all  that  diffi- 
1  bed-post.     You  have 
1  write  a  note  to  her, 
the  stuff,  we  '11  send  R  m 
irgain."  \ 

his  proposition,  and  as 
enjoy  the  reputation  of 
ing  the  readiest  man  in  the  world  to  part  with  those 
good  things  he  was  so  fond  of  bragging  of,  he  felt  that 
to  hesitate  for  a  moment  on  the  occasion  would  have 
been  to  stamp  himself  for  ever  with  the  character  of  a 
niggard,  so  the  note  was  written,  to  the  effect  suggested 
by  his  companions,  and  the  waiter  despatched  with  a 
bottle,  and  the  written  authority  for  its  being  filled. 
The  note  ran  thus :  — 

"  My  dear  Dolly  —  Fill  the  boiile  the  bearer  lakes,  with 
my  parncular  whiskey,  and  be  sure  you  don't  shake  die  cask. 
I  will  be  home,  my  love,  very  soon, 

"Yours  till  death. 


Now  one  of  the  precious  pack  by  whom  he  was  sur- 
rounded, saw  what  poor  Bull  had  written,  and  leaving 
the  room  unnoticed,  he  went  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
tavern  and  procured  from  him  a  bottle  of  awful  dimen- 
sion which  he  knew  to  be  in  his  possession,  and  this 
enormous  vessel  was  sent  by  the  wag  as  tht  bottle  which 
poor  innocent  Bull  named  in  his  note.  TMs  bottle  was 
absolutely  a  curiosity  in  its  size,  something  resembling 
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those  proudly  paraded  in  an  apothecary's  shop,  whose 
red  and  green  rotundities,  as  they  glare  through  the 
streets  at  night,  are  the  delight  of  little  boys,  and  the 
plague  of  weak-eyed  old  women.  Such  was  the  bottle 
sent  to  Mrs.  Bull's  house.  Such  was  the  bottle  filled 
with  many  a  sigh  and  groan  over  her  husband's  extrava- 
gance, by  the  parsimonious  Mrs.  Bull,  and  such  was  the 
bottle  that  was  not  produced  in  the  club-room.  No. 
The  perpetrator  of  the  joke  waited  the  messenger's 
return,  and  instead  of  Bull's  superfine^  he  sent  up  stairs 
by  the  hands  of  the  messenger,  a  bottle  of  downright 
bad  whiskey,  which  he  had  procured  in  the  mean  time. 

^^  Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Bull,  on  the  appearance 
of  the  messenger  and  bottle,  —  "  now  you  shall  have  a 
treat,"  and  he  uncorked  the  bottle  himself,  and  gave 
them  a  good  example  by  mixing  a  glass  of  the  precious 
spirit  into  a  tumbler  of  punch,  which  he  tasted,  and  pro- 
nounced to  be  unrivalled.  The  bottle  passed  round, 
tumbler  after  tumbler  was  made  from  it,  and  as  Bull 
saw  the  first  wry  face  that  was  made  on  tasting  the 
mixture,  he  exclaimed  —  "  What !  — you  don't  mean  to 
say  you  don't  like  it  ? " 

"  Not  much,  indeed,"  said  the  person  he  addressed. 

"  Why  you  never  tasted  such  whiskey  before !  " 

"  Faith  I  never  did,  and  I  hope  never  will  again," 
was  the  answer  —  and  similar  disapproval  of  the  whiskey 
was  echoed  round  the  table.  Poor  Mr.  Bull,  in  the 
mean  time,  never  perceived  the  trick  that  had  been 
practised  upon  him  in  having  another  whiskey  substi- 
tuted for  his  own,  and  his  indignation  rose  to  a  great 
height,  when  he  found  that  his  vaunted  whiskey  was 
rejected  by  every  one  who  tried  it,  and  that  he  had  the 
remainder  of  the  bottle  left  all  to  his  own  share.  This 
he,  in  pure  despite,  drank  the  greater  portion  of,  and,  as 
they  say  "  anger  is  dry,"  perhaps  his  rage  assisted  him 
in  disposing  of  some  extra  tumblers  of  bad  whiskey 
punch,  which  sent  him  reeling  home  that  night,  and  left 
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him  nex  day  in  a  state  of  helplessness  from  burning 
head-acb  .  His  "dear  Dolly,"  next  day  asked  her  dear 
Ben,  ho  he  could  think  of  sending  for  such  a  quaniity 
of  wfaisi  i".  "  No  wonder  you  have  a  hcad-achc  indeed, 
if  you  ai      your  friends  drank  all  that." 

"  It  w.  ty,  my  dear,"  said  poor 

Bull,  as  old  Irish  nurse  bathed 

his  tem|  «cr,  —  "no  such  great 

matter  ir  it  I  had  to  drink  nearly 

the  whol 

"  Is  it  Mrs.  Bull  in  terror. 

"Thp  '   said   the   husband — -m 

"what  3  I  ^ 

"The  wnisKey  you  sent  tor  last  night,"  said  the  wife. 

"  I  only  sent  for  a  bottleful." 

"  Oh,  but  such  a  bottle,  Ben  ! ! !  " 

"  Was  n't  it  a  common  bottle  ? " 

"Faix  no,"  said  the  nurse  who  now  chimed  in,  "but 
it  was  the  most  ancommon  bottle  1  ever  seen.  I 'd  be 
upon  my  atlidavy  that  it  held  somethin'  to  the  tune  o' 
three  gallons  and  a  half." 

"  How  could  you  do  such  a  thing  as  give  away  my 
matchless  whiskey  in  that  manner?"  roared  out  poor 
Bull,  whose  rage  began  to  help  his  head-ache. 

"  You  ordered  me,  Ben,  my  love.  You  wrote  to  me 
to  fill  the  bottle  the  bearer  brought." 

"I  meant  a  wine  bottle.  Who  ever  dreamt  of  a 
bottle  of  whiskey  of  three  gallons." 

"  Faix  that  would  be  the  fine  dhrame  if  it  kim  thrue" 
said  the  nurse. 

"  I  could  n't  refuse  your  order,  Ben  dear." 

'  I  wonder  you  did  n't  see  there  was  a  trick  i 


'  I  think  ym  should  have  taken  c 


of  that,"  said  the 


wife. 

"Oh,  the  rogues  !  the  tricking  villains,"  said  the 
wretch,  "  I  see  they  have  hoaxed  me." 

"Throth,  they're  up  to  every  schkame  in  life," 
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the  nurse.  ^^  They  'd  thrick  the  mother  that  bore 
them." 

^^  How  could  any  one  foresee  the  trick  ?  No  man  is 
safe  with  such  humbuggers.  I  thought  I  was  secure  in 
ordering  a  bottle  of  whiskey." 

"  What  a  take-in !  "  said  Mrs.  Bull,  "  to  send  such 
a  bottle." 

"Aye,  indeed,  ma'am  dear,"  said  the  nurse,  "there 
was  the  cuteness  of  the  vagabones,  for  it  was  only  a 
bottle  afther  all." 

^^  But  I  never  meant  such  a  bottle,  woman  !  "  said  poor 
Bull,  in  whom  the  ardour  of  indignation  overcame  the 
lassitude  of  sickness,  and  he  rose  on  his  elbow  in  the 
bed,  and  repeated  —  "I  never  meant  such  a  bottle, 
woman ! " 

"  Stay  quiet  jew'l,  be  quiet  —  you  '11  disthract  your 
poor  head  —  there  now  —  lie  down  again — ah,  never 
mind  the  dirty  schkamcrs  —  don't  compare  with  them  at 
all  —  sure  you  're  not  aiqual  to  the  kimmeens  of  sitch 
complate  desceivers  at  all,  at  all." 

This  wounded  Bull's  vanity,  who  thought  himself  a 
very  smart  fellow,  and  replied  to  the  nurse  with  some 
tartness  —  "What  do  you  talk  about,  woman  —  they 
deceived  me  by  a  most  unfair  trick  —  very  unfair  —  if  a 
man's  own  order  in  his  own  handwriting  is  not  security 
for  himself,  I  don't  know  what  can  be." 

"Well,  masther  dear,  you'll  know  betther  another 
time  —  (shut  your  eye  dear,  or  the  vinegar  'ill  scald  it). 
—  Security,  indeed  —  faix  you  must  be  up  airley  the  day 
you'd  get  inside  o'  sitch  chaps  as  them.  You  must  be 
more  partic'lar  for  the  futhur,  for  b'lieve  me,  when  you 
dale  with  sitch  schkamers  as  them,  you  must  — 

**  Never  bowlt  your  door  with  a  boiled  carrot^ 
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THERE  is  not  a  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth  who 
possess  a  more  elastic  temperament  than  the 
Irish :  no  circumstances,  however  adverse,  can  subdue 
their  cheerfulness ;  no  fatigue  break  it  down,  and  even 
hunger,  which,  as  the  proverb  says,  "  breaks  through 
stone  walls,"  even  that  potent  agent,  cannot  conquer 
an  Irishman's  habitual  hilarity.  There  is  certainly  no 
people  in  Europe,  and,  perhaps,  not  in  the  world,  so  ill 
provided  with  the  comforts,  I  might  almost  say,  the 
necessaries  of  life,  as  the  humbler  classes  of  the  Irish, 
and  it  is  a  fact  they  mav  be  proud  of,  that  they  do 
not  repine  at  the  want  of  such  bodily  enjoyments  as 
their  neighbouring  countrymen  are  in  the  possession  of. 
A  peasant,  to  whom  I  once  spoke  on  the  subject  an- 
swered me  in  a  proverb  —  "  Sure,  Sir,"  said  he,  " '  What 
the  eye  never  sees  the  heart  never  grieves  for;* —  and  sure 
we  never  see  anything  from  year's  end  to  year's  end  but 
the  praties,  and  well  off  we  are  when  we  have  the  butther- 
270 


National  Proverbs 

milk  along  with  them,  and  though  we  know  that  there  's 
more  cattle  and  pigs,  and  sheep,  sent  out  o'  the  counthry 
than  id  feed  nine  times  over  what 's  in  it;  yet,  as  none  of 
u%  can  afford  it,  why  one  is  n't  betther  off  than  another, 
and  so  as  I  said  afore,  ^  What  the  eye  never  sees  the  heart 
never  grieves  for,'  and  we  're  used  to  the  hard  living." 

Scott  apostrophises  the  hardihood  of  the  Irish  soldier, 
in  the  midst  of  the  dangers  of  war,  where  even  the  pros- 
pect of  death  cannot  impair  the  mirthfulness  of  his 
nature. 

**  Hark  !  from  yon  stately  ranks  what  laughter  rings, 
Mingling  wild  mirth  with  war*s  stem  minstrelsy  \ 
His  jest  while  each  blithe  comrade  round  him  flingSy 
And  moves  to  death  with  military  glee. 
Boast,  Erin,  boast  them  !  —  " 

A  friend  of  mine  mentioned  to  me  that  in  travelling 
through  Scotland,  at  a  period  when  there  was  a  great 
scarcity  of  provisions  in  that  country,  he  happened  to 
have  seated  beside  him,  as  fellow-passenger,  outside  a 
stage-coach,  an  Irishman  who  seemed  to  be  a  dependant 
on  one  of  the  inside  passengers,  and  this  Irishman  seemed 
very  much  surprised  at  seeing  large  posting-bills  stuck 
upon  every  prominent  wall,  pier,  and  gable,  stating  the 
dreadful  hardships  the  lower  orders  were  suffering,  and 
appealing  to  the  humanity  of  the  public  for  their  relief. — 
The  coach-offices  and  turnpike-gates  were  studded  with 
these  appeals  to  the  charitable,  in  hopes  of  inducing 
travellers  to  contribute,  and  at  one  of  these  places,  the 
Irishman  I  have  mentioned,  had  time  to  read  over  the 
contents  of  this  petition.  It  stated,  amongst  other 
grievances,  that  such  was  the  uncommon  distress  of  the 
poor,  that  they  were  absolutely  reduced,  in  some  in- 
stances, to  two  meals  a  day  ! 

"  Two  males  a  day  !"  said  the  Irishman  aloud  ;  "  faith, 
an'  myself  often  seen  them  in  Ireland  with  only  one  male 
a  day  *,  and  they  never  put  it  in  prentas  a  curosity.  Two 
males  a  day,  —  faix  an'  it 's  many  a  strappin'  fellow  is 
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workin'  <  n  that  same,  in  poor  Ireland.  Arrah,  then.  Sir, 
do  you  «e  that  ?  '*  said  he,  turning  to  my  friend ; 
"  throth  then  it 's  long  till  they  'd  put  siich  a  postscript 
at  the  beginnin'  of  a  famine  in  Ireland  ;  — but  it 's  a  folly 
to  talk  of  comparin'  with  us  at  all :  —  augh  !  sure,  there  is 
none  of  tb,  m  ran  ttanA  thi  starvation  with  uz  !  " 

What  3  national  triumph  ! 

Some  jroup  of  Irish  labourers 

near  Kii  ently,  travelled  a  long 

way,  and  bank,  near  the  harbour, 

to  rest  th  the  time  for  the  sailing 

of  the  LiTU|n  they  were  ail  going  to 

England,  to  lo<  ensuing  harvest,  as  the 

reaping-hook  siungovc. der  declared.    I  entered 

into  conversation  with  one  of  these  men,  and  asked  him 
if  he  had  been  in  England  before.  —  He  told  me  he  had. 
I  asked  him  if  he  liked  being  there. 

"  Why  thin,  indeed,  your  honour,  I  'm  not  covityous  of 
goin'  there  at  all,  only  in  the  regard  of  makin'  the  rint, 
and  keepin'  the  house  over  the  heads  of  the  wife  and  the 
childer." 

"  Then  you  do  make  the  rent  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Oh  yis,  Sir  !  "  said  he,  "  they  give  fine  wages  when 
the  crap  is  heavy,  and  the  saizon  onsartin,  —  and  maybe 
a  scarcity  of  hands  at  the  same  time,  —  and  they  know 
that  we'll  slave  a  power  to  rise  the  money." 

"  Then  why  should  you  not  like  to  go  there  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Oh !  Sir,  sure  they  despise  us,  an'  look  down  on  us, 
for  laving  our  own  country,  an'  sure  how  can  we  help 
that.^  when  them  that  ought  to  stay  at  home  wid  us,  and 
give  us  work  and  purtcction,  goes  away  from  us,  and 
laves  us  to  the  marcy  of  the  wide  world." 

"  But  if  you  tell  the  English  people  thai  they  won't 
despise  but  rather  pity  you." 

"  Pity  is  a  cowM  word,  Sir,  and  it 's  not  behowlden  I  *d 
be  to  any  man's  pity  ;  moreover,  far  less  a  sthrangcr's  — 
and  that  same  a  proud  sth ranger." 
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^^  But  the  English  have  cause  to  be  proud/'  said  I. 

^  Sure,  and  that 's  true  indeed,  Sir ;  but  they  might 
take  pride  out  o'  themselves  without  hurtin'  another 
man's  feelings ;  and,  indeed,  sometimes  my  blood  rises 
when  they  go  on  with  their  consait,  and  throw  our 
poverty  in  our  teeth." 

"  And  are  they  in  the  habit  of  doing  that  ?  " 

"  Throth  and  they  are,  but  I  never  let  it  go  wid  them 
without  giving  them  a  word  or  two  in  exchange,  and 
more,  maybe,  if  they  're  saucy."  And  he  gripped  his 
stick  tight  as  he  spoke,  and  gave  it  a  knowing  jerk. 

*'  One  thing,  Sir,  they  're  mighty  consaited  about  is, 
their  fine  aitin'  and  dhrinkin',  and  God  knows  but  it 's  a 
poor  thing  for  a  christhan  to  be  proud  of,  for  sure  a  brute 
baste  is  as  sinsible  of  good  aitin'  as  a  man,  and  a  man 
ought  to  know  better :  but  as  I  was  say  in'.  Sir,  they  are 
consaited  about  it,  and  a  chap  says  to  me,  one  day,  that  I 
was  workin'  task-work,  just  as  he  was  aitin'  his  dinner 
in  the  field,  undher  the  shade  o'  the  hedge,  and  as  I 
raped  up  to  him,  when  I  kcm  to  the  end  of  the  ridge, 
and  says  he,  ^  Do  you  know  what  that  is  ? '  says  he,  howld- 
in'  up  a  fine  big  piece  of  ham  forninst  me. 

" '  Is  n't  it  cheese  ? '  says  I,  purtendin'  not  to  know, 
and  humbuggin'  the  fellow. 

"  *  No,  it  are  n't  cheese,'  says  he,  —  he  said  are  n't. 
Sir;  —  indeed,  they  all  say  aren't  — not  undherstandin' 
the  jography  o'  their  own  language,  which  is  far  greater 
disgrace  than  poverty.  *  It  aren't  cheese,'  says  he, 
^  but  a  dam  fine  piece  of  ham,'  says  he.  —  Think  o' 
that,  Sir,  he  said  dam  to  the  ham !  cursin'  the  mate  that 
was  feedin'  him. 

"*  And  what  is  that  ?  '  says  he,  howldin'  up  a  brave 
big  mug  of  fine  yolla  ale. 

"  '  Indeed  and  I  don't  know,*  says  I.  '  If  it  be  milk,' 
says  I,  '  it  's  very  much  tanned  with  the  sun,'  says  I. 

" '  It  arc  n't  milk,'  says  he,  *  you  poor  ignorant 
cretter^  says  he  —  he  wanted  to  say  craythur^  but  they 
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can't  say  1 

:hem  soft  words  at  all,  but  chops  [hem  all  short 

like   a  s 

arlin'    dog.  —  '  No,    it 

aren't    milk,"   says  he. 

'but    da  1 

(   tine  yalc.'      You   mu 

St    know    ihcy  say  yalt 

instead    of   ale — they    dunna     how  to  cmvarii  at    all! 

And  you  see  he  said  dam  to  the  dhrlnk  as  well  as  to  the        , 

mate. 

^ 

"  '  But  you                                   1 

eland,'  says  he.               ^^H 

"'No,'sai 

God,  we've  whiskey  I'^H 

says  I. 

" '  Ar          yo     harn'                   i 

do  you            )         says                i 

i^tces,'  says  I.' — 'Is  it 

taytns?            iic.     '                    i 

'atiu^  says  I;  —  'don't 

call  the          i  o'   the 

nd  you'll  obleegc   me.' 

'And  w.. 

«u  Jo  you  di                  1 

n  he.     '  Wather,'  says 

I, 'when  we've  no  bctihct 
the  pratees  with  a  squib  of  butthermilk.'  '  Oh,  that 's 
what  we  feeds  our  pigs  on  here,"  says  he.  '  It 's  well 
for  the  pigs,'  says  I.  '  And  your  poor  cretters,'  says 
he, '  haven't  you  no  better  than  butthermilk  to  drink  to 
your  taytees  ?'  says  he.  'We  think  ourselves  well  off 
when  we  get  that  same,'  says  I.  'I  wonder  then  how 
you  can  work  at  all,'  says  he,  'on  such  poor  victuals.' 
'  Well  you  see  we  can,'  says  I.  '  But  you  can't  be 
strong,'  says  he,  'on  sitch  rubbishy  stuff.'  Think  o' 
that,  Sir,  to  call  the  fine  praiecs,  that  God's  word  makes 
grow  in  the  earth  for  his  craythurs,  and  the  fine  milk, 
rubbishy  stuff!!  '  Oh,  don't  talk  o'  stuff,' says  I;  — 
'we  don't  use  them  for  stuff,'  says  I  :  ^  '  we  only  ale 
to  satisfy  wholesome  hunger,  but  it  is  you  that  stuff 
yourselves  at  every  hand's  turn,  making  your  stomach 
a'most  like  a  panthry,  crammin'  all  the  mate  you  can 
get  into  it,  at  all  hours.'  '  Aye ! '  says  he,  '  and  look 
at  the  fine  stout  fellows  we  be,'  says  he  — '  there  be 
three  inches  o'  fat  outside  o'  my  ribs,'  says  he.  '  Aye, 
and  the  same  inside  o'  your  head,'  says  I,  '  and  a  power 
o'  sinse  outsidt. — And  are  you  the  sthrongcr  in  arm,  or 
Stouter  in  heart,  for  all  your  crammin'  ?  '  says  I.  '  Will 
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you  cut  as  much  corn  in  a  day  ? '  ^  I  would  n't  make 
a  slave  o'  myself  like  you,'  says  he.  ^  I  am  a  slave,  it 's 
thrue/  says  I ;  ^  but  if  it  was  n't  God's  will  that  I 
should  be  a  slave  it  would  n't  be,  so  I  'm  contint,'  says 
I.  ^  But  tell  me,  Paddy,'  says  he,  ^  how  you  can 
work  with  nothing  to  eat  but  taytees  and  buttermilk  ? ' 

*  Then  I  '11  tell  you,'  says  I,  *  whatever  we  ate,  we 
hless^  but  you  curse  what  you  ate ;  and  so  the  few  pratees 
we  have  does  us  more  good  than  all  your  meat.'  ^  We 
don't  curse  what  we  ate,'  says  he,  in  a  great  rage. 
^  Oh  !  but  you  do,'  says  I ;  ^  sure  you  say  damn  to 
every  thing — sure  it  *s  only  a  while  ago  you  said  it  to 
your  ham,  and  to  your  ale,  while  if  it 's  only  on  dhry 
pratees,  without  even  a  grain  o'  salt,  we  say,  God  bless 
it,  and  av  coorse  He  makes  it  thrive  with  us ; '  so,  you 
see.  Sir,  I  was  down  on  his  taw  there." 

"  Well,  I  hope,"  said  I,  "  you  will  always  continue  in 
the  same  humble  spirit  of  contentment,  and  submit  with 
cheerfulness  to  whatever  lot  Providence  has  been  pleased 
to  call  you." 

**  Please  God  !  Sir,"  said  the  poor  fellow,  in  the  truest 
spirit  of  Christian   resignation. 

*'  But,"  said  I,  "  however  you  may  have  your  temper 
and  forbearance  occasionally  tried  in  England,  where  the 
comforts  of  those  in  the  same  class  of  life  with  yourself 
are  calculated  to  create  comparisons  likely  to  make  you 
jealous,  yet,  in  poor  Ireland,  so  many  are  obliged  to  sub- 
mit to  the  same  lot  that  it  makes  it  the  easier  for  you  to 
bend  your  back  to  the  burden." 

"  Thrue,  for  you,  Sir." 

''  Besides  when  you  see  no  others  enjoying  the  com- 
forts of  life,   a  great  cause  of  jealousy  is  removed,  for 

*  What  the  eye  never  sees  the  heart  never  grieves  for,' " 
said  I,  thus  making  use  of  what  I  heard  one  of  his  own 
class  say  on  the  subject. 

^^  Indeed  and  a  good  sayin'  that  same  is.  Sir." 
"  But  you  seem  tired,"  said  I. 
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"And   no  wondhcr,"  said   the  poor  fellow,  "I  have 
walked  bctther  nor  forty  miles  since  momin'." 
"  That 's  a  long  march." 
"  Well,  sure  I  '11  sleep  the  soundher  an  the  deck  o'  the 

staym 


fiddler  made  his  appear- 
It  wall,  until  he  arrived 
tood  nearly  opposite  to 
were  resting,  and  having 
)f  a  gentleman's  house, 
'uriously,  in  the  hope  of 
vain-.  With  a  view  to 
ility   he  endeavoured  to 

ling,  he  dashed  out 


Just  at  this  t 

ance,  groping 
at  the  porch  o.  a  nnu' 
where  these  travcl-ii 
ascertained  his  position 
he  began  to  rasp  his  fiL 
making  himself  he: 
conciliate  the  tast<_ 
urapc  acquaintance  witn  some  of 
modern  airs,  but  finding  these  unavai 
into  an  Irish  jig  —  one  of  those  inimitably  joyous  compo- 
sitions that  might  make  a  man  dance  at  his  own  wake, 
as  we  say  in  Ireland.  The  poor  wearied  fellow,  who 
had  walked  forty  miles  that  day,  exhibited  strong  marks 
of  excitement,  the  moment  the  fiddle  had  been  played, 
but  as  soon  as  the  jig  commenced  he  jumped  up,  ran 
over  to  the  porch,  where  the  blind  man  was  playing,  and 
stepping  up  softly,  immediately  behind  him,  began  to 
dance,  in  true  Connaught  style,  to  the  characteristic 
music,  and  as  he  capered  in  the  rear  of  the  fiddler,  he 
cast  a  waggish  look  behind  him  at  his  companions,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "■  See  all  the  fine  dancing  1  'm  getting 
for  nothing."  Nothing  could  be  more  irresistibly  comic 
than  the  quiescent  unconsciousness  of  the  blind  man  and 
the  active  merriment  of  Paddy  ;  the  example  was  electric 
in  its  effect,  for  all  the  reapers  got  up  and  began  to 
dance  as  well  as  their  companion.  The  blind  fiddler 
never  perceived  the  extensive  fraud  that  was  practised 
upon  him,  and  not  having  been  able  to  reduce  the  house 
he  had  laid  siege  to,  to  a  contribution,  he  decamped. 

After  having  mused  in  wonder  for  some  time,  that  any 

man,  of  however  lively  a  nature,  should  ianci^  from  choice, 
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after  a  walk  of  forty  miles,  I  addressed  my  dancing  ac- 
quaintance, and  said,  laughingly,  I  thought  he  had  taken 
an  unhandsome  advantage  of  the  fiddler. 

"Not  at  all.  Sir,"  said  he,  "sure  he  was  n't  playin'  for 
uz  at  all,  but  for  the  qmlity^  that  often  gives  him  nothin' 
I  'm  thinkin'  —  and  sure,  when  I  seen  him  standin'  over 
there,  with  no  livin'  craythur  to  hear  him,  barrin'  the 
door  he  was  playin'  forninst,  myself  thought  it  was  a 
pity  so  much  good  music  should  be  goin'  to  waste,  and, 
by  dad,  I  could  n't  keep  my  heels  quiet  at  all  at  all." 

"  But  you  know  there  's  an  old  saying  that  ^  Those 
who  dance  should  pay  the  piper.'  " 

^^Oh!  but  he's  anly  a  fiddler.  Sir,  and  moreover  nor 
that,  he 's  a  blind  fiddler,  —  and  sure  your  honour  towld 
me,  not  ten  minutes  ago,  that  — 

**  What  the  eye  never  sees  the  heart  never  grieves  for** 
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ADDRESS 


Gentle  Reader,  1  send  up  my  card,  and  I 
hope  you  will  not  say  you  are  "  not  at  home." 

It  is  some  time  since  I  paid  you  a  visit,  and 
you  received  me  then  so  well,  though  quite  a 
stranger,  that  I  am  tempted  to  hope  you  will 
not  drop  my  acquaintance,  now  that  you  know 
who  I  am. 

It  is  no  easy  matter  to  have  a  card  presented 
to  you,  seated  as  you  are  in  the  Temple  of 
Public  Favour: — Critics  are  the  lacqueys  that 
line  the  hall  leading  to  the  sanctuary,  and  it 
is  not  every  one's  card  they  will  send  in ; 
while,  sometimes,  an  unfortunate  name  gets  so 
roughly  handled  amongst  them,  as  to  be  ren- 
dered quite  illegible. 

However,  they  were  extremely  obliging  to 
me,  the  last  time  I  needed  their  good  offices, 
and  as  I   have  done  nothing  since  to  offend 


^^^|H 

1 

xii 

Address                          ^H 

them,  I  hope  they  won't  keep  me  standing  at      ^H 
the  door,  in  these  Easterly  winds,  till  I  catch  a       ^H 

Spring  cough,  though,  1   dare  say,  my  friends       ^H 
in  the  Row  would  be  well   pleased  if  I  were       ^| 

driven  into 

■ 

Be  that 

they  will   know       ^H 

me  aga 

slight  altemiiui^ 

rowd,  although  a       ^H 
ce  in  my  costume       ^H 

since    last    1   appear) 

e   them.     1    then              1 

wore  a  caubeen,  being 

L  raw  recruit,  but 

as  I  was  permitted,  at  once,  to  rise  from  the 
awkward  squad,  and  since  then  have  been  pro- 
moted, on  the  strength  of  my  first  exercise,  to 
the  rank  of  third  edition,  I  gratefully  carry  the 
honour  that  has  been  conferred  upon  me,  and 
hope  I  may,  for  the  future,  be  permitted  to 
wear  the  feather  in  my  cap. 
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BARNY   O'REIRDON 

THE  NAVIGATOR 
CHAPTER    I 

OUTWARD-BOUND 

"Well,  he  wrnt  briber  and  liitlher  thin  I  on  lell." 

NuuUT  Tau. 

AVERY  striking  characteristic  of  an  Irishman  is  his 
unwillingness  to  be  outdone.     Some  have  asserted 
that  this  arises  from  vanity,  but   I  have  ever  been  un- 
willing to  attribute  an  unamiablc  motive  to  my  country- 
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men    where   a   better    may    be   found,  and   one  equally 


tending   tii  produce  a 

similar  res 

ull,  and    1   consider  a 

deep-scate  1   spirit  of  e 

mulalion  to  originate  this  pecul- 

iarity.      Pnrcnologists  i 

might  resolve  it  by  supposing  the 

organ  of  the  love  of  ai 

iDTobalion  1 

to  predominate  in  our 

Irish  crarii 

i  but  as  I  am  not  in 

the  least  : 

y  little  of  a  phrenolo- 

gist,  1  le- 

to  settle  the  point  in 

question, 

knowledge  of  the  fact 

with  whi. 

'illingness  of  an  Irisb- 

man    to    i 

'it,   it  is   likely,   may 

sometimes            men 

IS  positions ;  but  it  is  .| 

equally  proDanic,  thai   . 

of  surpassing  one  an- 

other  has  given    birth 

to  many  of  the   noblest  actions, 

and  some  of  the  most  v 

aJuable  inv 

cntions  ;  let  us,  there- 

fore,  not  fall  out  with  it. 

Now,  having  vindicated  the  motive  of  my  country- 
men, I  will  prove  the  total  absence  of  national  prejudice 
in  so  doing,  by  giving  an  illustration  of  the  ridiculous 
consequences  attendant  upon  this  Hibernian  peculiarity. 

Barny  O'Rcirdon  was  a  fisherman  of  Kinsale,  and  a 
heartier  fellow  never  hauled  a  net  nor  cast  a  line  into 
deep  water:  indeed  Barny,  independently  of  being  a 
merry  boy  among  his  companions,  a  lover  of  good  fun 
and  good  whiskey,  was  looked  up  to,  rather,  by  his 
brother  fishermen,  as  an  intelligent  fellow,  and  few  boats 
brought  more  fish  to  market  than  Barny  O'Reirdon's  ; 
his  opinion  on  certain  points  in  the  craft  was  considered 
taw,  and  in  short,  in  his  own  little  community,  Barny 
was  what  is  commonly  called  a  leading  man.  Now, 
your  leading  man  is  always  jealous  in  an  inverse  ratio 
to  the  sphere  of  his  influence,  and  the  leader  of  a  na- 
tion is  less  incensed  at  a  rival's  triumph,  than  the  great 
man  of  a  village.  If  we  pursue  this  descending  scale, 
what  a  desperately  jealous  person  the  oracle  of  oyster- 
dredgers  and  cockle-women  must  be!  Such  was  Barny 
O'Rcirdon. 


Barny  O^Reirdon 

Seated  one  night  at  a  public-house,  the  common  resort 
of  Bamy  and  other  marine  curiosities,  our  hero  got  en- 
tangled in  debate  with  what  he  called  a  strange  sail  — 
that  is  to  say,  a  man  he  had  never  met  before,  and  whom 
he  was  inclined  to  treat  rather  m^isterially  upon  nautical 
subjects ;  at  the  same  time  that  the  stranger  was  equally 
inclined  to  assume  the  high  hand  over  him,  till  at  last 
the  new-comer  made  a  regular  out-brcak  by  exclaiming, 
"Ah,  tare-an-ouns,  lave  aff  your  balderdash,  Mr.  O'Rcir- 
don,  by  the  powdhers  o'  war  it 's  enough,  so  it  is,  to 
make  a  dog  bate  his  father,  to  hear  you  goin'  an  as  if  you 
war  Curlumberus  or  Sir  Cnistyphiz  Wran,  whin  ivery 
one  knows  the  divil  a  fatthcr  you  ivir  wor,  nor  ketchin' 
crabs  or  drudgin'  oysters." 

"  Who  towld  you  that,  my  Watherford  Wondher  ? " 
rejoined  Barny  ;  "  what  the  dickins  do  you  know  about 
sayfarin'  farther  nor  fishin'  for  sprats  in  a  bowl  wid  your 
grandmother?  " 

"Oh,  baithershin,"  says  the  stranger. 

"  And  who  made  you  so  bowld  with  my  name  P "  de- 
manded O'Rcirdon. 

"  No  matther  for  that,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  but  if 
you  'd  like  for  to  know,  shure  it's  your  cousin  Molly 
Mullins  knows  me  well,  and  maybe  I  don't  know  you 
and  yours  as  well  as  the  mother  that  bore  you,  aye,  in 
throth;  and  shure  I  know  the  very  thoughts  o'  you  as 
well  as  if  I  was  inside  o'  you,  Barny  O'Rcirdon." 

"  By  my  soul  thin  you  know  bctther  thoughts  than 
your  own,  Mr.  Whippersnapper,  if  that 's  the  name  you 
go  by." 

*'No,  it 's  not  the  name  I  go  by  ;  I  've  as  good  a  name 
as  your  own,  Mr.  O'Rcirdon,  for  want  of  a  betiher,  and 
that 's  O'Sullivan." 

"Throth  there  's  more  than  there's  good  o'  them," 
said  Barny. 

"  Good  or  bad,  I  'm  a  cousin  o'  your  own  twice  re- 
moved by  the  mother's  side." 
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"And  i'.  it  the  WjdJa  O'Sullivan's  boy  you'd  be  that 
left  this  CI  me  Candlemas  four  years  f  " 

"Throtl  thill  you  might  know  betther  i 
your  cldhers,  though  I  'm  glad  to  sec  you,  any  how,  agin; 
but  a  little    '  "   yani  ourselves  some- 

times," sail  ituously, 

'  myself  yit,  and  it 's 

'  a  fishin'  atf  the  land 

ipare  in  the  regard  o' 

lUed  to  Fingal." 

nent  on  Barny's  part. 

3  hicni  but,  unwilling 

ivercJ  his  rcircat  with  the 

Tien,  and  turned  the  bitter- 

.1  flow  of  congratulation  at 


rculatcd,  and  the  c 

ni,  in  order  to  lead  from  chat 

a  quarrel  between  O'Reirdon 


"Throtl.  , 
what  I  say,  t 
all  his  life  h  ^y 

thmcthcricki.  „».a 

This  silenced  ar._ 
Where  Fingal  by  was 
to  admit   his   ijjiKirancc,  he  cl 
usual  address  of  his  countryi 
ness  of  debate  into  the  cordi 
seeing  his  cousin  again. 

The  liquor  was  freely 
began  to  take  a  different 
which  had  nearly  ended 
and  his  relation. 

The  state  of  the  crops,  county  cess,  road  jobs,  etc, 
became  topics,  and  various  strictures  as  to  the  utility  of 
the  latter  were  indulged  in,  while  the  merits  of  the 
neighbouring   farmers  were  canvassed. 

"Why  thin,"  said  one,  "that  field  o' whateo'  Michael 
Coghlan,  is  the  finest  field  o'  whate  mortial  eyes  was  ever 
set  upon —  divil  the  likes  iv  it  myself  ever  seen  far  or 
near." 

"  Throth  thin  sure  enough,"  said  another,  "  it  prom- 
ises to  be  a  fine  crap  anyhow,  and  myself  can't  help 
thinkin'  it  quare  that  Mickee  Coghlan,  that 's  a  plain 
spoken,  quite  (quiet)  man,  and  simple  like,  should  have 
finer  craps  than  Pcther  Kelly  o'  the  big  farm  bevant,  that 
knows  all  about  the  great  saycrets  o'  the  airth,  and  is 
knowledgeable  to  a  degree,  and  has  all  the  hard  words 
that  iver  was   coined  at  his  fingers'  ends." 
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"  Faitb>  he  has  a  power  o'  blatthegut  sbout  him  sure 
enough,"  said  the  former  speaker,  "  if  that  could  do  him 
any  good,  but  he  is  n't  fit  to  hould  a  candle  to  Michael 
C<^hlan  in  the  regard  o'  farmin'." 

"Why,  blur  an  agers,"  rejoined  the  upholder  of 
science,  "  sure  he  met  the  Scotch  steward  that  the  Lord 
beyant  has,  one  day,  that  I  hear  is  a  wondherful  edicated 
man,  and  was  brought  over  here  to  show  us  all  a  patthern 
—  well,  Pcther  Kelly  met  him  one  day,  and,  by  gor,  he 
discoorscd  him  to  that  degree  that  the  Scotch  chap  had  n't 
a  word  left  in  his  jaw." 

"  Well,  and  what  was  he  the  betther  o'  having  more 
prate  than  a  Scotchman  f "  asked  the  other. 

"  Why,"  answered  Kelly's  friend,  "  I  think  it  SUnds  to 
rayson  that  the  man  that  done  out  the  Scotch  steward 
ought  to  know  somethin'  more  about  farmin'  than 
Mickec   Coghlan." 

"Augh!  don't  talk  to  me  about  knowing,"  said  the 
other,  rather  contemptuously.  "Sure  I  gev  in  to  you 
that  he  has  a  power  o'  prate,  and  the  gift  o'  the  gab, 
and  all  to  that.  I  own  to  you  that  he  has  the-^-rj  and 
the  chf-mis-thery^  but  he  has  n't  the  craps.  Now,  the 
man  that  has  the  craps,  is  the  man  for  my  money." 

"You're  right,  my  boy,"  said  O'Rcirdon,  with  an 
approving  thump  of  his  brawny  fist  on  the  tabic,  "  it 's  a 
little  talk  goes  far  —  dain'  is  the  thing." 

"Ah,  yiz  may  run  down  larnin'  if  yiz  like,"  said  the 
undismayed  stickler  for  theory  versus  practice,  "  but 
larnin'  is  a  fine  thing,  and  sure  where  would  the  world  be 
at  all  only  for  it,  sure  where  would  the  staymers  (steam 
boats)  be,  only  for  larnin'  ?  " 

"Well,"  said  O'Rcirdon,  "and  the  divil  may  care  if  we 
never  seen  them;  1  'd  rather  dipind  an  wind  and  canvas 
any  day  than  the  likes  o'  them.  What  are  they  good  for, 
but  to  turn  good  sailors  into  kitchen-maids,  all  as  one, 
bilin'  a  big  pot  o'  wather  and  oiJin'  thfir  fire-irons,  and 
throwin'  coals  an  the  fircf  Augh !  thim  staymers  is  a 
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I  improvemii 


;  first," 
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disgrace  to  the  say ;  ihey  're  for  all  the  world  like  ould 
fogies,  smokin'  from  momin'  till  night,  and  doin'   no 

"  Do  you  call  it  doin'  no  good  to  go  fasther  nor  ships 
iver  wint  before?  " 

"  Pooh !  sure  c^T^nn^"  r\.™,.  g'  Sheba,  said  there 
was  time  enough  n 

"  Thrue  for 
far  ill  a  day,  is  ii  j^i'Od 

"  Well,  maybe  you  'L 
makin'   in  the  harbour  u 
some  good." 

"  We  'II  see  whether  i 
said  the  obdurate  O'Reirdon. 

"Why,  man  alive,  sure  you  'II  own  it 's  the  greatest 
o'  good  it  is,takin'  up  the  big  rocks  out  o'  the  bottom  of 
the  harbour." 

"Well,  an'  where 's  the  wondher  o'  that?  sure  we 
done  the  same  here." 

"  Oh  yis,  but  it  was  whin  the  tide  was  out  and  the 
rocks  was  bare;  but  up  in  Howth,  they  cut  away  the  big 
rocks  from  undher  the  say  intirely," 

"  Oh,  be  aisy  ;  why,  how  could  they  do  that  ? " 

"Aye,  there's  the  matther,  that's  what  larnin'  can  do; 
and  wondhcrful  it  is  intirely  !  and  the  way  it  is,  is  this, 
as  I  hear  it,  for  I  never  seen  it,  but  h'ard  it  described  by 
the  lord  to  some  gintlemin  and  ladies  one  day  in  his  gar- 
den where  I  was  helpin'  the  gardener  to  land  some  salary 
(celery).  You  see  the  ingincer  goes  down  undher  the 
wather  intirely,  and  can  stay  there  as  long  as  he  plazes." 

"  Whoo!  and  what  o'  that  ?  Sure  I  heerd  the  long 
sailor  say,  that  come  from  the  Aysthern  Ingees,  that  the 
Ingineers  there  can  a'most  live  undher  wather;  and  goes 
down  lookin'  for  dimonds,  and  has  a  sledge-hammer 
in  their  hand,  brakein'  the  dimonds  when  they  're  too  big 
to  take  them  up  whole,  all  as  one  as  men  brakein'  stones 
an  the  road." 
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**  Well,  I  don't  want  to  go  bcyant  that ;  but  the  way 
the  lord's  ingineer  goes  down  is,  he  has  a  little  bcU  wid 
him,  and  while  he  has  that  little  bell  to  ring,  hurt  nor  harm 
can't  come  to  him." 

"  Arrah  be  aisy." 

"  Divil  a  lie  in  it." 

"  Maybe  it 's  a  blessed  bell,"  said  O'Reirdon,  crossing 
himself.' 

"  No,  it  is  not  a  blessed  bell." 

"  Why  thin  now  do  you  think  me  sitch  a  bom  nat'hral 
as  to  give  in  to  that  ^  as  if  the  ringin'  iv  a  bell,  banin'  it 
was  a  blessed  bell,  could  do  the  like.  I  tell  you  it 's  un- 
possible." 

"  Ah,  nothin's  unpossible  to  God." 

"  Sure  I  was  n't  denyin'  that ;  but  I  say  the  bell  is 
unpossible." 

"  Why,"  said  O'Sullivan,  "  you  see  he 's  not  altogether 
complate  in  the  demonstheration  o'  the  mashine ;  it  is  not 
by  the  ringin'  o'  the  bell  it  is  done,  but — " 

"Butwhat?"  broke  in  O'Reirdon  impatiently.  "Do 
you  mane  for  to  say  there  is  a  bell  in  it  at  all  at  all }  " 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  said  O'Sullivan. 

"  I  towld  you  so,"  said  the  promulgator  of  the  stoiy. 

"Aye,"  said  O'Sullivan,  "but  it  is  not  by  the  ringin* 
iv  the  bell  it  is  done." 

"Well,  how  is  it  done,  then?"  said  the  other,  with  a 
half-offended,  half-supercilious  air. 

"  It  is  done,"  said  O'Sullivan,  as  he  returned  the  look 
with  interest,  "  it  is  done  intirely  be  jommethry." 

"Oh!  I  undheretan'  it  now,"  said  O'Reirdon,  with 
an  inimitable   affectation  of  comprehension  in  the  Oh ! 

I  Tlierc  is  a  relii^  in  the  posiesiion  <if  the  Micnamara  family,  in 
the  cimnly  Chrc,  called  ihe  "  blessed  bell  of  (he  Macnaman't," 
Jometiraes  u^ed  li>  iwe.ir  u|>on  in  raw5  of  extreme  urgency,  in 
preference  lo  iho  Testament  :  fiir  a  violatiim  of  truth,  when  iwom 
upon  the  bles^^ed  bell,  U  lr>[>kcd  upon  by  the  peasantry  m  a  sacrilege, 
placing  the  ulfender  beyond  the  pale  of  ulvation. 
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—  "but  1  >  talk  of  the  ringin'  iv  a  bcU  doin'  the  like  is 
beyant  t)  :  bcyants  Intirely,  barrin',  as  I  said  before,  it 
was  a  blessed  bell,  glory  be  to  God  !  " 

"And  so  you  tell  me,  sir,  it  is  jommethry,"  said  the 
twice  discomfited  man  of  science. 


"  Yes,  sir,"  "-^  ^"^-  " 
which  rose  in  | 

i-ith  an  air  of  triumph, 
'  he  carried  the  listeners 

along  with  him  —   ■  y. 
«  Well,  have  it  yoi. 

.     There  's  them  that 

won't  hear  rayson  son 

have  belief  in  larnin'i 

and   you   may  say   it's 
heerd    them  that  knov 

y  if  you  plaze ;  but  I 
than    iver    you    knew 

say—" 

"Whisht,  whisht!  and 

baa  cess  to    vou    both,"    said 

O'Reirdon,  "  what  the  dickens  are  yiz  goin'  to  fight 
about  now,  and  sitch  good  liquor  before  yiz?  Hillo  ! 
there,  Mrs.  Quigley,  bring  uz  another  quart  i'  you 
plaze;  aye,  that 's  the  chat,  another  quart,  Augh  !  yiz 
may  talk  till  you  're  black  in  the  face  about  your  invin- 
tions,  and  your  staymers,  and  bell  ringin',  and  gash,  and 
rail-roads  ;  but  here's  long  life  and  success  to  the  man 
that  invinted  the  impairit  (imperial)  quart ;  ^  that  was  the 
rail  beautiful  invintion," —  and  betook  a  long  pull  at  the 
replenished  vessel,  which  strongly  indicated  that  the  in- 
crease of  its  dimensions  was  a  very  agreeable  meaiure  to 
such  as  Barny. 

After  the  introduction  of  this  and  ether  quarts,  it 
would  not  be  an  easy  matter  to  pursue  the  conversation 
that  followed.  Let  us,  therefore,  transfer  our  story  to  the 
succeeding  morning,  when  Barny  O'Reirdon  strolled 
forth  from  his  cottage,  rather  later  than  usual,  with  his 
eyes  bearing  fy^-witness  to  the  carouse  of  the  preceding 
night.      He  had   not  a  head-ache,  however;  whether   it 

'  Until  the  assimilation  of  currency,  weights,  and  measures  be- 
tween England   and   Ireland,   the  Irish   quart  wis  a  much  smaller 
measure  than  the  English.      This  part  of  the  assimilation   pleased 
Pat  exceedingly,  and  he  has  no  anxiety  to  have  that  repealed. 
lO 
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was  that  Barny  was  too  experienced  a  campaigner  under 
the  banners  of  Bacchus,  or  that  Mrs.  Quigley's  boast 
was  a  just  one,  namely,  "  that  of  all  the  drink  in  her 
house,  there  was  n't  a  hcad-achc  in  a  hogshead  of  it,"  is 
hard  to  determine,  but  I  rather  incline  to  the  strength 
of  Barny's  head. 

The  above-quoted  declaration  of  Mrs.  Quigley  is  the 
favourite  inducement  held  out  by  every  boon  companion 
in  Ireland  at  the  head  of  his  own  table.  "  Don't  be 
afraid  of  it,  my  boys !  it 's  the  right  sort.  There 's  not 
a  head-ache  in  a  hogshead  of  it." 

This  sentiment  has  been  very  seductively  rendered  by 
Moore,  with  the  most  perfect  unconsciousness  on  bis 
part  of  the  liltencss  he  was  instituting.  Who  does  not 
remember  — 

"  Friend  nf  my  soul,  this  goblet  sip, 

'T  nill  chase  the  pensive  tear  ; 

'T  is  not  so  sweet  as  woman's  lip. 

But,  oh,  't  is  more  sincere  ; 
Like  her  delusive  beam, 

'Twill  steal  away  the  mind  ; 
But,  like  affection's  dream, 
Ii  leaves  no  sting  behind." 

Is  not  this  very  elegantly  saying,  "  There 's  not  a  head- 
ache in  a  hf^shcad  of  it  ? "  But  I  am  forgetting  my 
story  all  this  time 

Barny  sauntered  about  in  the  sun,  at  which  he  often 
looked  up,  under  the  shelter  of  compressed  bushy  brows 
and  long-Ushcd  eyelids,  and  a  shadowing  hand  across  his 
forehead,  to  sec  "  what  time  o'  day  "  it  was ;  and,  from 
the  frequency  of  this  action,  it  was  evident  the  day  was 
hanging  heavily  with  Harny.  He  retired  at  last  to  a 
sunny  nook  in  a  neighbouring  field,  and  stretching  him- 
self at  full  length,  basked  in  the  sun,  and  began  "to 
chew  the  cud  of  sweet  and  bitter  thought."  He  first 
reflected  on  his  own  undoubted  weight  in  his  little  com- 
munity, but  still  he  could  not  get  over  the  annoyance  of 
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the  eding  nighi,  arising  from  his  being  silenced  by 

O'S  Ml  "a  chap,"  as  he  said  himself,  "that  lift 
the  .  :  four  years  agon  a  brat  iv  a  boy,  and  to  think  iv 
his  in'  back  and  outdoin'  his  elders,  that  saw  him 

runij  tbout  the  place,  a  gassoon,  thai  one  could  tache 
a  few        ~'*"  '    *"  "     "  *"  too  bad.      Barny  saw  his 

repu  Dsition,  and  began  to  con- 

sidei  be  retrieved.     The  vcty 

nam-  '•  him ;  it  was  a  plague  spot 

on   I        T  1  lere   incurably.      He    first 

thoi  II  leaving  sgcther ;  but  flight  implied 

so  n 1  of  defeat,  J  not  long  indulge  in  that 

notion.     No ;   he  i  "in  spite  of  all  the  O'Sul- 

livans,  kith  and  kin,  breea,  seed,  and  generation."  But 
at  the  same  time  he  knew  he  should  never  hear  the  end 
of  that  hateful  place,  Fingal ;  and  if  Barny  had  had  the 
power,  he  would  have  enacted  a  penal  statute,  making  it 
death  to  name  the  accursed  spot,  wherever  it  was  ;  but 
not  being  gifted  with  such  legisbtive  authority,  he  felt 
Kinsale  was  no  place  for  him,  if  he  would  not  submit 
to  be  flouted  every  hour  out  of  the  four-and-twenty,  by 
man,  woman,  and  child,  that  wished  to  annoy  him. 
What  was  to  be  done?  He  was  in  the  perplexing  situ- 
ation, to  use  his  own  words,  "of  the  cat  in  the  thripe 
shop,"  he  did  n't  know  which  way  to  choose.  At  last,  after 
turning  himself  over  in  the  sun  several  times,  a  new  idea 
struck  him.  Could  n't  he  go  to  Fingal  himself?  and  then 
he'd  be  equal  to  that  upstart,  O'SuUivan.  No  sooner 
was  the  thought  engendered,  t)ian  Barny  sprang  to  his 
feet  a  new  man  ;  his  eye  brightened,  his  step  became 
once  more  elastic,  —  he  walked  erect,  and  felt  himself  to 
be  all  over  Barny  O'Reirdon  once  more.  "  Richard  was 
himself  again." 

But  where  was  Fingal  ?  —  there  was  the  rub.  That 
was  a  profound  mystery  to  Barny,  which,  until  discov- 
ered, must  hold  him  in  the  vile  bondage  of  inferiority. 
The  plain-dealing  reader  will  say,  "Couldn't  he  ask?" 
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No,  noi  that  would  never  do  for  Barny, — that  would  he 
an  open  admission  of  ignorance  his  soul  was  above,  and, 
consequently,  Barny  set  his  brains  to  work  to  devise 
measures  of  coming  at  the  hidden  knowlet^e  by  some 
circuitous  route,  that  would  not  betray  the  end  he  was 
working  for.  To  this  purpose,  fifty  strat^ems  were 
raised,  and  demolished  in  half  as  many  minutes,  in  the 
fertile  brain  of  Barny,  as  he  strided  along  the  shore,  and 
as  he  was  working  hard  at  the  fifty-iirst,  it  was  knocked 
all  to  pieces  by  his  jostling  gainst  some  one  whom  he 
never  perceived  he  was  approaching,  so  immersed  was 
he  in  his  speculations,  and  on  looking  up,  who  should 
it  prove  to  be  but  his  friend  "■  the  long  sailor  from  the 
Aysthern  Ingees."  This  was  quite  a  godsend  to  Barny, 
and  much  beyond  what  he  could  have  hoped  for.  Of 
all  the  men  under  the  sun,  the  long  sailor  was  the  man 
in  a  million  for  Barny's  net  at  that  minute,  and  accord- 
ingly he  made  a  haul  of  him,  and  thought  it  the  great- 
est catch  he  ever  made  in  his  life. 

Barny  and  the  long  sailor  were  in  close  companion- 
ship for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  which  was  closed,  as 
the  preceding  one,  in  a  carouse;  but  on  this  occasion, 
there  was  only  a  duet  performance  in  honour  of  the  jolly 
god,  and  the  treat  was  at  Barny's  expense.  What  the 
nature  of  their  conversation  during  the  period  was,  I  will 
not  dilate  on,  but  keep  it  as  profound  a  secret  as  Barny  » 
himself  did,  and  content  myself  with  saying,  that  Barny 
looked  a  much  happier  man  the  next  day.  Instead  of 
wearing  his  hat  slouched,  and  casting  his  eyes  on  the 
ground,  he  walked  about  with  his  usual  unconcern,  and 
gave  his  nod  and  passing  word  of  "  civil'itudc  "  to  every 
friend  he  met ;  he  rolled  his  quid  of  tobacco  about  in 
his  jaw  with  an  air  of  superior  enjoyment,  and  if  dis- 
turbed in  his  narcotic  amusement  by  a  question,  he  took 
his  own  good  time  to  eject  "the  Icperous  dislilment" 
before  he  answered  the  querist,  with  a  happy  composure, 
that  bespoke  a  man  quite  at  ease  with  himself.  It  was 
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in  ihis  agreeable  spirit  that  Bamy  bent  his  couree  to 
the  house  of  Peter  Kelly,  the  owner  of  the  "big  farm 
bezant,"  before  alluded  to,  in  order  to  put  in  practice 
a  plan  he  had  formed  for  the  fulliknem  of  his  detcr- 
I  of  rivalling  O'Sullivan. 


He  thouRht 
of  the  "  sni 
a  likely  p^'        m 
(a  favour         * 
and,  accoia  '■» 

he  accosted.        -.iT" 
"  God  save  you   k; 
"an'  what  is  it  bnn^. 
"this  fine  day,  instead  o"  btin 
I'll  be  out  in  the  boat  soon 

too  I'll  be  in  her;  an'  indeed  it's  partly  that  same 
bringin'  me  here  to  yourself." 

"  Why,  do  you  want  mc  to  go  along  wid  you,  Barny  ? " 

"  Troth  an'  I  don't,  Mr.  Kelly.  You  're  a  knowledge- 
able man  an  land,  but  I  'm  afeard  it 's  a  bad  bargain  you'd 
be  at  say." 

"And  what  wor  you  talking  about  me  and  your  boat 


Peter  Kelly,  being  one 
ighbourhood,  would  be 
'  spec,"  as  he  called  it, 
the  word  speculation), 
the  "  big  farm-house," 
;sual  "  God  save  you." 
returned  Peter  Kelly, 
,  Barnv,"  asked  Peter, 
in  the  boat '"—"Oh, 
gh,  and  it's  far  enough 


for? 


■'  Why,  you  s 


was  in   the  regard  of  a  little 


in  the  praty  field,  I'll  be  behouldin'  to  you,  and  maybe 
you  '11  hear  somethin'  that  won't  be  displazin'  to  you." 

"An'  welkim,  Barny,"  said  Peter  Kelly. 

When  Barny  and  Peter  were  in  the  "praty  field," 
Barny  opened  the  trenches  (I  don't  mean  the  potato 
trenches),  but,  in  military  parlance,  he  opened  the 
trenches  and  laid  siege  to  Peter  Kelly,  setting  forth  the 
extensive  profits  that  had  been  realized  by  various 
"specs"  that  had  been  made  by  his  neighbours  in  ex- 
porting potatoes.  "And  sure,"  said  Barny,  "why 
shouldn't  yau  do  the  same,  and  they  here  ready  to 
your  hand  .'  as  much   as  to  sav,  why  don't  you  profit  by 
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me,  Peter  Kelfy?  And  the  boat  is  below  there  in  the 
harbour,  and,  I  '11  say  this  much,  the  divil  a  betther 
boat  is  bctune  this  and  herself." 

"  Indeed,  I  b'lieve  so,  Bamy,"  said  Peter,  "  for,  con- 
sidhering  where  we  sund,  at  this  present,  there 's  no 
boat  at  all  at  all  bctune  us,"  and  Peter  laughed  with 
infinite  pleasure  at  his  own  hit. 

"  O  !  well,  you  know  what  I  mane,  any  how,  an',  as  I 
said  before,  the  boat  is  a  darlint  boat,  and  as  for  him 
that  commands  her  —  I  b'lieve  I  need  say  nothin'  about 
that,"  and  Barny  gave  a  toss  of  his  head  and  a  sweep 
of  his  open  hand,  more  than  doubling  the  laudatory 
nature  of  his  comment  on  himself. 

But,  as  the  Irish  saying  is,  "to  make  a  long  story 
short,"  Barny  prevailed  on  Peter  Kelly  to  make  an  ex- 
port; but  in  the  nature  of  the  venture  they  did  not 
^ree.  Barny  had  proposed  potatoes ;  Peter  said  there 
were  enough  of  them  already  where  he  was  going ;  and 
Barny  rejoined,  that  '^praties  were  so  good  in  themselves 
there  never  could  be  too  much  o'  thim  anywhere."  But 
Peter  being  a  knowledgeable  man,  and  up  to  all  the 
"  saycrets  o'  the  airth,  and  understanding  the  the-o-ry  and 
the  che-mis-thery,"  overruled  Barny's  proposition,  and 
determined  upon  a  cargo  of  scalptrni  (which  name  they 
give  to  pickled  mackerel),  as  a  preferable  merchandise, 
quite  forgetting  that  Dublin  Bay  herrings  were  a  much 
better  and  as  cheap  a  commodity,  at  the  command  of  the 
Fingalians.  But  by  many  simitar  mistakes  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Kelly  has  been  paralleled,  by  other  speculators. 
But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there,  and  it  was  all  one  to 
Barny  whether  his  boat  was  freighted  with  potatoes  or 
icalpitniy  so  long  as  he  had  the  honour  and  glory  of  be- 
coming a  navigator,  and  being  as  good  as  O'SulIivan. 

Accordingly  the  boat  was  laden  and  all  got  in  readi- 
ness for  putting  to  sea,  and  nothing  was  now  wanting 
but  Barny's  orders  to  haul  up  the  galf  and  shake  out  the 
jib  of  his  hooker. 
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But  this  order  Barny  refrained  lo  give,  snd  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  exhibited  a  disinclination  to  leave  the 
shore.  One  of  his  fellow  boatmen,  at  last,  said  to  him 
"Why  thin,  Barny  O'Reirdon,  what  the  divil  is  come 
over  you,  at  all  at  all?  What's  the  may n in' of  your 
loilhcrin'   about        -     m  it    ready  and  a  lovely 

fine  breeze  aff  o'  I 

"  Oh  !  never  you  rr  eve  I  know  my  own 

business  anyhow,  an'  ii  it  Is,  if  a  man  can't 

ordher  his  own  boat  to  i  le  plazes." 

"Oh  !  I  was  only  thit<  ire  — and  a  pitv  more 

betoken,  as  I   said  befoi  the  beautiful  breeze,    1 

and  —  -  ' 

"Well,  just  keep  your  thoughts  to  yourself,  i'  yoij- 
plaze,  and  stay  in  the  boat  as  I  bid  you,  and  don't  be 
out  of  her  on  your  apperl,  by  no  manner  o'  manes,  for 
one  minit,  for  you  see  I  don't  know  when  it  may  be 
plazin'  to   me  to  go  aboord  an'  set  sail." 

"  Well,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  never  seen  you  afeard  to  go 
to  say  before." 

"  Who  says  I  'm  afeard  ?  "  said  O'Reirdon  ;  "  you  'd 
bctther  not  say  that  agin,  or  in  throth  I  'II  give  you  a 
leatherin' that  won't  be  for  the  good  o'  your  health  — 
throth,  for  three  sthraws  this  minit  I  'd  lave  you  that 
your  own  mother  would  n't  know  you  with  the  lickin' 
I  'd  give  you  ;  but  I  scorn  your  dirty  insiniation ;  no  man 
ever  seen  Barny  O'Reirdon  afeard  yet,  anyhow.  Howld 
your  prate,  I  tell  you,  and  look  up  to  your  betthers. 
What  do  you  know  iv  navigation  ?  maybe  you  think  it's 
as  aisy  for  to  sail  an  a  voyage  as  to  go  a  start  fishin'," 
and  Barny  turned  on  his  heel  and  left  the  shore. 

The  next  day  passed  without  the  hooker  sailing,  and 
Barny  gave  a  most  sufficient  reason  for  the  delay,  by 
declaring  that  he  had  a  warnin'  given  him  in  a  dhrame, 
(glory  be  to  God),  and  that  it  was  given  to  him  to 
understand  (under  Heaven)  that  it  would  n't  be  looky 
that  day. 
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Well,  the  next  day  was  Friday,  and  Barny,  of  course, 
would  not  tail  any  more  than  any  other  sailor  who  could 
help  it,  on  this  unpropitions  day.  On  Saturday,  how- 
ever, he  came,  running  in  a  great  hurry  down  to  the 
shore,  and,  jumping  aboard,  he  gave  orders  to  make  all 
sail,  and  taking  the  helm  of  the  hooker,  he  turned  her 
head  to  the  sea,  and  soon  the  boat  was  cleaving  the  blue 
waters  with  a  velocity  seldom  witnessed  in  so  small  a 
craft,  and  scarcely  conceivable  to  those  who  have  not 
seen  the  speed  of  a  Kinsale  hooker. 

''  Why,  thin,  you  tuk  the  notion  mighty  tuddint, 
Barny,"  said  the  fisherman  next  in  authority  to  O'Reir- 
don,  as  soon  as  the  bustle  of  getting  the  boat  under  way 
had  subsided. 

"  Well,  I  hope  it 's  plazin'  to  you  at  last,"  said  Barny, 
"  throth  one  'ud  think  you  were  never  at  say  before,  you 
wor  in  such  a  hurry  to  be  off;  as  newfangled  a'most  as 
a  child  with  a  play-toy." 

"Well,"  said  the  other  of  Barny's  companions,  for 
there  were  but  two  with  him  in  the  boat, "  I  was  thinkin' 
myself,  as  well  as  Jimmy,  that  we  lost  two  fine  days  for 
nothin',  and  we  'd  be  there  a'most,  maybe,  now,  if  we 
sail'd  three  days  agon," 

"  Don't  b'lievc  it,"  said  Barny,  emphatically.  "  Now, 
don't  you  know  yourself  that  there  is  some  days  that  the 
fish  won't  come  near  the  lines  at  all,  and  that  we  might 
as  well  be  castin'  our  nets  an  the  dhry  land  as  in  the 
say,  for  all  we'll  catch,  if  we  start  an  an  unlooky  day; 
and  sure  I  towld  you  I  was  waitin'  only  till  I  had  it 
given  to  mc  to  undherstan'  that  it  was  looky  to  sail,  and 
1  go  bail  wc  'II  be  there  sooner  than  if  we  started  three 
days  agon,  for  if  you  don't  start,  with  good  look  before 
you,  faix  maybe  it 's  never  at  all  to  the  end  o'  your 
thrip  you  '11   come." 

"  Well,  there  's  no  use  In  talkin'  about  it  now,  any 
how;  but  when   do  you  cxpec'  to  be  there?" 

"  Why,  you  sec  wc  must  wail  antil  I  can  tell  how  the 
vouii— J  17 


Lege)  ds  and  Stories  of  Irelan 

wind  is  like  to  hould  on,  before  I  can  make  up  my  mind' 
to  that," 

"  But  you  're  sure  now,  Barny,  that  you  "re  up  to  Hbk 
coorse  you  have  to  run  ?  " 

"  See  now,  lay  me  alone  and  don't  be  crass-questionin' 
e  sitch  a  bladdherang 


I 

-1 


as  for 


c-an-ouns,  do  y 
J  go  to  shupcrinS'- 
"  No  i  I  was  only  gi 


ng  I  wasn't  aiquii  !i 
you  what  coorse  you 


when  we  get  there  — 
c, — just  keep  your  toe 
e  at  the  helm,  and  a 
tther  for  you,  Jim,  to 


iiid  be  handy,  haul    taut   that   foresheei 

1  run  close  an  the  wind;  be  handy,  boys: 


and  so  I  bid  you  agin'  la' 

in    your   pump.     Shurc 

woighl    an   my  mind,  2i 

mind  your  uwn  I 

wid  you  there  ; 

there,  wc  n 

make  everything  dhraw." 

These  orders  were  obeyed,  and  the  hooker  soon  passed 
to  windward  of  a  ship  that  left  the  harbour  before  her, 
but  could  not  hold  on  a  wind  with  the  same  tenacity 
as  the  hooker,  whose  qualities  in  this  particular  render  it 
peculiarly  suitable  for  the  purposes  to  which  it  is  applied, 
namely,  pilot  and  fishing  boats. 

We  have  said  a  ship  left  the  harbour  before  the  hooker 


had  ! 


ail,  and  i 


Rtting  CO 

inform 

the  1 

-eader 

the  cours, 

i  of  his 

last 

meet- 

to  ascerta 

lin   that 

this 

ship. 

vas  going 

to  the 

very 

place 

rny's  plan 

of  acti. 

an  was  de- 

nothing  to  d 

o  but 

that  Barny  had  contrived,  ii 
ing  with  the  "  long  sailor,' 
then  lying  in  the  harbour, 
Barny  wanted  to  reach.  B 
cided  upon  in  a  moment;   I 

to  watch  the  sailing  of  the  ship  and  follow  in  her  course. 
Here  was,  at  once,  a  new  mode  of  navigation  discovered. 
The  stars,  twinkling  in  mysterious  brightness  through 
the  silent  gloom  of  night,  were  the  first  encouraging,  be- 
cause vhibU  guides  to  the  adventurous  mariners  of  an- 
tiquity. Since  then,  the  sailor,  encouraged  by  a  bolder 
science,  relics  on  the  unsttn  agency  of  nature,  depending 
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on  the  fidelity  of  an  atom  of  iron  to  the  mystic  law  that 
claims  its  homage  in  the  nonh.  This  is  one  refinement 
of  science  upon  another.  But  the  beautiful  simplicity  of 
Barny  O'Rctrdon's  philosophy  cannot  be  too  much  ad- 
mired. To  follow  the  ship  that  is  going  to  the  same 
place.     Is  not  this  navigation  made  easy  i 

But  Barny,  like  many  a  great  man  before  him,  seemed 
not  to  be  aware  of  how  much  credit  he  was  entitled  to 
for  his  invention,  for  he  did  not  divulge  to  his  compan- 
ions the  originality  of  his  proceeding;  he  wished  them 
to  believe  he  was  only  proceeding  in  the  commonplace 
manner,  and  had  no  ambition  to  be  distinguished  as  the 
happy  projector  of  so  simple  a  practice. 

For  this  purpose  he  went  to  windward  of  the  ship  and 
then  fell  off  again,  allowing  her  to  pass  him,  as  he  did 
not  wish  even  those  on  board  the  ship  to  suppose  he  was 
following  in  their  wake;  for  Barny,  like  all  people  that 
are  quite  full  of  one  scheme,  and  fancy  everybody  is 
watching  them,  dreaded  lest  any  one  should  fathom  his 
motives.  All  that  day  Barny  held  on  the  same  course 
as  his  leader,  keeping  at  a  respectful  distance,  however, 
"  for  fear  't  would  look  like  dodging  her,"  as  he  said  to 
himself;  but  as  night  closed  in,  so  closed  in  Barny  with 
the  ship,  and  kept  a  sharp  look-out  that  she  should  not 
give  him  the  slip  in  the  dark.  The  next  morning 
dawned,  and  found  the  hooker  and  ship  companions 
still;  and  thus  matters  proceeded  for  four  days,  during 
the  entire  of  which  time  they  had  not  seen  land  since 
their  first  losing  sight  of  it,  although  the  weather  was 
clear. 

"  By  my  sowl,"  thought  Barny,  "  the  channel  must  be 
mighty  wide  in  these  parts,  and  for  the  last  day  or  so 
we've  been  goin'  puny  free  with  a  flowin'  sheet,  and  I 
wondher  wc  arc  n't  closin'  in  wid  the  shore  by  this  lime  ; 
or  maybe  it  's  farther  off  than  I  thought  it  was."  His 
companions,  too,  began  to  question  Barny  on  the  subject, 
but  to  their  queries  he  presented  an  impenetrable  front 
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of  composure,  and  said,  "  it  was  always  the  best  plan  to 
keep  a  good  bowld  oflin'."  In  two  days  more,  however, 
the  weather  began  to  be  sensibly  warmer,  and  Barny 
and  his  companions  remarked  that  it  was  "  goin'  to  be 
the  finest  sayson — God  bless  it  —  that  ever  kern  out  o' 


the  skies  for  many  a  loi 
would  n't  be  beautiful,  ? 
at  the  end  of  a  week 
hitherto  kept  a-head  of  I: 
down  upon  him,  as  he 
did  ;  and  Barny  began  ti 
ship  could  want  with  hi 
swers  Co  the  questions 


and  maybe  it 's  the  whate 
eat  plenty  of  it."  It  was 
e  ship  which  Barny  bad 
■wed  symptoms  of  bearing 
ht,  and,  sure  enough,  she 
rcture  what  the  deuce  the 
rommcnced  inventing  an- 
ight it  possible  might  be 
put  to  him  in  case  the  ship  spoke  him.  He  was  soon 
put  out  of  suspense  by  being  hailed  and  ordered  to  run 
under  her  lee,  and  the  captain,  looking  over  the  quaner, 
asked  Barny  where  he  was  going. 

"  Faith  then,  I  'm  goin'  an  my  business,"  said  Barny. 
"But  where?"  said  the  captain. 
"Why,  sure,  an'  it 's  no  matther  where  a  poor  man 
like  me  id  be  goin',"  said  Barny. 

"Only  I  'm  curious  to  know  what  the  deuce  you  've 
been  following  my  ship  for,  for  the  last  week?" 

"  Follyin'  your  ship  !  —  Why  thin,  blur  an   agers,  do 
you  think  it's  follyin'  yiz  I  am  ?  " 
"It  's  very  like  it,"  said  the  captain. 
"  Why,  did  two  people  niver  thravel    the  same  road 
before  ? " 

"  I  don't  say  they  did  n't ;  but  there  's  a  great  differ- 
ence between  a  ship  of  seven  hundred  tons  and  a 
hooker." 

"Oh,  as  for  that  matther,"  said  Barny,  "the  same 
high  road  sarves  a  coach  and  four,  and  a  low-back  car; 
the  thravellin'  tinker  an'  a  lord  a'  horseback." 

"  That 's  very  true,"  said  the  captain,  "  but  the  cases 
are  not  the  same,  Paddy,  and  I  can't  conceive  what  the 
devil  brings  you  here." 
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**  And  who  ax'd  you  to  consayve  anythii^  about  it  f  " 
asked  Barny,  somewhat  sturdily. 

"  D — n  me,  if  I  can  imagine  what  you  're  about,  my 
fine  fellow,"  said  the  captain,  "  and  my  own  notion  is, 
that  you  don't  know  where  the  d — 1  you  're  going 
yourself." 

"  O  haithenhin  !  "  said  Barny,  with  a  laugh  of  derision. 

"Why  then  do  you  object  to  tell?"  said  the  captain. 

"  Ariah  sure,  captain,  an'  don't  you  know  that  some- 
times vessels  is  bound  to  sail  undher  sayertt  trdhtrsf" 
said  Barny,  endeavqu ring  to  foil  the  question  by  badinage. 

There  was  a  universal  laugh  from  the  deck  of  the  ship, 
at  the  idea  of  a  fishing-boat  sailing  under  secret  orders ; 
for,  by  this  time,  the  whole  broadside  of  the  vessel  was 
crowded  with  grinning  mouths  and  wondering  eyes  at 
Barny  and  his  boat, 

f  Oh,  it 's  a  thrifle  makes  fools  laugh,"  said  Barny. 

^'Take  care,  my  fine  fellow,  that  you  don't  be  laugh- 
ing at  the  wrong  side  of  your  mouth  before  long,  for 
I  've  a  notion  that  you  're  cursedly  in  the  wrong  box,  as 
cunning  a  fellow  as  you  think  yourself.  D — n  your 
stupid  head,  can't  you  tell  what  brings  you  here?  " 

"Why  thin,  by  gor,  one  id  think  the  whole  say  be- 
longed to  you,  you  're  so  mighty  bowld  in  axin'  questions 
an  it.  Why  tare-an-ouns,  sure  I  've  as  much  right  to 
be  here  as  you,  though  I  haven't  as  big  a  ship  nor  as  fine 
a  coat  —  but  maybe  I  can  take  as  good  sailin'  out  o'  the 
one,  and  has  as  bowld  a  heart  under  th'  other." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  captain,  "  I  see  there  's  no  use 
in  talking  to  you,  so  go  to  the  d — 1  your  own  way." 
And  away  bore  the  ship,  leaving  Barny  in  indignation 
and  his  companions  in   wonder. 

"An'    why    wouldn't    you    tell    him?"    said    they  to 

"Why  don't  you  see,"  said  Barny,  whose  object  was 
now  to  blind  them,  "  don't  you  see,  how  do  I  know  but 
maybe  he  might  be  goin'  to  the  same  place  himself,  and 
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maybe  he  has  a  cai^o  of  icalpeeni  as   well  as  uz,  and 
wants  lo  get  before  us  there." 

"■  Thnie  for  you,  Bariiy,"  said  they.  "  By  dad  you  're 
right."  And  their  inquiries  being  satisfied,  the  day 
passed  as  former  ones  had  done,  in  pursuing  the  course 
of  the  ship. 


In  four  days  mor 
hooker  began  to  fai., 
recourse  to  the  icalftem 
got  seriously  uneasy  at  t 
likel)'  greater  length,  ft 
contrary,  and,  urged  at 
of  his  companions,  he 
light,  to  gain  on  the  ship,  an 
alongside  he  demanded  a  paric 

The  captain  on  hearing  tha 


■,  the  provisions  in  the 
y  were  obliged  to  have 
itenance,  and  Barny  then 
:h  of  the  voyage,  and  the 
ing  he  could  see  to  the 
lis  own  alarms  and  those 
labled,  as  the  wind  was 
I  when  he  found  himself 
■  with  the  captain. 

hardy  hooker,"  as 


she  got  christened,  was  under  his  lee,  came  c 
as  soon  as  he  appeared  Barny  cried  out  — 

"Why,  thin,  blur  an  agers,  captain  dear,  do  you  expec* 
to  be  there  soon  ?  " 

"Where?"  said  the  captain. 

"Oh,  you  know  yourself,"  said  Barny. 

"It  's  well  for  me  I  do,"  said  the  captain, 

"Thrue  for  you,  indeed,  your  honour,"  said  Barnv,  in 
his  most  insinuating  tone;  "but  whin  will  you  be  at  the 
ind  o'  your  voyage,  captain  jewel .'  " 

"  I  dare  say  in  about  three  months,"  said  the 
captain. 

"Oh,  Holy  Mother!"  ejaculated  Barnv;  "three 
months! — arrah,  it 's  jokin' you  are,  captain  dear,  and 
only  want  to  frcken  mc." 

"  How  should  I  frighten  you  ?  "  asked  the  captain. 

"Why,  thin,  your  honour,  to  tell  God's  thruth,  I 
heerd  you  were  goin'  thtre,  an'  as  I  wanted  to  go  there 
too,  I  thought  I  could  n't  do  better  nor  to  folly  a  know- 
ledgeable gintleman  like  yourself,  and  save  myself  the 
tbrouble  iv  findin'  it  out." 
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**  And  where  do  you  think  I  am  going  ? "  said  the 

captain. 

"  Why,  thin,"  said  Barny,  "  is  n't  it  to  Fingal  ? " 

"  No,"  said  the  captain,  "  't  is  to  Btngal" 

**  Oh  !  Gog's   blalcey  ! "  said   Barny,  "  what  'II  I  do 

now  at  al)  at  all  ? " 


Old  Saiwo. 

THE  captain  ordered  Barny  on  deck,  as  he  wished 
Co  have  some  conversation  with  him  on  what  he, 
very  naturally,  considered  a  most  extraordinary  adven- 
ture. Heaven  help  the  captain  !  he  knew  little  o(  Irish- 
men or  he  would  not  have  been  so  astonished.  Barny 
made  his  appearance.  Puzzling  question,  and  more 
puzzling  answer,  followed  in  quick  succession  between 
the  commander  and  Barny,  who,  in  the  midst  of  his 
dilemma,  stamped  about,  thumped  his  head,  squeezed  his 
caubeen  into  all  manner  of  shapes,  and  vented  his  despair 
anathematically.  — 

"  Oh  !  my  heavy  hathred  to  you,  you  tarnal  thief  iv  a 
long  sailor,  it  's  a  purty  scrape  yiv  led  me  into.  By  gor, 
I  thought  it  was  Firtgal  he  said,  and  now  I  hear  it  is 
fi/ngal.  Oh  !  the  divil  sweep  you  for  navigation,  why 
did  I  meddle  or  make  wid  you  at  all  at  all !  and  my 
curse  light  on  you,  Terry  O'Sullivan,  why  did  I  iver 
come  acrass  you,  you  onlooky  vagabone,  to  put  sitch 
thoughts  in  my  head  ?  An'  so  it 's  Bingul,  and  not  Fin- 
gal,  you  're  goin'  to,  captain." 

"Yes,  indeed,  Paddy." 

"An'  might  I  be  so  bowld  to  ax,  captain,  is  Bingal 
much  fanher  nor  Fingal  ?  " 

»  A  trifle  or  so,  Paddy." 
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**■  Och,  thin,  millia  murthcr,  weirasthru,  how  'ill  I  iver 
get  there,  at  all  at  all  \ "  roared  out  poor  Bamy. 

"  By  turning  about,  and  getting  back  the  road  you  've 
come,  as  fast  as  you  can." 

"  Is  it  back  ?  Oh !  Queen  iv  Heaven  !  an*  how  will 
I  iver  get  back  ? "  said  the  bewildered  Barny. 

"  Then  you  don  't  know  your  course  it  appears? " 

"Oh  faix  I  knew  it,  iligant,  as  long  as  your  honour 
was  before  me." 

"  But,  you  don't  know  your  course  back  ? " 

"Why,  indeed,  not  to  say  rightly  all  out,  your 
honour." 

"  Can't  your  steer  ?  "  said  the  captain. 

"  The  divil  a  betther  hand  at  the  tiller  in  all  Kinsale," 
said  Barny,  with  his  usual  brag. 

"  Well,  so  far  so  good,"  said  the  captain.  "  And  you 
know  the  points  of  the  compass  —  you  have  a  compass, 
I  suppose." 

"A  compass!  by  my  sowl  an'  it's  not  let  alone  a 
compass,  but  a  pair  o'  compasses  I  have,  that  my  brother, 
the  carpinthir,  left  me  for  a  keepsake  whin  he  wint 
abroad  -,  but,  indeed,  as  for  the  points  o'  thtm  I  can't 
say  much,  for  the  childher  spylt  thim  intirely,  rootin' 
holes  in  the  flure." 

"  What  the  plague  are  you  talking  about  ?  "  asked  the 
captain. 

"  Was  n't  your  honour  discoorstn'  me  about  the  points 
o'  the  compasses  .'  " 

"  Confound  your  thick  head ! "  said  the  captain. 
"  Why,  what  an  ignoramus  you  must  be,  not  to  know 
what  a  compass  is,  and  vou  at  sea  all  your  life  ?  Do 
you  even  know  the  cardinal  points  ?  " 

"  The  cardinals  !  faix  an'  it 's  a  great  respect  I  have 
for  them,  your  honour.  Sure,  ar'n't  they  belongin'  to 
the  Pope  ? " 

"  Confound  you,  you  blockhead !  "  roared  the  captain 

in  a  rage  —  "  't  would  take  the  patience  of  the  Pope  and 
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tbc  carfcuh,  aod  the  cardinal  vinuo  into  tbc  \ 

to  keq>  one'*  temper  wak  job.      Do  you  know  the  fi 

pwiii  of  the  wiivd :  " 

"  B5  ray  towl  I  do,  and  more'* 
**  ^Vc^,  never  mind    mui,  bat  let  ns  sbcfc  to  I 
You  're  tore  yoo  know  the  four  pocots  of  tbc  wind  ? 
Jbi^  if  a  say&ria'  1 
wind  any  how.    W 
br  a  nath'tal  iinirel;^  ■ 
vin'  aU  about  the  «  ' 
rind  a'moft  as  a 
I  cMt  the  captain. 
laze,  and  I  see  by  t 
X  tbc  pig,  witb  aU  yoi 


"  Br  dad  it  would  be-  a 
did  n't  know  lometbin*  al 
captain  dear,  you  moH  ta 
suspect  me  o*  tbc  like  o*  u 
By  ^or,  I  kiiow  as  mucb  o 

"  Indeed  I  bcl>cvc  so," 

"  Oh,  you  may  lut^  „ 
same  ttut  rou  don't  knov. 
edicacion,  captain." 

"  Well,  what  about  the  pia  -'  " 

"Whv,  sir,  did    vou    never  hear  a    pig   can    see    the 

"  I  can't  sav  that  I  did." 

"Oh  ihin  he  does,  and  for  that  ravson  who  has  a 
right  to  know   more  about   it :  " 

"  You  don't,  for  one,  1  dare  say,  Paddv ;  and  mavbe 
you  have  a  pig  aboard  to  give  vovi  information." 

"  Sorra  taste,  your  honour,  not  as  much  as  a  rasher  o' 
bacon;  but  it's  maybe  vour  honour  never  seen  a  pig 
tossin'  up  his  snout,  consaiied  like,  and  running  like  mad 
afore  a  storm." 

"  Well,  what  if  I  have  ?  " 

"Well,  sir,  that  is  when  thev  see  the  wind  a  comin'," 

"  Maybe  so,  Paddy,  but  all  this  knowledge  in  piggery 
won't  find  you  your  way  home;  and,  if  vou  take  mv 
advice,  you  will  give  up  all  thoughts  of  endeavouring  to 
find  your  way  back,  and  come  on  board.  You  and  vour 
messmates,  I  dare  say,  will  be  useful  hands,  with  some 
teaching;  but,  at  all  events,  I  cannot  leave  vou  here  on 
the  open  sea,  with  every  chance  of  being  lost." 


■'Why    thin,    indeed,    and    I'm    behowldcn    1 
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honour;  and  it's  the  hoighth  o'  kindness,  so  it  is,  jrour 
offer ;  and  it 's  nothin'  else  but  a  gentleman  you  are,  eveiy 
inch  o'  you ;  but  I  hope  it 's  not  so  bad  wid  us  yet,  as  to 
do  the  likes  o'  that." 

"  I  think  it  *s  bad  enough,"  said  the  captain,  ^  when 
you  are  without  a  compass,  and  knowing  nothing  of  your 
course,  and  nearly  a  hundred  and  eighty  leagues  from  land." 

"  An'  how  many  miles  would  that  be,  captain  ?  " 

"Three  times  as  many." 

"  I  never  larned  the  rule  o'  three,  captain,  and  maybe 
your  honour  id  tell  me  yourself." 

"  That  is  rather  more  than  five  hundred  miles." 

"  Five  hundred  miles  !  "  shouted  Barny.  "  Oh !  the 
Lord  look  down  on  us !  how  'ill  we  ivcr  get  back ! !  " 

*'  That 's  what  I  say,"  said  the  capuin ;  "  and,  there- 
fore, I  recommend  you  come  aboard  with  me." 

**  And  where  'ud  the  hooker  be  all  the  time  ? "  said 
Barny. 

"  Let  her  go  adrift,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Is  it  the  darlint  boat  i  Oh,  by  dad,  I  'II  never  hear 
o'  that  at  all." 

"  Well,  then,  stay  in  her  and  be  lost.  Decide  upon 
the  matter  at  once,  either  come  on  board  or  cast  oiF; " 
and  the  captain  was  turning  away  as  he  spoke,  when 
Barny  called  after  him,  "Arrah,  thin,  your  honour,  don't 
go  jist  for  one  minit  antil  t  ax  you  one  word  more.  If 
I  wint  wid  you,  whin  would  I  be  home  ^in  P  " 

"  In  about  seven  months," 

"  Oh,  thin,  that  puts  the  wig  an  it  at  wanst.  I  dar'n't 
go  at  all." 

"Why,  seven  months  are  not  long  passing." 

"  Thruc  for  you,  in  throth,"  said  Barny,  with  a  shrug 
of  his  shoulders.  "Faix  it's  mvsclf  knows,  to  my  sorrow, 
the  half-year  comes  round  mighty  suddint,  and  the  Lord's 
agint  comes  fur  the  thrifle  n'  rint;  and  faix  I  know,  by 
Molly,  that  nine  months  is  not  long  in  goin'  over  either," 
added  Barny  with  a  grin. 
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"Then    what's    your    objection,  as    to    the    time  ^ 
asked  the  captain. 

"Arrah,  sure,  sir,  what  would  the  woman  that  owns 
mc  do  while  1  was  away  ?  and  maybe  it 's  break  her 
heart  the  craythur  would,  thinkir'  I  was  lost  intirelv  ; 
and  who  "d  be  at  home  to  take  care  o'  the  cbildher,  and 
aim  thim  the  bit  and  the  tin  1  'd  be  awav  ?  and 

who  knows  but  it 's  ail  di  *d  be  afore  I  got  back  ? 

Och    hone  !   sure  the  heiii>  irly  break   in   my  bodv, 

if  hurt  or  harm  kem  to  \\  nsugh  me.      So,  say  no 

more,  captain  dear,  only  :  a  thriflc  o'  directions 

how  I  'm  to  make  an  offt.  tin'  home,  and  its  my- 

self that  will  pray  for  you  noon,  and 

that  same." 

"Well,  Paddy,"  said  the  captain,  "as  you  are  deter- 
mined to  go  back,  in  spite  of  all  I  can  sav,  you  must 
attend  to  me  well  while  I  give  you  as  simple  instructions 
as  1  can.  You  say  you  know  the  four  points  of  the 
wind,  north,  south,  cast,  and  west." 

"  Yis,  sir." 

"  How  do  you  know  them  ?  for  I  must  see  that  you 
are  not  likely  to  make  a  miscakc.  How  do  you  know 
the   points  ?  " 

*' Why,  you  see,  sir,  the  sun,  God  bless  it,  rises  in 
the  aist,  and  sets  in  the  west,  which  stands  to  raison  ; 
and  whin  you  stand  bcchuxt  the  aist  and  the  west,  the 
north  is  forninst  you." 

"And  when  the  north  is  forninst  you,  as  you  say,  is 
the  east  on  your  right  or  vour  left  hand  ?  " 

"On  the  right  hand,  your  honour." 

"  Well,  I  see  you  know  that  much,  however.  Now," 
said  the  captain,  "the  moment  you  leave  the  ship,  voii 
must  steer  a  ])orth-east  course,  and  you  will  make  some 
land  near  home  in  about  a  week,  if  the  wind  holds  as 
it  is  now,  and  it  is  likely  to  do  so;  but,  mind  me,  if 
you  turn  out  of  your  course  in  the  smallest  degree,  you 
are  a  lost  man." 
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**  Many  thanks  to  your  honour  \  " 

"  And  how  arc  you  off  for  provisions  ? " 

"  Why  thin  indeed  in  the  regard  o'  that  same  we  are 
in  the  hoighth  o'  disthress,  for  exceptin'  the  scalpeens, 
sorra  taste  passed  our  lips  for  these  four  days." 

**  Oh !  you  poor  devils ! "  said  the  commander,  in  a 
tone  of  sincere  commiseration,  "  I  'II  order  you  some 
provisions  on  board  before  you  start." 

"  Long  life  to  your  honour  !  and  I'd  Hie  tt  thini  tht 
health  of  so  noble  a  gintleman." 

"  I  understand  you,  Paddy,  you  shall  have  grog  too." 

"  Musha,  the  heavens  shower  blessin's  an  you,  I  pray 
the  Virgin  Mary  and  the  twelve  apostles,  Matthew,  Mark, 
Luke,  and  John,  not  forgettin'  Saint  Paihrick." 

"Thank  you,  Paddy;  but  keep  all  your  prayers  for 
yourself,  for  you  need  them  all  to  help  you  home  ^ain." 

"  Oh !  never  fear,  whin  the  thing  is  to  be  done,  I  'II 
do  it,  by  dad,  wid  a  heart  and  a  half.  And  sure,  your 
honour,  God  is  good,  an'  will  mind  dissolute  craythurs 
like  uz,  on  the  wild  oceant  as  well  as  ashore." 

While  some  of  the  ship's  crew  were  putting  the  cap- 
tain's benevolent  intentions  to  Barny  and  his  companions 
into  practice,  by  transferring  some  provisions  to  the 
hooker,  the  commander  entertained  himself  by  further 
conversation  with  Barny,  who  was  the  greatest  original 
he  had  ever  met.  In  the  course  of  their  colloquy,  Barny 
drove  many  hard  queries  at  the  captain,  respecting  the 
wonders  of  the  nautical  profession,  and  at  last  put  the 
question  to  him  plump, 

"  Oh  !  thin  captain  dear,  and  how  is  it  at  all  at  all, 
that  you  make  your  way  over  the  wide  says  intirely  to 
them   furrin   parts  ?  " 

"  You  would  not  understand,  Paddy,  if  1  attempted  to 
explain  to  you." 

"  Sure  enough  indeed,  your  honour,  and  I  ask  your 
pardon,  only  I  was  curious  to  know,  and  sure  no 
wonder," 
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"  It  requires  various  branches  of  knowledge  to  maJce  a  | 
navigator." 

"Branches,"  said  Barny,  "by  gor  I  think  it  id  ukel 
the  whole  three  o'  inawledge  to   make  it  out.      And  that! 
t  Sf'ngal  (oh  bad  luck  to  1 
Lc),  is  it  so  far  1 


)rld." 


Roundabout?" 


at  whin  you  come  lo  *, 
1  go  down,  that  you  'd 
never  be  able  to  stop 
is,  goin'  down-hill  by 
all  out  hy  wather." 

know  that 


place  you  are  going  to,  sir,  that 
it  for  a  Bingal,  it 's  the  sore  Bin 
off  as  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Paddy,  half  roui 

•'  Is  it  round  in  airnest, 

"  Aye  indeed." 

"Oh  thin  ar'n't  you 
the  top  and  that  you're 
go  sliddherin  away  intii 
maybe  ?      It  's  bad  enoug,.. 
land,  but  it  must  be  the  die 

"  But  there  is  no  hill,  Paddy,  don't  yo 
water  is  always  level  ?  " 

"  By  dad  it 's  vciy  Jial  anyhow,  and  by  the  same  token 
it 's  seldom  I  ihrouble  it ;  but  sure,  your  honour,  if  the 
wather  is  level,  how  do  you  make  out  th^  it  is  round 
you  go  ?  " 

"That  is  a  part  of  the  knowledge  I  was  speaking  to 
you  about,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Musha,  bad  luck  to  you,  knowledge,  but  you  're  a 
quare  thing !  and  where  is  it  Bingal,  bad  cess  to  it,  would 
be  at  all  at  all  ^  " 

"In  the  East  Indies." 

"  Oh  that  is  where  they  make  the  lay,  is  n't  it,  sir  ?  " 

"No,  where  the  tea  grows  is  farther  still." 

"  Farther  !  why  that  must  be  the  ind  of  the  world 
intirely.  And  they  don't  make  it,  then,  sir,  but  it  grows, 
vou  tell  me." 

"  Yes,  Paddy." 

"  Is  it  like  hay,  your  honour  ?  " 

"Not  exactly,  Paddy;  what  puts  hay  in  your  head?" 

"  Oh  !  only  bekase  I  bear  them  call  it  Qohay." 

"A  most  logical  deduction,  Paddy," 
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"  And  is  it  a  great  deal  fanher,  your  honour,  the  taj 
country  is  ? " 

"  Yes,  Paddy,  China  it  is  called." 

"That 's,  I  suppose,  what  we  call  Chaynee,  tir  ? " 

"  Exactly,  Paddy." 

"  By  dad  I  never  could  come  at  it  rightly  before,  why 
it  was  nath'ral  to  dhrink  tay  out  o'  chaynee.  I  ax  your 
honour's  pardin  for  bein'  throublcsome,  but  I  hard  tell 
from  the  long  sailor,  iv  a  place  they  call  Japan,  in  thim 
furrin  pans,  and  Is  it  there,  your  honour?" 

"  Quite  true,  Paddy." 

"  And  1  suppose  it 's  there  the  blackin*  comes  from." 

"  No,  Paddy,  you  're  out  there." 

"  Oh  well,  I  thought  it  stood  to  rayson,  as  I  heerd  of 
japan  blaclcin',  sir,  that  it  would  be  there  it  kem  from, 
besides  as  the  blacks  themselves  —  the  naygurs  I  mane, 
is  in  thim  parts." 

"The  negroes  arc  in  Africa,  Paddy,  much  nearer  to 
us." 

"  God  bctunc  uz  and  harm.  I  hope  I  would  not  be 
too  near  them,"  said  Barny. 

"  Why,  what 's  your  objection  ?  " 

"Arrah  sure,  sir,  they  're  hardly  mortials  at  all,  but 
has  the  mark  u'  the  bastes  an  thim." 

"  How  do  you  make  out  that,  Paddy  ?  " 

*^Why  sure,  sir,  and  did  n't  Nathur  make  thim  wid 
wool  on  their  heads,  plainly  makin'  it  undherstood  to 
chrishthans,  that  they  wur  little  more  nor  cattle  ?  " 

**  I  think  your  head  is  a  wool-gathering  now,  Paddy," 
said  the  captain,  laughing. 

"  Faix  mavbc  so,  indeed,"  answered  Barny,  good- 
humouredlv,  "but  it's  seldom  I  ever  went  out  to  look 
for  wool  and  kcm  home  shorn,  anyhow,"  said  he,  with 
a  look  of  triumph. 

"  Well,  you  won't  have  that  to  say  for  the  future, 
Paddy,"  said  the  captain,  laughing  again. 

"  My  name 's  not  Paddy,  your  honour,"  said  Barny 
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returning  the  laugh,  but  seizing  the  opportunity  to  turn 
the  joke  aside,  that  was  going  against  him,  "  my  name 
is  n't  Paddy,  sir,  but  Barny." 

"  Oh,  if  it  was  Solomon,  you  'II  be  bare  enough  when 
you  go  home  this  time  ■■,  you  have  not  gathered  much 
this  trip,  Barny." 

"  Sure  I  'vc  been  gathr  irledge,  any  how,  your 

honour,"  said  Barny,  wit  leant  look  at  the  cap- 

tain, and  a  complimentary  :  hand  to  his  caubeen, 

"  and  God  bless  you  for  b  ood  to  me." 

"  And  what 's  your  ni  s  Barny  ?  "  asked  the 

captain. 

"  O'Reirdon,  your  hon  irny  O'Rcirdon  's  my 

"Well,  Barny  O'Reirdon,  I  won't  forget  your  name 
nor  yourself  in  a  hurry,  for  you  arc  certainly  the  most 
original  navigator  I  ever  had  the  honour  of  being  ac- 
quainted with." 

"Well,"  said  Barny,  with  a  triumphant  toss  of  his 
head,  "  I  have  done  out  Terry  O'Sullivan,  at  any  rate, 
the  divil  a  half  so  far  he  ever  was,  and  that 's  a  comfort. 
I  have  muzzled  his  clack  for  the  rest  iv  his  life,  and  he 
won't  be  comin'  over  us  wid  the  pride  iv  his  f"igal,  while 
I'm  to  the  fore,  that  was  a'most  at  S/ngal," 

"Terry  O'Sullivan  —  who  Is  he  pray?"  said  the 
captain. 

"  Oh,  he  's  a  scut  iv  a  chap  that 's  not  worth  your 
axin  for  —  he 's  not  worth  your  honour's  notice  —  a 
braggin'  poor  craythur.  Oh  wait  till  I  get  home,  and 
the  divil  a  more  braggin'  they'll  hear  out  of  his  jaw." 

"Indeed  then,  Barny,  the  sooner  you  turn  your  face 
towards  home  the  better,"  said  the  captain,  "  since  you 
will  go,  there  is  no  need  in  losing  more  time." 

"  Thruc  for  you,  your  honour  — -  and  sure  it 's  well  for 

me  had  the  luck  to  meet  with  the  likes  o'  your  honour, 

that  explained  the  ins  and  the  outs  iv   it,  to  me,  and  laid 

it  all  down  as  plain  as  prent." 
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^^  Are  you  sure  you  remember  my  directions  ?  **  said 
the  captain. 

"  Throth  an'  I  'U  niver  forget  them  to  the  day  o*  my 
death,  and  is  bound  to  pray,  more  betoken,  for  you  and 
yours." 

^^  Don*t  mind  praying  for  me  till  you  get  home, 
Barny  ;  but  answer  me,  how  are  you  to  steer  when  you 
shall  leave  me  ?  " 

"  The  Nor-Aist  coorse,  you  honour,  that 's  the  coorse 
agin  the  world." 

^^  Remember  that !  never  alter  that  course  till  you  see 
land  —  let  nothing  make  you  turn  out  of  a  North-East 


course." 


^^  Throth  an'  that  id  be  the  dirty  turn,  seein'  that  it 
was  yourself  that  ordered  it.  Oh  no,  I  '11  depend  my 
life  an  the  Nor-Aist  coorse^  and  God  help  any  one  that 
comes  betune  me  an'  it  —  I  'd  run  him  down  if  he  was 
my  father." 

"  Well,  good  bye,  Barny." 

^^  Good  bye,  and  God  bless  you,  your  honour,  and 
send  you  safe." 

"  That's  a  wish  you  want  more  for  yourself,  Barny  — 
never  fear  for  me,  but  mind  yourself  well." 

^^  Oh  sure,  I  'm  as  good  as  at  home  wanst  I  know  the 
way,  barrin'  the  wind  is  conthrary ;  sure  the  Nor-Aist 
coorse  'ill  do  the  business  complate.  Good  bye,  your 
honour,  and  long  life  to  you,  and  more  power  to  your 
elbow,  and  a  light  heart  and  a  heavy  purse  to  you  ever- 
more, I  pray  the  blessed  Virgin  and  all  the  saints,  amin!  " 
and  so  saying,  Barny  descended  the  ship's  side,  and  once 
more  assumed  the  helm  of  the  "  hardy  hooker." 

The  two  vessels  now  separated  on  their  opposite 
courses.  What  a  contrast  their  relative  situations 
afforded  !  Proudly  the  ship  bore  away  under  her  lofty 
and  spreading  canvas,  cleaving  the  billows  before  her, 
manned  by  an  able  crew,  and  under  the  guidance  of 
experienced  officers.  The  finger  of  science  to  point  th^ 
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course  ot  her  progress,  the  faithful  chart  to  warn  of  t 
hidden  rack  and  the  shoal,  the  log  tine  and  the  quadra 
to  measure  her  march  and  prove  her  position.     The  po 
little  hooker  cleft  not  the  billows,  each  wave  lifted  hei 
on  its  crest  like  a  seabird;  but  three  inexperienced  tishcT'J 
men   to  manage  her;    no  certain  means  to  guide  themfl 
over  the  vast  ocean  the; 
ing  of  the  "  fickle  wind 
from  perishing  in  the  wi 
the  feeling  excited   is  si 
By  the  other,  of  his  uttei 
expanse  of  ocean  could 
less."     To  the  other,  it 
Yet  the  cheer  that  bui 


traverse,  and  the  hold-l 
f  chance  of  their  cscaptffl 
f  waters.  By  the  one^V 
that  of  man's  power,f 
[less.  To  the  one,  thet 
be  considered  "track-^ 
Ste  indeed. 
:he  ship,  at  parting,  ^ 
answered  as  gaily  from  the  nooKer  as  though  the  odds  had 
not  been  so  fearfully  against  her,  and  no  blither  heart 
beat  on  board  the  ship  than  that  of  Barny  O'Reirdon. 

Happy  light-hearted n ess  of  my  poor  countrymen  !  they 
have  often  need  of  all  their  buoyant  spirits  !  How  kindly 
have  they  been  fortified  by  Nature  against  the  assaults  of 
adversity  ;  and  if  they  blindly  rush  into  dangers,  they  can- 
not be  denied  the  possession  of  gallant  hearts  to  fight 
their  way  out  of  them. 

But  each  hurra  became  less  audible;  by  degrees  the 
cheers  dwindled  into  faintness,  and  finally  were  lost  in 
the  eddies  of  the  breeze. 

The  first  feeling  of  loneliness  that  poor  Barny  expe- 
rienced was  when  he  could  no  longer  hear  the  exhilarat- 
ing sound.  The  plash  of  the  surge,  as  it  broke  on  the 
bows  of  his  little  boat,  was  uninterrupted  bv  the  kindred 
sound  of  human  voice  ;  and,  as  it  fell  upon  his  ear,  it 
smote  upon  his  heart.  But  be  rallied,  waved  his  hat,  and 
the  silent  signal  was  answered  from  the  ship. 

"  Well,  Barny,"  said  Jemmy,  "  what  was  the  captain 
sayin'  to  you  ail  the  time  you  wor  wid  him  ?  " 

"  Lay  me  alone,"  said  Barny,  "  I  '11  talk  to  you  when 

J  see  her  out  o'  sight,  but  not  a  word  till  thin.     I  '11  look 
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afther  hiniithe  rale  gimleman  that  he  is,  while  there's  a 
topsail  of  his  ship  to  be  seen,  and  then  I  'II  send  my 
blcssin*  afther  him,  and  pray  for  his  good  fortune  wher- 
ever he  goes,  for  he 's  the  right  son  and  nothin'  else." 
And  Barny  kept  bis  word,  and  when  his  straining  eye 
could  no  longer  trace  a  line  of  the  ship,  the  captain  cer- 
tainly had  the  benefit  of  ^  a  poor  man's  blessing." 

The  sense  of  utter  loneliness  and  desolation  had  not 
come  upon  Barny  until  now;  but  he  put  his  trust  in  the 
goodness  of  Providence,  and  in  a  fervent  inward  outpour- 
ing of  prayer,  resigned  himself  to  the  care  of  his  Creator. 
Withan  admirable  fortitude,  too,  he  assumed  a  composure 
to  his  companions  that  was  a  stranger  to  his  hcait ;  and 
we  all  know  how  the  burden  of  anxiety  is  increased  when 
we  have  none  with  whom  to  sympathise.  And  this  was 
not  all.  He  had  to  aiFect  ease  and  confidence,  for  Barny 
not  only  had  no  dependence<on  the  firmness  of  his  com- 
panions to  go  through  the  undertaking  beFore  them,  but 
dreaded  to  betray  to  them  bow  he  had  imposed  on  them 
in  the  affair.  Barny  was  equal  to  all  this.  He  had  a 
Stout  heart,  and  was  an  admirable  actor;  yet,  for  the 
first  hour  after  the  ship  was  out  of  sight,  he  could  not 
quite  recover  himself,  and  every  now  and  then,  uncon- 
sciously, he  would  look  back  with  a  wistful  eye  to  the 
point  where  last  he  saw  her.  Poor  Barny  had  lost  his 
leader. 

The  night  fell,  and  Barny  stuck  to  the  helm  as  long 
as  nature  coultl  sustain  want  of  rest,  and  then  left  it  in 
charge  of  one  of  his  companions,  with  particular  direc- 
tions how  to  steer,  and  ordered,  if  any  change  in  the 
wind  occurred,  that  they  should  instantly  awake  him. 
He  could  not  sleep  long,  however,  the  fever  of  anxiety 
was  upon  him,  ami  the  morning  had  not  long  dawned 
when  he  awoke.  He  had  not  well  rubbed  his  eyes  and 
looked  about  him,  when  he  thought  he  saw  a  ship  in  the 
distance  approaching  them.  As  the  haze  cleared  away, 
she  showed  distinctly  bearing  down  towards  the  hooker. 
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On  board  tbc  ship,  the  hooker,  in  such  a  sea,  caused 
prise  as  before,  and  in  about  an  hour  she  was  so  close  3S 
lo  hail,  and  order  the  hooker  to  run  under  her  lee. 

"  The  divil  a  taste,"  said  Barny,  "  I  'U  not  tjuit  my 
Nar-Jiit  caant  for  the  king  of  Ingland,  nor  Bonyparty 
into  the  bargain.  Bad  cess  to  you,  do  you  think  I've 
noihin'  to  do  but  Co  plaze  ' 

Again  he  was  hailed. 

"  Oh !  bad  luck  to  the  I  go  to  you." 

Another  hail. 

"  Spake  loudher  you  'd  ,"  said  Barny,  jeeringly, 

still  holding  on  his  coun 

A  gun  was  fired  abcat 

"  By    my   sowl   you  o,  oudher   that  time,  sure 

enough,"  said  Barny. 

"  Take  care,  Barny,"  cried  jemmy  and  Peter  together. 
"  Blur  an  agers  man,  we  '11  be  kilt  if  you  don't  go  to 
them." 

"  Well,  and  we  Ml  be  lost  if  we  turn  out  iv  our  Nor- 
Aiit  coarse,  and  that's  as  broad  as  it  's  long.  Let  them 
hit  iz  if  they  like;  sure  it  'ud  be  a  pleasanther  death 
nor  starvin'  at  say.  I  tell  you  agin  I  'II  turn  out  o'  my 
Nor-Aist  course  for  no  man." 

A  shotted  gun  was  fired.  The  shot  hopped  on  the 
water  as  it  passed  before  the  hooker. 

"Phew!  you  missed  it,  like  your  mammy's  blessin'," 
said  Barny. 

"Oh  murther!  "  said  Jemmy,  "did  n't  you  see  the 
ball  hop  afF  the  wacher  forninst  you }  Oh  murther,  what 
'ud  we  ha'  done  if  we  wor  there  at  all  at  all  ?  " 

"Why,  we'd  have  taken  the  ball  at  the  hop,"  said 
Barny,  laughing,  "accordin'  to  the  ould  sayin'." 

Another  shot  was  ineffectually  fired. 

"  I  'm  thinking  that  's  a  Connaughtman  that  's  shoot- 
in',"   said    Barny,  with  a  sneer.'      The  allusion   was  so 

'  This  is  an  allusion  of  Barny's  to  a  saying  prii-alent  in  Ireland. 
When  asportsnuD  leturos  home  unsuccessful,  ihey  uy,  '■  So  you  'vc 
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relished  by  Jemmy  and  Peter,  that  it  excited  a  smile  in 
the  midst  of  their  fears  from  the  cannonade. 

Again  the  report  of  the  gun  was  followed  by  no  dam- 
age. 

"  Augh  !  never  heed  them  !  "  said  Barny,  contemptu- 
ously. "  It 's  a  barkin'  d<^  that  never  bites,  as  the  owld 
sayin'  says,"  and  the  hooker  was  soon  out  of  reach  of 
further  annoyance. 

**  Now,  what  a  pity  it  was,  to  be  sure,"  said  Barny, 
"  that  I  would  n't  go  aboord  to  plazc  them.  Now, 
who 's  right .'  Ah,  lave  me  alone  always,  Jimmy ;  did 
you  iver  know  me  wrong  yet  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  may  hillow  now  that  you  *re  out  o'  the 
wood,"  said  Jemmy,  "  but,  accordin'  to  my  idays,  it  was 
runnin'  a  grate  rishk  to  be  contrary  wid  them  at  all,  and 
they  shootin'  balls  afther  us." 

"  Well,  what  matther  ? "  said  Barny,  "  since  they  wor 
only  blind  gunners,  on'  /  kntvu  it ;  besides,  as  I  said 
afore,  I  won't  turn  out  o'  my  Ner-Jiit  ceerit  for  no 
man." 

"  That 's  a  new  turn  you  tuk  lately,"  said  Peter. 
"  What 's  the  raison  you  're  runnin'  a  Nor-Aist  coorse 
now  an'  we  never  hear'd  iv  it  afore  at  all,  till  afther  you 
quitted  the  big  ship  ?  " 

"  Why,  thin,  are  you  sitch  an  ignoramus  all  out,"  said 
Barny,  "as  not  for  to  know  that  in  navigation  you  must 
lie  an  a  great  many  different  tacks  before  you  can  make 
the  port  vou  steer  for?" 

"  Onlv  I  think,"  said  Jemmy,  "  that  it 's  back  intirely 
we  're  goin'  now,  and  I  can't  make  out  the  rights  o'  that 
at  all." 

"  Why,"  said  Barny,  who  saw  the  necessity  of  mys- 
tifying his  companions  a  little,  "you  see,  the  captain 
lowld  me  that  I  kum  a  round,  an'  rckimminded  me  to 
go  th'  other  way." 

killed  nhai  ihe  Connaughtman  ihot  at."      Boide*,   (he  people  of 
Munitcr  have  a  profound  contempt  for  Connau^l  men. 

37 


requizit  for  a 
God  bless  hii 
and,  like  a  rale  genilemai 
says  I ;  you  've  come  iht 
says  I,  bekase  I  like  to  k^ 
in  contraiiy  places.  Spc 
That 's  my  prenciples,  s 
says  he.  But,  says  he  ^< 
wrung,  says  he,  to  pass  ih 
says  he.      I  know,  says  1, 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

"  Faix,  it 's  the  first  I  ever  heard  o'  goin'  a  round  1 
say,"  said  Jemmy. 

*'  Arrah,  sure,  that 's  part  o'  the  saycrcts  o'  navigsi«-fl 
tiou,    and    the    varrious  branches  o'  knowledge   that   is  I 
ivigathor;  an'    that's  what  the  i 
and   myself"  w9<   discoorsin'  an  aboord]d 
s,  fiarny,  says  he  ;  Sirj 
says  he.     I  know  that 
od  bowld  offin',  says  I 
I  good  sayman,  says  h 
They  're  the  right  sort,n 
icc),  I   think  you   wor 
turn  in  the  ladicshoes,^ 
nane  beside  the  three- 
spike  headlan'.      That 's  the  spot,  says  he,  I  see  you 
know  it.     As  well  as  I  know  my  father,  says  I." 

"  Why,  Barny,"  said  Jemmy,  interrupting  him,  "  we 
seen  no  headlan'  at  all,"- 

"Whisht,  whisht!"  said  Barny,  "bad  cess  to  you, 
don't  thwart  me.  We  passed  it  in  the  night,  and  you 
could  n't  see  it.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  I  knew  it  as 
well  as  I  know  my  father,  says  I,  but  ]  gev  the  prefer- 
rince  to  go  the  round,  says  I,  You 're  a  good  savman 
for  that  same,  says  he,  an'  it  would  be  right  at  any  other 
time  than  this  present,  says  he,  but  it  's  onpossible  now, 
tee-totally,  on  account  o'  the  war,  says  he.  Tare  alive, 
says  I,  what  war?  An'  didn't  you  hear  o' the  war? 
says  he.  Divil  a  word,  says  I,  Whv,  says  he,  the 
Naygurs  has  made  war  on  the  king  o'  Chavnee,  savs  he, 
bekase  he  refused  them  any  more  lay  ;  an'  with  that, 
what  did  they  do,  savs  he,  but  they  put  a  lumbaago  on  all 
the  vessels  that  sails  the  round,  an'  that 's  the  rayson,  says 
he,  I  carry  guns,  as  you  may  see  ;  and  I  'd  rekimmind 
you,  says  he,  to  go  back,  for  you  're  not  able  for  thim, 
an'   that 's  jist  the   way    iv    it.     An'   now,  was  n't  it 

1  Some  offer  Barny  U  making  at  latitudes. 
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looky  that  I  kem  acrass  him  at  all,  or  maybe  we  might 
be  cotch  by  the  Naygurs,  and  ate  up  alive." 

^^  Oh,  thin,  indeed,  and  that 's  thrue,"  said  Jemmy 
and  Peter, "  and  when  will  we  come  to  the  short  turn  ?  " 

"  Oh  never  mind,"  said  Barny,  "  you  '11  see  it  when 
you  get  there ;  but  wait  till  I  tell  you  more  about  the 
captain  and  the  big  ship.  He  said,  you  know,  that  he 
carried  guns  afeard  o'  the  Naygurs,  and  in  throth  it 's 
the  hoight  o'  care  he  takes  o'  them  same  guns ;  and 
small  blame  to  him,  sure  they  might  be  the  salvation  of 
him.  Ton  my  conscience,  they  're  taken  betther  care 
of  than  any  poor  man's  child.  I  heer'd  him  cautionin' 
the  sailors  about  them,  and  given  them  ordhers  about 
their  clothes." 

^^  Their  clothes  !  "  said  his  two  companions  at  once 
in  much  surprise ;  ^^  is  it  clothes  upon  cannons  ?  " 

"It's  truth  I'm  tcUin'  you,"  said  Barny.  "Bad 
luck  to  the  lie  in  it,  he  was  talkin'  about  their  aprons 
and  their  breeches." 

"  Oh,  think  o'  that ! "  said  Jemmy  and  Peter  in 
surprise. 

"  An'  't  was  all  iv  a  piece,"  said  Barny,  "  that  an'  the 
rest  o'  the  ship  all  out.  She  was  as  nate  as  a  new  pin. 
Throth  I  was  a'most  ashamed  to  put  my  fut  an  the 
deck,  it  was  so  clane,  and  she  painted  every  colour  in 
the  rainbow ;  and  all  sorts  o'  curiosities  about  her ;  and 
instead  iv  a  tiller  to  steer  her,  like  this  darlin'  craythur 
iv  ours,  she  goes  wid  a  wheel,  like  a  coach  all  as  one; 
and  there  's  the  quarest  thing  you  ivcr  seen,  to  show  the 
way,  as  the  captain  gev  me  to  undherstan',  a  little  round 
rowly-powly  thing  in  a  bowl,  that  goes  waddlin'  about  as 
if  it  did  n't  know  its  own  way,  much  more  nor  show 
any  body  theirs.  Throth  myself  thought  that  if  that 's 
the  way  they  're  obliged  to  go,  that  it 's  with  a  great  deal 
of  fear  and  thrimblin*  they  find  it  out." 

Thus  it  was  that  Barny  continued  most  marvellous 
accounts  of  the  ship  and  the  captain  to  his  companions, 
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and  by  keeping  their  attention  so  engaged,  prevented 
their  being  too  inquisitive  as  to  their  own  immediate 
concerns,  and  for  two  days  more  Barny  and  the  hooker  , 
held  on  their  respective  courses  undcviatingly. 

The  third  day,   Barny's  fears   for   the  continuity   of 
his  Nor-AUt  cwirst  were  excited,  as  a  large  brig  hove   in 


ight,  and   the  nearer  she 
he  came  athwart  Barny's 

"  May  the  divil  sweep   . 
lothin'  else   sarve   you    th' 
Brig-a-hoy  there ! 
me  of  his  messm 
if  his  boat,     "  Brig-a-ho 
long  out  o'  my  Ner-A'ist  cw 


till. 


:hed,  the  more  directly 

ad  Barny,  "and  will 
in*  forninst  me  thal- 
ited  Barny,  giving  the 
I  standing  at  the  bow  \ 
—  bad  luck  to  you,  go 
The  brig,  instead  of  "' 
obeying  his  mandate,  hove  to,  and  lay  right  ahead  of  the 
hooker.  "Oh  look  at  this!"  shouted  Barny,  and  he 
stamped  on  the  deck  with  rage  —  "look  at  the  black- 
guards where  they  're  siayln',  just  a-purpose  to  ruin  an 
unfort'nate  man  like  me.  My  heavy  hathred  lo  you, 
jh;V  this  minit,  or  I  '11  run  down  an  yes,  and  if  we  go 
lo  the  bottom,  we'll  hant  you  for  ever  more — -go  'long 
out  o'  chat,  I  tell  you.  The  curse  o'  Crummil  an  you, 
you  stupid  vagabones,  that  won't  go  out  iv  a  man's  Nor- 
Aist  coorse  !  I  " 

From  cursing  Barny  went  to  praying  as  he  came 
closer.  —  "For  the  tendher  marcy  o'  heavin  and  lave 
my  way.  May  the  Lord  reward  you,  and  get  out  o  'my 
Nor-Aist  coorse!  iVlay  angels  make  your  bed  in  heavin 
and  don't  ruinate  me  this-a-way."  The  brig  was  im- 
moveable, and  Barny  gave  up  in  despair,  having  cursed 
and  prayed  himself  hoarse,  and  finished  with  a  duet  vol- 
ley of  prayers  and  curses  together,  apostrophising  the  hard 
case  of  a  man  being  "  done  out  of  his  Nor-Aist  coorse." 

"  A-hoy  there  f  "  shouted  a  voice  from  the  brig,  "  put 
down  your  helm,  or  you'll  be  aboard  of  us.  I  say,  let 
go  your  jib  and  foresheet  —  what  are  you  about,  you 
lubbers  ? " 
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*T  was  true  that  the  hrig  lay  so  fair  in  Barny's  course, 
that  he  would  have  been  aboard,  but  that  instantly  the 
manccuvre  above  alluded  to  was  put  in  practice  on  board 
the  hooker,  as  she  swept  to  destruction  towards  the  heavy 
hull  of  the  brig,  and  she  luffed  up  into  the  wind  along- 
side her.  A  very  pale  and  somewhat  enucJated  fooe 
appeared  at  the  side,  and  addressed  Barny.  — 

"  What  brings  you  here }  "  was  the  question. 

"Throth  thin,  and  I  think  I  might  betther  ax  what 
brings  jeu  here,  right  in  the  way  o'  my  Nor-Aist  coorse." 

"  Where  do  you  come  from  ?  " 

*'  From  Kinsale ;  and  you  did  n't  come  from  a  betther 
place,  I  go  bail." 

'*  Where  arc  you  bound  to  ? " 

"  To  Fingal." 

*'  Fingal  —  where 's  Fingal  ? " 

"  Why  thin  ain't  you  ashaimcd  o'  yourself  an'  not  to 
know  where  Fingal  is  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  in  these  seas." 

**  Oh,  that 's  all  you  know  about  it,"  says  Barny. 

"  You  're  a  small  craft  to  be  so  far  at  sea.  I  suppose 
you  have  provision  on  board." 

"To  be  sure  we  have^  throth  if  we  hadn't,  this  id 
tic  a  bad  place  to  go  a  bcggin'." 

"  What  have  you  eatable  ?  " 

"  The  finest  o'  scatpccns." 

"  What  arc  scalpecns  ?  " 

"Why  you're  mighty  ignorant  intirely,"  said  Barny; 
"  why  scalpecns  is  pickk-d  mackerel." 

"Then  you  must  give  us  some,  for  we  have  been  out 
of  everything  eatable  these  three  days  ;  and  even  pickled 
fish  is  better  than  nothing." 

It  chanced  that  the  brig  was  a  West  Indian  trader, 
tliat  unfavourable  winds  had  delayed  much  beyond  the 
expected  period  of  time  on  her  voyage,  and  though  her 
water  had  not  ^iled,  everything  eatable  had  been  con- 
sumed, and  the  crew  reduced  almost  to  helplessness. 
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In  such  a  strait  the  arrival  of  Barny  O'Reirdon  and  his  | 
scalpcens  was  a  most  providential  succour  lo  them,  and  gi   | 
lucky  chance  for  Barny,  for  he  got  in  exchange  for  his  I 
pickled  fish  a  handsome  return  of  rum  and  sugar,  much 
more  than  equivalent  to  thetr    value.      Barny  lamented 
much,  however,  that  the  brig  was  not  bound  for  Ireland, 
that  he  might  practise  his 
gation  \  but  as  staying  wit 
he  got  himself  put  into  his 
ploughed  away  towards  hot 
The  disposal  of  his  cargi 
in  more  ways  than  one. 
most  profitable  market  he 
it  enabled  him  to  cover 
which  still  was  before  him  o 
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and  disgrace.  All  these  beneficial  resuhs  were  not  thrown 
away  upon  one  of  Barny's  readiness  to  avail  himself  of 
every  point  in  his  favour;  and,  accordingly,  when  they 
left  the  brig,  Barny  said  to  his  companions,  "Why  thin, 
boys,  *pon  my  conscience  but  I  'm  as  proud  as  a  horse 
wid  a  wooden  leg  this  minit,  that  we  met  them  poor 
unfort'nate  craythers  this  blessed  day,  and  was  enabled 
to  extind  our  charity  to  them.  Sure  an'  it 's  lost  they  'd 
be  only  for  our  comin'  acrass  them,  and  we,  through  the 
blessin'  o'  God,  enabled  to  do  an  act  of  marcy,  that  is, 
feedin'  the  hungry;  and  sure  every  good  work  we  do 
here  is  before  uz  in  heaven  —  and  that 's  a  comfort  any- 
how. To  be  sure,  now  that  the  scalpeens  is  sowld, 
there's  no  use  in  goin'  to  Fingai,  and  we  may  as  well  jist 
go  home." 

"Faix  I'm  sorry  myself,"  said  Jemmy,  "  for  Terry 
O'Sullivan  said  it  was  an  iligant  place  intirely,  an'  I 
wanted  to  see  it." 

"  To  the  divil  wid   Terry  O'Sullivan,"  said    Barny, 

"what  does  he  know  what 's  an  iligant  place?      What 

knowledge  has  he  of  iligance  ?      I  '11  go  bail  he  never  was 
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hair  as  far  a  luvigatin'  as  we  —  he  wint  the  shon  cut  I 
go  bail,  and  never  daar'd  for  to  vinture  the  round,  as  I 
did." 

"  By  dad,  we  wor  a  grate  dale  longer  anyhow,  than 
he  towld  mc  he  was." 

"  To  be  sure  we  wor,"  said  Bamy,  "  he  wint  skulkin' 
by  the  short  cut,  I  tell  you,  and  was  afcard  to  keep  a 
bowld  offin'  like  me.  But  come,  boys,  let  uz  take  a 
dhrop  o'  that  bottle  o'  sper'is  wcgot  out  o' the  brig.  By 
gor  it 's  well  we  got  some  bottles  iv  it ;  For  I  would  n't 
much  like  to  meddle  wid  that  darlint  little  kag  iv  it  antil 
we  get  home,"  The  mm  was  put  on  its  trial  by  Barny 
and  bis  companions,  and  in  their  critical  judgment  was 
pronounced  quite  as  good  as  the  captain  of  the  ship  had 
bestowed  upon  them,  but  that  neither  of  those  specimens 
of  spirit  was  to  be  compared  to  whiskey.  "  By  dad,"  says 
Barny,  "they  may  rack  their  brains  a  long  time  before 
they  '11  make  out  a  purtier  invintion  than  petuen  —  that 
rum  may  do  veiy  well  for  thim  that  has  the  misforthin  not 
to  know  betther ;  but  the  whiskey  is  a  more  nath'ral  sper't 
accordin'  to  my  idays."  In  this,  as  in  most  other  of 
Barny's  opinions,   Peter  and  Jemmy  coincided. 

Nothing  particular  occurred  for  the  two  succeeding 
days,  during  which  time  Barny  most  religiously  pursued 
his  Nor-Aiit  (ooru,  but  the  third  day  produced  a  new  and 
important  event.  A  sail  was  discovered  on  the  horizon, 
and  in  the  direction  Barny  was  steering,  and  a  couple  of 
hours  made  him  tolerably  certain  that  the  vessel  in  sight 
was  an  American,  for  though  it  is  needless  to  say  that  he 
was  not  very  conversant  in  such  matters,  yet  from  the 
frequency  of  his  seeing  Americans  trading  to  Ireland,  his 
eye  had  become  sufficiently  accustomed  to  their  lofty  and 
tapering  spars,  and  peculiar  smartness  of  rig,  to  saiisfv 
him  that  the  ship  before  him  was  of  transatlantic  build  : 
nor  was  he  wrong  in  his  conjecture. 

Barny  now  determined  on  a  manoeuvre,  classing  him 
amongst  the  first  tacticians  at  securing  a  good  retreat. 
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Morezu's  highest  fame  rests  upon  his  celdinted 
grade  movcmem  through  the  Bbck  Forest. 

Xenophon's  greatest  glory  is  Jerivcd  from  the  deliver- 
ance of  his  ten  thousand  Greeks  frum  impending  ruin  \rf 
his  renowned  retreat. 

;  ;  Let  the  ancient  and  the  modern  hero  "  repose  under 
the  shadow  of  their  laurels,"  as  the  French  have  it,  while 
Bamy  O'Rcirdon's  historian,  with  a  pardonable  jealousy 
for  the  honour  of  his  country,  cuts  down  a  goodly  bough 
of  the  classic  tree,  beneath  which  our  Hibernian  hero  may 
enjoy  his  "  atium  cum  Sgntlale," 

Barny  calculated  the  American  was  bound  for  Ireland, 
and  as  she  lay,  alm^sl  as  directly  in  the  way  of  his  **  Nor- 
Aist  coarse  "  as  the  West  Indian  brig,  he  bore  up  to  and 
spoke  her. 

He  was  answered  by  a  shrewd  Yankee  Captain. 

"  Faix  an'  it 's  glad  I  am  to  sec  vour  honour  again," 
said  Barry. 

The  Yankee  had  never  been  to  Ireland,  and  told 
Barny  so. 

"  Oh  ihroth  I  could  n't  forget  a  gintlenian  so  alsy  as 
that,"  said  Barny. 

"  You  're  pretty  considerably  mistaken  now,  I  guess," 
said  the  American. 

"  Divil  a  taste,"  said  Barny,  with  inimitable  composure 
and  pertinacity. 

"  Well,  if  you  know  me  so  tarnation  well,  tell  me 
what 's  my  name."  The  Yankee  flattered  himself  he  had 
nailed  Barny  now. 

"Your  name,  is  it.''"  said  Barny,  gaining  time  by 
repeating  the  question.  "Why  what  a  fool  you  are  not 
to  know  your  own  name." 

The  oddity  of  the  answer  posed  the  American,  and 
Barny  took  advantage  of  the  diversion  in  his  favour,  and 
changed  the  conversation. 

"  By  dad  I  've  been  waitin'  here  these  four  or  five  days, 
cxpectin'  some  of  you  would  be  wantin'  me." 
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"  Some  of  us ! —  How  do  you  mean  f " 

"  Sure  an'  arn't  you  from  Amerikay  ?  " 

"  Yes }  and  what  then  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  say  I  was  waitin'  for  some  ship  or  other 
from  Amerikay,  that  ud  be  wantin'  me.  It 's  to  Ireland 
you  're  goin'  I  dar*  say." 

"  Yes." 

"Well,  I  suppose  you'll  be  wantin'  a  pilot,"  said 
Bamy. 

'*  Yes,  when  we  get  in  shore,  but  not  yet." 

**  Oh,  I  don't  want  to  hurry  you,"  said  Barny. 

"What  port  arc  you  a  pilot  of?  " 

"  Why  indeed,  as  for  the  matther  o'  that,"  said 
Barny,  "  they  're  alt  aiqual  to  me  a'most." 

"  All  ?  "  said  the  American.  "  Why  I  calculate  you 
could  n't  pilot  a  ship  into  all  the  ports  of  Ireland." 

"  Not  all  at  wanst  (once),"  said  Barny,  with  a  laugh, 
in  which  the  American  cuuld  not  help  joining. 

"  Well,  I  say,  what  ports  do  you  know  best  ? " 

*^  Why  thin,  Indeed,"  said  Barny,  "  it  would  he  hard 
for  mc  to  tell ;  but  wherever  you  want  to  go,  I'm  the 
man  that  '11  do  the  job  for  you  complate.  Where  is 
your  honour  goin'  ?  " 

"  I  won't  tell  you  that  —  but  do  you  tell  me  what 
ports  you  know  best  ? " 

"  Why  there  's  Watherford,  an'  there  's  Youghall,  an' 
Fingal." 

"Fingal!      Where's  that?" 

"So  you  don't  know  where  Fingal  is.  Oh,  I  sec 
you  're  a  sthranger,  sir,  —  an'  then  there  's  Cork," 

"  You  know  Cove,  then." 

"  Is  it  the  Cove  o'  Cork  why  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  I  was  bred  an'  born  there,  and  pilots  as  many  ships 
into  Cove  as  any  other  two  min  out  of  it." 

Barny  thus  sheltered  his  falsehood  under  the  idiom  of 
his  language. 
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*'  But  what  brought  you  so  far  out  to  sea  \ "  asked  the 
Captain. 

"We  wor  lyin'  out  lookin'  for  ships  that  wanted 
pilots,  and  there  kem  an  the  terriblest  gale  o'  wind  afF 
the  land,  an'  blew  us  to  say  out  imirely,  an'  that  's  the 


way  IV  jt,  your 


honour." 


*  I  calculate  we  got  a  the  same  gale ;  't  was 

from  the  Nor-East." 

"Oh,  directly!"   said  "faith   you're    right 

enough,    't  was    the    A'p;  ttsi    we    wor    an    sure 

enough  ;  but  no  matthcr  it  we  've  met  wid  you 

—  sure  wc  'II  have  a  job  ^how." 

"  Well,  get  aboard  the;  :he  American. 

"  I  will  in  a  minit,  your  nonour,  whin  i  jist  spake  a 
word  to  my  comrades  here," 

"  Why  sure  it 's  not  going  to  turn  pilot  you  are," 
said  Jemmy,  in  his  simplicity  of  heart. 

"  Whisht,  you  omadhaun  !  "  said  Barny,  "or  I  '11  cut 
the  tongue  out  o'  you.  Now  mind  me,  Pether.  You 
don't  undherstan'  navigashin  and  the  varrious  branches  o' 
knowledge,  an'  so  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  folly  the  ship 
when  I  get  into  her,  an'  I  '11  show  you  the  way  home." 

Barny  then  got  aboard  the  American  vessel,  and  begged 
of  the  captain,  that  as  he  had  been  out  at  sea  so  long,  and 
had  gone  through  "a  power  o'  hardship  intirely,"  that 
he  would  be  permitted  to  go  below  and  turn  in  to  take 
a  sleep,  "for  in  troth  it's  myself  and  sleep  that  is 
sthrayngers  for  some  time,"  said  Barny,  "  an'  if  your 
honour  'ill  be  plazed  I  '11  be  thankful  if  you  won't  let 
them  disturb  me  antil  I  'm  warned,  for  sure  till  you  see 
the  land  there  's  no  use  for  me  in  life,  an'  throth  I  want 
a  sleep  sorely," 

Barny's  request  was  granted,  and  it  will  not  be  won- 
dered at,  that  after  so  much  fatigue  of  mind  and  body, 
he  slept  profoundly  for  four-and-twenty  hours.  He 
then  was  called,  for  land  was  in  sight,  and  when  he 
came  on  deck  the  captain  rallied  him  upon  the  potency 

46 


Earny  0*Reirdon 

of  his  somniferous  qualities  and  "calculated"  he  had 
never  met  any  one  who  could  sleep  "  four-and-twenty 
hours  on  a  stretch,  before." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  said  Barny,  nibbing  his  eyes,  which  were 
still  a  little  hazy,  "  whiniver  /  go  to  sleep  /  pt^  atlintien 
ta  it." 

The  land  was  soon  ncared,  and  Barny  put  in  charge 
of  the  ship,  when  he  zscenaincd  the  first  liindmark  he 
was  acquainted  with  ;  but  as  soon  as  the  Head  of  Kin- 
sale  hove  in  sight,  Barny  gave  a  "whoo,"  and  cut  a 
caper  that  astonished  the  Yanlcees,  and  was  quite  inex- 
plicable to  them,  though,  I  flatter  myself,  it  is  not  to 
those  who  do  Barny  the  favour  of  reading  his  adventures. 

*'  Oh !  there  you  are,  my  darlint  ould  head !  an' 
where  's  the  head  lilce  you  ?  throth  it 's  little  I  thought 
I  'd  ever  set  eyes  an  your  good-looking  fayturcs  agin. 
But  God  's  good  !  " 

In  such  half  muttered  exclamations  did  Barny  apostro- 
phise each  well-known  point  of  his  native  shore,  and, 
when  opposite  the  harbour  of  Kinsale  he  spoke  the 
hooker  that  was  somewhat  astern,  and  ordered  Jemmy 
and  Peter  to  put  in  there,  and  tell  Molly  immediately 
that  he  was  come  back,  and  would  be  with  her  as  soon 
as  he  could,  after  piloting  the  ship  into  Cove.  "  But  an 
your  apperl  don't  tell  Pether  Kelly  o'  the  big  farm,  nor 
indeed  don't  mintion  to  man  nor  mortial  about  the  navi- 
gation we  done  antil  I  come  home  myself  and  make  them 
sinsible  of  it,  bekase  Jemmy  and  Pether,  neither  o'  yiz  is 
aqual  to  it,  and  docs  n't  undherstan'  the  branches  o' 
knowledge  requizit  for  discoorsin'  o'  navigation." 

The  hooker  put  into  Kinsale,  and  Barny  sailed  the 
ship  into  Cove.  It  was  the  first  ship  he  ever  had  acted 
the  pilot  for,  and  his  old  luck  attended  him ;  no  accident 
befell  his  charge,  and  what  was  still  more  extraordinary, 
he  made  the  American  believe  he  was  absolutely  the  most 
skilful  pilot  on  the  station.  So  Barny  pocketed  his  pilot's 
fee,  swore  the  Yankee  was  a  gentleman,  for  which  the 
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republican  did  not  ihanlc  him,  wished  him  good  bye,  and 
then  pushed  his  way  home  with  what  Barny  swore  was 
the  easiest  made  money  he  ever  had  in  his  life.  So  Barny 
got  himself  paid  for  piloting  the  ship  that  showed  him 
the  -way  home. 

All  the  fishermen  in  th-  """-M  may  throw  their  caps 
at  this  fcai  —  none  but  nan,  I  fearlessly  assen, 

could  have  executed  so  s  i  coup  dt  finesse. 

And  now,  sweet  readt  ladies  I  mean),  did  you 

ever    think    Barny  woul  ome  ?      I  would  give  a 

hundred  of  pens  to  hea  guesses  that  have  been 

made  as  to  the  probabi'  ition  of  Barny's  adven- 

ture.    They  would  fiir  )  material,  I  doubt  not, 

for  another  voyage,  but  u».  ..y  did  make  other  voy- 
ages I  can  assure  you  ;  and,  perhaps,  he  may  appear  in 
his  character  of  navigator  once  more,  if  his  daring  ex- 
ploits be  not  held  valueless  by  an  ungrateful  world,  as  in 
the  case  of  his  great  predecessor,  Columbus. 

As  some  curious  persons  (I  don't  mean  the  ladies), 
may  wish  to  know  what  became  of  some  of  the  charac- 
ters who  have  figured  in  this  tale,  I  beg  to  inform  them 
that  Molly  continued  a  faithful  wife  and  timekeeper,  as 
already  alluded  to,  for  many  years.  That  Peter  Kelly 
was  so  pleased  with  his  share  in  the  profits  arising  from 
the  trip,  in  the  ample  return  of  rum  and  sugar,  that  he 
freighted  a  large  brig  with  scalpeens  to  the  West  Indies, 
and  went  supercargo  himself. 

All  he  got  in  return  was  the  yellow  fever. 

Barny  profited  better  by  his  share  ;  he  was  enabled  to 
open  a  public-house,  which  had  more  custom  than  any 
ten  within  miles  of  it.  Molly  managed  the  bar  vet}' 
efficiently,  and  Barny  "discoorsed"  the  customers  most 
seductively;  in  short,  Barny,  at  all  times  given  to  the 
maruellous,  became  a  greater  romancer  than  ever,  and, 
for  years,  attracted  even  the  gentlemen  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, who  loved  fun,  to  his  house,  for  the  sake  of  bis 
magnanimous  mendacity. 
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As  for  the  hitherto  triumphant  Terry  O'SuUtvan, 
from  the  moment  Bamy's  Bingal  adventure  became 
known,  he  was  obliged  to  fly  the  countiy,  and  was 
never  heard  of  more,  while  the  hero  of  the  hooker  be- 
came a  greater  man  than  before,  and  never  was  ad- 
dressed by  any  other  title  afterwards  than  that  of  The 
Commodore. 
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With  the  tMlp  of  1 


mLght  y«  n 


IT  was  a  fine  morning  in  the  autumn  of  1832,  and 
the  sun  had  not  yet  robbed  the  grass  of  its  dew,  as 
a  stout-built  peasant  was  moving  briskly  along  a  small 
by-road  in  the  county  of  Tipperary.  The  elasticity  of 
his  step  bespoke  the  lightness  of  his  heart,  and  the  rapid- 
ity of  his  walk  did  not  seem  sufficient,  even,  for  the 
exuberance  of  his  glee,  for  every  now  and  then  the  walk 
was  exchanged  for  a  sort  of  dancing  shuffle,  which  ter- 
minated with  a  short  capering  kick  that  threw  up  the 
dust  about  him,  and  all  the  while  he  whistled  one  of 
those  whimsical  jig  tunes  with  which  Ireland  abounds, 
and  twirled  his  stick  over  his  head  in  a  triumphal  flour- 
ish. Then  off  he  started  again  in  his  original  pace,  and 
hummed  a  rollicking  song,  and  occasionally  broke  out 
into  soliloquy  —  "  Why  then,  an'  is  n't  it  the  grate  day 
intirely  for  Ireland,  that  is  in  it  this  blessed  day. 
Whoo  !  your  sowl  to  glory  but  we  'II  do  the  job  com- 
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plate" — and  here  he  cut  a  caper.  —  "  Divil  a  more 
they  'U  ever  get,  and  it 's  only  a  pity  they  ever  got  any 
—  but  there  's  an  ind  o'  them  now  —  they  *re  cut  down 
from  this  out,"  and  here  he  made  an  appropriate  down 
stroke  of  his  sbillclah  through  a  bunch  of  thistles  that 
skirted  the  road.  "  Where  will  be  their  grand  doin's 
now? — ehf  —  I'd  like  to  know  that.  Where '11  be 
their  lazy  livery  sarvams  ?  —  ow  !  owl!" — and  he 
sprang  lightly  over  a  stile.  "  And  what  will  they  do  for 
their  coaches  and  four^  "  Here,  a  lark  sprang  up  at 
his  feet  and  darted  into  the  air  with  its  thrilling  rush  of 
exquisite  melody.  —  "  Faith,  you  've  given  me  my  an- 
swer sure  enough,  my  purty  lark  —  that's  as  much  as  to 
say,  they  may  go  whistle  for  them  —  oh,  my  poor  fel- 
lows, how  I  pity  yiz ;  "  —  and  here  he  broke  into  a 
"too  ra  lal  loo"  and  danced  along  the  path:  —  then 
suddenly  dropping  into  silence  he  resumed  his  walk,  and 
applying  his  band  behind  his  head,  cocked  up  his  cau- 
been  >  and  began  to  rub  behind  his  ear,  according  to  the 
most  approved  peasant  practice  of  assisting  the  powers 
of  reflection.  —  "  Faix  an'  it's  mysef  that's  puzzled  to 
know  what  'It  the  procthors,  and  the  process  sarvers, 
and  'praisers'  do  at  all.  By  gorra  they  must  go  rob  an 
tbt  roady  since  they  won't  be  let  to  rob  any  more  in  tbt 
fields ;  robbin'  is  all  that  is  left  for  them,  for  sure  they 
could  n't  turn  to  any  honest  thrade  afthcr  the  coorses 
they  have  been  used  to.  Oh  what  a  power  o'  miscray- 
ants  will  be  out  of  bread  for  the  want  of  their  owld 
thrade  of  false  swearin'.  Why  the  vagabones  will  be 
lost,  barrin'  they're  sent  to  Bot^~and  indeed  if  a 
bridge  could  be  built  of  false  oatiis,  by  my  sowking, 
they  could  sware  themselves  there  without  wettin'  their 

•  The  cfliAicB  was  an  ancient  hcad-drrss  of  gorfrioui  material, 
and  the  name  15  applied  in  derision  to  a  slnWiy  hat, 

'  The  crop  beini;  nften  valued  in  a^r/.;i  ilalt  in   Ireland,  the 
appraiier  becomes  a  very  obnoxious  pcrMin. 

*  Bulany  Bay. 
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feet." —  Here  he    o\ 
accosted   with   the  i 


:rtook  another  peasant,  whom   be 
niversal  salutation  ol'  "  Goi]   save 


"  God   save   you    kindly,"   w; 
"And    is     it   yourself  that's 
Noonan  ?  "  said  the  one  first  introduced 

"  Indeed  it 's  myscf  and  nobody  else, 
"  an'  where  is  it  you  'rt 

"  An'  is  it  yourself 
why  where  is  it  I  woi 

"  I  thought  so  in  th 
ripe  and  ready  for  fun 

"  And  small  blame 

"  Why  then  it  was 
it  was  that  thought  of 

"  And  don't  you  know  .' 

"Not  to  my  knowledge." 

"Why  then  who  'ud  you  think  now  laid  it  all  out?" 


.    returned    for 
there,    Mikee 
o  the  reader, 
said  Noonaa  -, 
his  fine  mornin'  ?" 

that  same,  Mikee?  — 
but  to  the  berrin'?  " 
yoursef  that  is  always 


complate  thing,  whoever 
berrin,  out  of  it." 


i  I  duni 


"No 


-maybe  't  was  Pether  Conolly." 
n't,  though  Pether  's  a  cute  chap  —  guess 


"Well,  was  ic  Phil  Mulligan?" 
"No  it  wasn't,  though  you  made 
sure  enough,  for  if  it  was  n't  Phil,  it  ' 
"'Tare  alive,  is  it  Biddy,  it  was?" 
"'Scure  CO  the  one  else.^Oh  she 


good  offer  at  it 
s  his  sisther  —  " 


.  the  quarest  cray- 


thur  in  life.  — There  's  not  a  thrick  out,  that 
up  to,  and  more  besides.  By  the  powdhers  o'  war,  she  'd 
bate  a  field  full  o'  lawyers  at  schkamin'  — she 's  the 
Divil's  Biddy." 

"Why  thin  but  it  was  a  grate  iday  intirely." 

"You  may  say  that  in  throth  —  maybe  it  's  we  won't 
have  the  fun  —  but  see  who  's  before  us  there.  Is  n't  it 
that  owld  Coogan  ?  " 

"  Sure  enough  by  dad." 

"  Why  thin  is  n't  he  the  rale  fine  ould  cock  to  come  so 
far  to  see  the  rights  o'  the  thing  ?  " 

"  Faix  he  was  always  the  rieht  sort  —  sure  in  Nointy- 
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e^ht,  as  I  hear,  he  was  malthrated  a  power,  and  his 
place  rummaged,  and  himself  a'most  kilt,  bekase  he 
would  n't  inform  an  his  neighbours." 

**  God's  bicssin'  be  an  him  and  the  likes  av  him  that 
would  n't  prove  thraitor  to  a  friend  in  disthrcss." 

Here  they  came  up  with  the  old  man  to  whom  they 
alluded  — he  was  the  remains  of  a  stately  figure,  and  his 
white  hair  hung  at  some  length  round  the  back  of  his 
head  and  his  temples,  while  a  black  and  well  marked 
eyebrow  overshadowed  his  keen  grey  eye  —  the  contrast 
of  the  dark  eyebrow  to  the  white  hair  rendered  the  intel- 
ligent cast  of  his  features  more  striking,  and  he  was, 
altt^ctbcr,  a  figure  that  one  would  not  be  likely  to  pass 
without  notice.  He  was  riding  a  small  horse  at  an  easy 
pace,  and  he  answered  the  rather  respectful  salutation  of 
the  two  foot  passengers  with  kindness  and  freedom. 
They  addressed  him  as  **  Mr.  Coogan,"  while  to  them 
he  returned  the  familiar  term  "  boys." 

"  And  av  coorse  it 's  goin'  to  the  berrin,  you  are,  Mr. 
Coogan,  and  long  life  to  you." 

"Aye,  boys. —  It 's  hard  for  an  owld  horse  to  leave 
off  his  thricks." 

"  Owld  is  it  ^  —  faix  and  it 's  yourself  that  has  more 
heart  in  you  this  blessed  mornin'  than  many  a  man  that 's 
not  half  your  age." 

"  By  dad  I  'm  not  a  cowit,  boys,  though  I  kick  up  my 
heels  sometimes," 

"  Well,  you  'II  never  do  it  younger,  sir,  —  but  sure 
why  would  n't  you   be  there  when  all  the  counthry  is 

goin'  I  hear,  and  no  wondher  sure By  the  hole  in  my 

hat  it's  enough,  so  it  is,  to  make  a  sick  man  lave  his 
bed  to  see  the  fun  that  '11  be  in  it,  and  sure  it 's  right  and 
proper,  and  shows  the  spent  that 's  in  the  counthry, 
when  a  man  like  yourself,  Mr.  Coogan,  joins  the  poor 
people  in  doin'  it." 

"  I  like  to  stand  up  for  the  right,"  answered  the  old 
man. 
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"And  always  was  a  good  warrant  to  do  thai  same," 
said  Larry,  in  his  most  laudatory  tone. 

"  Will  you  tell  us  who  "s  that  fortiint  us  an  the  road 
there  ?  "  asked  the  old  man,  as  he  pointed  to  a  person 
that  seemed  to  make  his  way  with  some  difficulty,  for  be 
laboured  under  an  infirmity  of  limb  that  caused  a  gro~ 
tesquc  jerking  action  i  walk,  if  walk  it  might  be 

called. 

"  Why,  thin,  don't  iw  him,  Mr.  Coogan  ?  by 

dad  I  thought  there  u  parish  in  the  county  that 

did  n't  know  poor  Ho  iligan." 

It  has  been  often  ob-.  tefore,  the  love  of  sBuirigurt 

that  the  Irish  possess  t  it  not  be  supposed  [hat 

their  nicknames  arc  gix  spirit  of  unkindness  —  far 

from  it,  A  sense  of  ttie  ridiculous  is  so  closely  inter- 
woven in  an  Irishman's  nature,  that  he  will  even  jest 
upon  his  ovjn  misfortunes  j  and  while  he  indulges  in  a 
joke  (one  of  the  few  indulgences  he  can  command),  the 
person  that  excites  it  may  as  frequently  be  the  object  of 
his  openheartedness  as  his  mirth. 

"And  is  that  Hoppv  Houligan?"  said  old  Coogan, 
"I  often  heerd  of  him,  to  be  sure,  but  I  never  seen  him 
before," 

*'  Oh,  then,  you  may  see  him  before  and  behind  now," 
said  Larry ;  "  and,  indeed,  if  he  had  a  match  for  that  odd 
skirt  of  his  coat,  he  would  n't  be  the  worse  iv  it ;  and  in 
throth  the  cordheroys  themsehcs  arc  n't  a  bit  too  good, 
and  there  's  the  laste  taste  in  life  of  his  —  " 

"Whisht,"  said  the  old  man,  "he  is  looking  back, 
and  maybe  he  hears  you." 

"Not  he  in  throth.      Sure  he's  partly  bothered," 

"  How  can  he  play  the  fiddle  then,  and  he  bothered  ?  " 
said  Coogan. 

"  Faix  an'  that 's  the  very  raison  he  h  bothered ;  sure 
he  moidhers  the  ears  otF  of  him  intirelv  with  the  noise  of 
his  own  fiddle.     Oh  he  's  a  powerful  fiddler." 

"So  I  often  heerd,  indeed,"  said  the  old  man. 
54 


The  Burial  of  the  Tithe 

"  He  bangs  all  the  fiddlers  in  the  counthry." 

"And  is  in  the  greatest  request,"  added  Noonan. 

"  Yet  he  looks  tatthered  enough,"  said  old  Co<^n. 

"  Sure  you  never  seen  a  well  dhrest  fiddler  yet,"  said 
Larry. 

"  Indeed,  and  now  you  remind  me,  I  believe  not," 
said  the  old  man.  "  I  suppose  they  all  get  more  kicks 
than  ha'pence,  as  the  saying  is." 

"  Divil  a  many  kicks  Houligan  gets;  he's  a  great 
favorite  imirely." 

"  Why  is  he  in  such  distress  then  ?  "  asked  Coogan. 

"Faith  he's  not  indisthress  at  all;  he's  wclkim  every- 
where he  goes,  and  has  the  best  of  atin'  and  dhrinkin' 
the  place  affords,  wherever  he  is,  and  picks  up  the  cop- 
pers fast  at  the  fairs,  and  is  no  WAy  lucfssiate/i  in  life; 
though  indeed  it  can't  be  denied,  as  he  limps  along  there, 
that  he  has  a  great  many  ups  and  dawni  in  the  world." 

This  person,  of  whom  the  preceding  dialogue  treats, 
was  a  celebrated  fiddler  in  "  these  parts,"  and  his  fiimiliar 
name  of  Hoppy  Houligan  was  acquired,  as  the  reader 
may  already  have  perceived,  from  his  limping  gait.  This 
limp  was  the  consequence  of  a  broken  leg,  which  was 
one  of  the  consequences  of  an  affray,  which  is  the  certain 
consequence  of  a  fair  in  Tipperary,  Houligan  was  a 
highly  characteristic  specimen  of  an  Irish  fiddler.  As 
Larry  Lanigan  said,  "  You  never  seen  a  well  drcst  fiddler 
yet  i  "  but  Houligan  was  a  particularly  ill  tlcdgcd  bird 
of  the  musical  tribe.  His  corduroys  have  already  been 
hinted  at  bv  Larry,  as  well  as  his  coat,  which  had  lost 
half  the  skin,  thereby  partially  revealing  the  aforesaid 
corduroys;  or  if  one  might  be  permitted  to  indulge  in 
an  image,  the  half  skirt  that  remained  served  to  produce 
a  parti;il  eclipse  of  the  disc  of  corduroy.  This  was 
what  we  painters  call  pktuitujue.  By  the  way,  the 
vulgar  arc  always  amazed  that  some  tattered  remains  of 
anything  is  more  prized  by  the  painter  than  the  freshest 
production  in  all  its  gloss  of  novelty.  The  fiddler's 
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stockings,  too,  in  the  neglected  falling  of  their  folds 
round  his  leg,  and  the  whisp  of  straw  that  fringed  the 
opening  of  his  gaping  brogues,  were  valuable  additions 
to  the  picture;  and  his  hat — But  stop, —  let  mc  not 
presume; — his  hat  it  would  be  avain  attempt  to  describe. 
There  are  two  things  not  to  be  described,  which,  to 
know  what  they  arc,  yi  see. 

These  two  things  arc 
fiddler's  hat.  The  one 
other,  an  enigma  in  forn 

Houligan's  fiddle  wa 
and,  like  its  master,  so.... 
had  been  broken  some  S' 
of  glue,  was  continued  in 
"  a  fine  state  of  preservation 
rather  more  of  glue  than  \ 
stringing  of  the  instrument  was  as  great  a  piece  of  patch- 
work as  itself,  and  exhibited  great  ingenuity  on  the  part 
of  its  owner.  Many  was  the  knot  above  the  finger- 
board and  below  the  bridge;  that  is,  when  the  fiddle  was 
in  the  best  order  ;  for  in  case  of  fractures  on  the  field 
of  action,  that  is  to  say,  at  wake,  patron,  or  fair,  where 
the  fiddler,  unlike  the  girl  he  was  playing  for,  had 
not  two  strings  to  his  bow  ;  in  such  case,  I  say,  the  old 
string  should  be  knotted,  wherever  it  might  require  to 
be,  and  I  have  heard  it  insinuated  that  the  music  was 
not  a  bit  the  worse  of  it.  Indeed,  the  only  economy 
that  poor  Houligan  ever  practised  was  in  the  strings  of 
his  fiddle,  and  those  were  an  admirable  exemplification 
of  the  proverb  of  "  making  both  ends  meet."  Houligan's 
waistcoat,  too,  was  a  curiosity,  or  rather,  a  cabinet  of 
curiosities;  for  he  appropriated  its  pockets  to  various 
purposes;  —  snuff,  resin,  tobacco,  a  clasp-knife  with  half 
a  blade,  a  piece  of  flint,  a  doodein^  and  some  biis  of  twine 
and  ends  of  fiddle-strings  were  all  huddled  together 
promiscuously.  Houligan  himself  called  his  waistcoat 
'  The  Slump  of  a  pipe. 
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Noah's  ark  \  for,  as  he  said  himself,  there  was  a  little  of 
everything  in  it,  barring  ^  money,  and  that  would  never 
stay  in  his  company.  His  fiddle,  partly  enfolded  in  a 
scanty  bit  of  old  baize,  was  tuciced  under  his  left  arm, 
and  his  nght  was  employed  in  helping  him  to  hobble 
along  by  means  of  a  blaclc-thorn  stick,  when  he  wa« 
overukcn  by  the  three  ttavcUcrs  already  named,  and 
saluted  by  all,  with  the  addition  of  a  query  as  to  where 
he  was  going. 

*'  An'  where  would  I  be  goin'  but  to  the  berrin'  ? " 
said  Houligan. 

"  Throth  it 's  the  same  answer  I  expected,"  said 
Lanigan,     "It  would  be  nothing  at  all  without  you." 

"I've  played  at  many  a  weddin',"  said  Houligan, 
"but  I  'm  thinkin'  there  will  be  more  fun  at  this  berrin' 
than  any  ten  wcddin's." 

"  Indeed  you  may  say  that,  Hoppy,  aghra,"  said 
Noonan. 

"  Why  thin,  Hoppy  jewel,"  said  Lanigan,  "  what  did 
the  skirt  o'  your  coat  do  to  you  that  you  left  it  behind 
you,  and  would  n't  let  it  see  the  fun  \  " 

"  'Deed  then  I  'II  tell  you,  Larry,  my  boy.  I  was 
goin'  last  night  by  the  by-road  that  runs  up  at  the  back 
o'  the  owld  house,  nigh  hand  the  Widdy  Casey's,  and  I 
hecrd  that  people  was  livin'  in  it  since  I  thravelled  the 
road  last,  and  so  I  opened  the  owld  iron  gate  that  was 
as  stiff  in  the  hinge  as  a  miser's  fist,  and  the  road  bdin' 
up  to  the  house  lookin'  as  lonely  as  a  churchyard,  and 
the  grass  growin'  out  through  it,  and  says  I  to  myself, 
I  'm  thinkin'  it 's  few  darkens  your  doors,  says  I ;  God 
be  with  the  time  the  owld  squire  was  here,  that  staid  at 
home  and  did  n't  go  abroad  out  of  his  own  counthry, 
leiiin'  the  fine  stately  owld  place  go  to  rack  and  ruin; 
and  faix  I  was  turnin'  back,  and  I  wish  I  did,  whin  I 
seen  a  man  comin'  down  the  road,  and  so  I  waited  till 
he  kcm  up  to  me,  and  I  axed  if  any  one  was  up  a: 
'  Excepting. 
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the  house;  Y is,  says  he;  and  with  that  I  heerd  terrible 
barkin'  intirely,  and  a  great  big  lump  of  a  dog  turned  the 
corner  of  the  house  and  stud  growiin'  at  me;  I  'm  afeard 
there  's  dogs  In  it,  says  I  to  the  man  -,  Yis,  says  he,  but 
they  're  quite  (quiet)  ;  (o,  with  thai  1  wint  my  way,  and 
■  '1,  the  minii  I  got  into  the 
dogs  fell  an  me,  and  I 
id  so  they  would  I  b'lievc, 
nate  and  some  praties  that 
cr,  made  me  put  in  my 
road  as  I  was  lavin'  her 
christcnin'  that  was  in  it, 
avings  was  there  ;  O  that 's 
as  a  king's,  and  her  hus- 
lan  and  keeps  mighty 
as  I  was  sayin',  the 
cowld  mate  and  praties  was  in  my  pocket,  and  bv  t;or 
the  thievin'  morodin'  villians  o'  dogs  made  a  dart  at  the 
pocket  and  dragged  it  clan  aff;  and  thin,  my  dear,  with 
tightin'  among  themselves,  sthrivin'  to  come  at  the  mate, 
the  skirt  o'  my  coat  was  in  smidhercens  in  one  minit  — 
divil  a  lie  in  it — not  a  tatthcr  iv  it  was  left  together; 
and  it's  only  a  wondher  I  came  off  with  my  life." 

"Faith  I  think  so,"  said  Lanigan  ;  "and  wasn't  it 
mighty  providintial  they  did  n't  come  at  the  fiddle;  sure 
what  would  the  counthrj'  do  then  ?  " 

"  Sure  enough  you  may  say  that,"  said  Houligan  ; 
"  and  then  my  bread  would  be  gone  as  well  as  mv  mate. 
But  think  o'  the  unnatharal  vagabone  that  tow!d  me  the 
dogs  was  quite;  sure  he  came  back  while  I  was  there, 
and  I  ups  and  I  towld  him  what  a  shame  it  was  to  tell 
me  the  do^s  was  quite.  So  they  are  quite,  says  he  ;  sure 
there  's  nine  o'  them,  and  only  seven  o'  them  bites.  Thank 
you,  says  I." 

There  was  something  irresistibly  comic  in  the  quiet 
manner  that  Houligan  said,  "Thank  vou,  says  Ij"  and 
the  account  of  his  canine  adventure  altogether  excited 
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much  minb  amongst  his  auditors.  As  they  pureucd  their 
journey  nuny  a  joke  was  passed  and  repartee  returned, 
and  the  laugh  rang  loudly  and  often  from  the  merry 
little  group  as  they  trudged  along.  In  the  course  of  the 
next  mile's  march  their  numbers  were  increased  by  some 
half  dozen,  that,  one  by  one,  suddenly  appeared,  by 
leaping  over  the  hedge  on  the  road,  or  crossing  a  stile 
from  some  neighbouring  path.  All  these  new  comers 
pursued  the  same  route,  and  each  gave  the  same  answer 
when  aslced  where  he  was  going.  It  was  universally 
this  — 

"  Why,  then,  where  would  I  be  goin'  but  to  the 
bcrrin'  ? " 

At  a  neighbouring  confluence  of  roads  straggling  parties 
of  from  four  to  five  were  seen  in  advance,  and  approach- 
ing in  the  rear,  and  the  highway  soon  began  to  wear  the 
appearance  it  is  wont  to  do  on  the  occasion  of  a  patron, 
a  fair,  or  a  market  day.  Larry  Lanigan  was  in  evident 
enjoyment  at  this  increase  of  numbers  ;  and  as  the  crowd 
thickened  his  exultation  Increased,  and  he  often  repeated 
his  ejaculation,  already  noticed  in  Larry's  openii^  solilo- 
quy, "  Why,  then,  an'  is  n't  it  a  grate  day  intirely  for 
Ireland  ! ! !  " 

And  now,  horsemen  were  more  frequently  appearing, 
and  their  numbers  soon  amounted  to  almost  a  cavalcade ; 
and  sometimes  a  car,  that  is  to  say,  the  car,  common 
to  the  country  for  agricultural  purposes,  might  be  seen, 
bearing  a  cargo  of  women  ;  videlkel^  "  the  good  woman  " 
herself,  and  her  rosy-cheeked  daughters,  and  maybe  a 
cousin  or  two,  with  an  aide  du  camp  aunt  to  assist  in  look- 
ing after  the  young  ladies.  The  roughness  of  the  motion 
of  this  pnmitivcvchiclc  was  rendered  as  accommodating  as 
possible  to  the  gentler  sex,  by  a  plentiful  shake  down  of 
clean  straw  on  the  car,  over  which  a  feather  bed  was 
laid,  and  the  best  quilt  in  the  house  over  that,  to  make 
all  sman,  possibly  a  piece  of  hexagon  patchwork  of  "the 
misthriss  "  herself,  in  which  the  tawdriest  calico  patterns 
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served  to  display  the  taste  of  the  rural  sempstress,  and 
stimulated  the  rising  generation  to  feats  of  needlework, 
The  car  was  always  provided  with  a  driver,  who  look 
such  care  upon  himself  "  for  a  rayson  he  had  :  "  he  was 
almost  universally  what  is  called  in  Ireland  "  a  clane  boy," 
that  is  to  say,  a  well  ma<^-    l-looking  young  fellow, 


t  head  for  nothing-,  and 
andering  backwards  oc- 
liarge,  the  dumb  baste, 
naybe  one,  of  his  passen- 
1  he  had  "  for  becoming 
«  crupper  of  the  horse, 
f  the  car,  and  bending 
J  finJhtr  to  the  w/Zi-c^  that 
jligent  of  his  duty  as    guide. 


whose  eyes  were  not   put 
these  same  eyes  might  bi 
casionally   from  his  imm 
to  '^  take  a  squint  "  at  so 
gers.     This  explains  "  t 
driver.     Sometimes  he 
resting  his  feet  on  the  !i 
down  his  head  to  say  somei 
sat    next    him,  totally 

Sometimes  when  the  girl  he  wanted  to  be  s 
seated  at  the  back  of  the  car,  this  relieved  the  horse  from 
the  additional  burthen  of  his  driver,  and  the  clane  buy 
would  leave  the  horse's  head  and  fall  in  the  rear  to  de- 
ludher  the  cravthur,  depending  on  an  occasional  "  hup  " 
or  "  wo  "  for  the  guidance  of  the  bmte,  when  a  too  near 
proximity  to  the  dyke  by  the  road  side  warned  him  of 
the  necessity  of  his  interference.  Sometimes  he  was 
called  to  his  duty  by  the  open  remonstrance  of  either  the 
mother  or  the  aunt,  or  mavbe  a  mischievous  cousin,  as 
thus :  "  Why  then,  Dinny,  what  are  you  about  at  ail  at 
all  ?  God  betune  me  and  harm,  if  you  wam't  within  an 
inch  o'  puttin'  uz  all  in  the  gripe  o'  the  ditch  ;  —  arrah, 
lave  off  your  gostherin'  there,  and  mind  the  horse,  will 
you  ;  a  purty  thing  it  'ud  be  if  my  bones  was  bruk ; 
what  are  you  doin'  there  at  all  at  the  back  o'  the  car, 
when  it 's  at  the  baste's  head  vou  ought  to  be  ?  " 
"Arrah  sure,  the  haste  knows  the  way  herself," 
"  Faix,  I  b'lieve  so,  for  it's  little  bcliowlden  to  you 
she  is  for  showin"  her.  Augh  !  !  —  murther  !  !  !  —  there 
we  are  in  the  gripe  a'most." 

"  Lave  ofF  your  screeching,  can't  you,  and  be  quite, 
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Sure  the   poor   craythur  only  just  wint  over   to  get   a 
mouthful  o'  the  grass  by  the  s!de  a'  the  ditch." 

**  What  business  has  she  to  be  atin*  now  ? " 

*' Bekase  she's  hungiy,  I  suppose; — and  why  isn't 
she  fed  betther  ?  " 

*'  Bekase  rogues  stales  her  oats,  Dinny.  I  seen  you  in 
the  stable  by  the  same  token  yistherday." 

"  Sure  enough,  ma'am,  for  I  wint  there  to  look  for  my 
cowit  that  was  missin'." 

"  I  thought  it  was  the  fiUy  you  wor  afther,  Dinny," 
said  a  cousin  with  a  wink ;  and  Dinny  grinned,  and  his 
sweetheart  blushed,  while  the  rest  of  the  girb  tit- 
tered, the  mother  pretending  not  to  hear  the  joke,  and 
bidding  Dinny  go  mind  his  business  by  attending  to  the 
horse. 

But  lest  I  should  tire  my  reader  by  keeping  him  so  long 
on  the  road,  I  will  let  him  find  the  rest  of  his  way  as 
well  as  he  can  to  a  certain  romantic  little  valley,  where 
a  comfortable  farm-house  was  situated  beside  a  small 
mountain  stream  that  tumbled  aloi^  noisily  over  its 
rocky  bed,  and  in  which  some  ducks,  noisier  than 
the  stream,  were  enjoying  their  morning  bath.  The 
geese  were  indulging  in  dignified  rest  and  silence  upon 
the  bank ;  a  cock  was  crowing  and  strutting  with  his 
usual  swagger  amongst  his  hens;  a  pig  was  endeavouring 
to  save  his  ears,  not  from  this  rural  tumult,  but  from  the 
teeth  of  a  half-terrier  dog,  who  was  chasing  him  away 
from  an  iron  pot  full  of  potatoes  which  the  pig  had 
dared  to  attempt  some  impertinent  liberties  with;  and 
a  girl  was  bearing  into  the  house  a  pail  of  milk  which 
she  had  just  taken  from  the  cow  that  stood  placidly  look- 
ing on ,  an  admirable  contrast  to  the  general  bustle  of  the 
scene. 

Everything  about  the  cottage  gave  evidence  of  comfort 

on  the  part  of  its  owner,  and,  to  judge  from  the  numbers 

without  and  within  the  house,  you  would  say  he  did  not 

want   for  friends ;   for  all,  as  they  arrived  at   its  door, 
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greeted  Phelim  O'Hara  Icindly,  and  Phelim  welcomed 
each  new  coiner  with  a  heartiness  that  did  honour  to  his 
grey  hairs.     FrequentJy  passing  to  and  fro,  busily  en- 


gaged in  arranging 
appeared  bis  daughter,  a 
hiack  hair  and  the  long 
of  her  country,  where  n 
rosy  mouth  whose  smile 
good  temper  and  her  tin. 
for  a  moment,  and  a  Ii 
brightens  her  eye,  as  - 
briskly  over  the  steppi 
stream,  and  trips  lightly 


nple  breakfast  in  the  barn, 
pretty  round-faced  girl,  with 
iilky-lashcd  dark  grey  eyes 
lent  loves  to  dwell,  and  a 
'cd  at  once  to  display  her 
h  ;  her  colour  gets  fresher 
af  afFectionaic  recognition 
he  young  fellow  springs 
ines  that  lead  across  the 
:o  the  girl,  who  offers  bcr 


hand  in  welcome.  Who  is  tne  happv  dog  that  is  so  well 
received  by  Honor  O'Hara,  the  prettiest  girl  in  that  par- 
ish or  the  next,  and  the  daughter  of  a  "  snug  man  "  into 
the  bargain?  —  It  is  the  reader's  old  acijuaintance,  Larry 
Lanigan  ;  —  and  mavbe  Larrv  did  not  give  a  squeeze 
extraordinary  to  the  hand  that  was  presented  to  him. 
The  father  received  hini  well  also;  indeed,  for  that  mat- 
ter, the  difficulty  would  have  been  to  find  a  house  in  the 
whole  district  that  Larry  would  not  have  been  welcome 

"So  here  you  are  at  last,  Larrv,"  said  old  O'Hara; 
"I  was  wondering  you  were  not  here  long  ago." 

"  An'  so  I  would,  I  thank  you  kindly,"  said  Larn', 
"only  I  overtook  owld  Hoppy  here, on  the  road, and  sure  I 
thought  I  might  as  well  take  mv  lime,  and  wait  for  poor 
Hoppy,  and  bring  my  welkim  aloni;  with  me ;  "  and  here 
he  shoved  the  fiddler  into  the  house  before  him. 

"  The  girls  will  be  glad  to  see  the  pair  o'  viz,"  said  the 
old  man,  following. 

The  interior  of  the  house  was  crowded  with  guests, 
and  the  usual  laughing  and  courting  so  often  described, 
as  common  to  such  assemblages,  were  tioing  forward 
amongst  the  young  people.  At  the  farther  end  of  the 
largest  room  in  the  cottage,  a  knot  of  the  older  men  of 
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the  party  was  eng^ed  in  the  discussion  of  some  subject 
that  seemed  to  carry  deep  interest  along  with  it,  and  2t 
the  opposite  extremity  of  the  same  room,  a  coffin  of  ver)- 
rudc  construction  lay  on  a  small  table  ;  and  around  this 
coffin  stood  all  the  junior  part  of  the  company,  male  and 
female,  and  the  wildness  of  their  mirth,  and  the  fenility 
of  their  jests,  over  this  tenement  of  mortality  and  its  con- 
tents, might  have  well  startled  a  stranger  for  a  moment, 
until  he  saw  the  nature  of  the  deposit  the  coffin  con- 
tained. 

Enshrouded  in  a  sheaf  of  wheat  lay  a  pig,  between 
whose  open  jaws  a  large  potato  was  placed,  and  the  coffin 
was  otherwise  grotesquely  decorated. 

The  reader  will  wonder,  no  doubt,  at  such  an  exhibi- 
tion, for  certainly  never  was  coffin  so  applied  before ;  and 
it  is  therefore  necessary  to  explain  the  meaning  of  all 
this,  and  I  believe  Ireland  is  the  only  country  in  the 
world  where  the  facts  I  am  about  to  relate  could  have 
occurred. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  some  time  previously  to 
the  date  at  which  my  story  commences,  his  majesty's 
ministers  declared  that  there  should  be  a  **  total  extinc- 
tion of  tithes." 

This  declaration  was  received  in  Ireland  by  the  great 
mass  of  the  people  with  the  utmost  delight,  as  they  fan- 
cied they  should  never  have  tithes  to  pay  again.  The 
pcasantr)-  in  the  neighbourhood  of  l"emplcmore  formed 
the  very  original  idea  of  biirvinc  thf  tithe.  It  is  only 
amongst  an  imaginative  people  that  such  a  notion  could 
have  originated;  and  indeed  there  is  something  highly 
poetical  in  the  conception.  The  tithe — that  which  the 
poor  felt  the  keenest ;  that  which  they  considered  a  tax 
on  their  industry- ;  th:;t  which  they  looked  upon  as  an 
hereditary  oppression  ;  that  h.itcful  thing,  they  were  told, 
was  to  be  extinct,  and,  in  joyous  anticipation  of  the 
blessing,  they  dcicrmincii  to  enact  an  emblematic  inter- 
ment of  this  terrible  enemy,  —  I  think  it  is  not  too  much 
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to  call  this  idea  a  tine  one;  and  yet,  in  the  execution  C 
it,  they  invested  it  with  the  broadest  marking  of  the  gra 
tcsque.      Such    is    the    strange   compound    of    an    Irislg 
peasant,  whose  anger  is  often  vented  in  a  jest,  and  whose 
mirth  is  sometimes  terrible. 

Tiust  here  pause  for  a  m"'"''Tt,  and  request  it  to  h 


distinctly  understood,  that,  i 
the  facts  connected  with  it. 
peasant's  feelings  are  rcsi. 
most  distant  notion  of  putti 
own  on  the  subject.  In  tuE  | 
1   am   happily  ^r  removed   frc>. 


ing  this  story,  in  giving] 
stating  what  the  Irish  f 
tithe,  1  have  not  tb«l 
ard  any  opinions  of  n\fM 
jit  of  my  own  quiet  art^l 
he  fierce  encounter  of  i 


politics,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  on  ;nd  against  the  teelings-a 

or  opinions  of  any  one  in  my  little  volume;  and  I  trust, 
therefore,  that  I  may  be  permitted  to  give  a  sketch  of  a 
characteristic  incident,  as  it  came  to  my  knowledge,  with- 
out being  mistaken  for  a  partisan. 


"Iti 


I  (lie  tale  : 


.s  lold  U 


■    gomg 


I  have  said  a  group  of  seniors  was  collected  a 
of  the  room,  and,  as  it  is  meet  to  give  precedcn 
1  will  endeavour  to  give  some  idea  of  what  v 
forward  amongst  them. 

There  was  one  old  man  of  the  party  whose  furrowed 
forehead,  compressed  eyebrows,  piqued  nose,  and  mouth 
depressed  at  the  corners,  at  once  indicated  to  a  physiog- 
nomist a  querulous  temper.  He  was  one  of  your  doubters 
upon  alt  occasions,  one  of  the  unfailing  elements  of  an 
argument;  — as  he  said  himself,  he  was  "  dubcrsome  " 
about  everything,  and  he  had  hence  earned  the  name 
of  Daddy  Dubcrsome  amongst  his  neighbours.  Well, 
Daddy  began  to  doubt  the  probabilitv  that  anv  such  boon 
as  the  extinction  of  tithes  was  to  take  place,  and  said,  he 
was  "sartin  sure  't  was  too  good  news  to  be  thrue." 

"Tare  anounty,"  said  another,  who  was  the  very  an- 
tithesis of  Daddy  in  his  credulous  nature,  "sure,  did  n't 
I  see  it  myself  in  print" 
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**  I  was  towld  often  that  things  was  in  prent,"  returned 
Daddy,  drily,  "  that  came  out  Ues  afther,  to  my  own 
knowledge." 

"  But  sure,"  added  a  third,  "  sure,  did  n't  the  Prime 
Ear  himself  lay  it  all  out  before  the  Parlcymint  ?  " 

"  What  Prime  Ear  are  you  talking  about,  man  dear  ? " 
said  Daddy,  rather  testily. 

"  Why,  the  Prime  Ear  of  his  Majesty,  and  no  less.  Is 
that  satisfaction  for  you,  eh  ?  " 

"  Well,  and  who  is  the  Prime  Ear  ?  " 

«  Why,  the  Prime  Ear  of  his  Majesty,  I  towld  you 
before.  You  see,  he  is  the  one  that  hears  of  cverythii^ 
[hat  is  to  be  done  for  the  whole  impire  in  parttc'Iar;  and 
bekase  he  htan  of  everything,  that 's  the  rayson  he  is 
called  the  Prime  Ear  —  and  a  good  rayson  it  is." 

"Well,  but  what  has  that  to  do  with  the  tithes?  I 
ask  you  again,"  said  Daddy  with  his  usual  pertinacity. 

Here  he  was  about  to  be  answered  by  the  former 
speaker,  whose  definition  of  "  The  Premier  "  had  won 
him  golden  opinions  amongst  the  by-standers,  —  when 
he  was  prevented  by  a  fourth  orator,  who  rushed  into  the 
debate  with  this  very  elegant  opening  — 

"  Arrah  !  tare-an-ouns,  yiz  are  scttin'  me  mad,  so  yiz 
arc.  Why,  I  wondher  any  one  'id  be  sitch  a  fool  as  to 
go  arguefy  with  that  crooked  owld  disciple  there." 

"  Mcanin'  me  ?  "  said  Daddy. 

"  I  'd  be  sorry  to  contheradict  you,  sir,"  said  the  other 
with  an  admirable  mockery  of  politeness. 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Daddy,  with  a  dignity  more 
comical  than  [he  other's  buffoonery. 

"  You  're  kindly  welkim.  Daddy,"  returned  the  aggres- 
sor. "Sure,  you  never  b'lieved  anything  yit;  and  I 
wondher  any  one  would  throw  away  their  time  sthrivin' 
to  rightify  you," 

"  Come,  boys,"  said  O'Hara,  interrupting  the  discourse, 
with  a  view  to  prevent  further  bickering,  "there's  no 
use  talking  about  the  thing  now,  for  whatever  way  it  is, 
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t  to  bury  ihc  Tithe,  and  it 's  proud  I  a 
to  see  you  all  here  to  make  merry  upon  the  stringth  c 
it,  and  I  think  I  heerd  Honor  say  this  minit  that  every 
thing  is  ready  in  the  barn  without,  so  you'll   have  i 
diffcrenctf  of  opinion  about  tackling  to  the  breakfast,  i 
I'm   mistaken.      Come,  my   hearties,  the  mate  and  \ 
praties  is  crying, '  Who 'U 
that 's  your  sort  j "  —  and 
the  tcast  by  pushing  his  g 

This  was  an  ample  bar  :  tables  of  all  sorts  am 

sizes  were  spread,  loaded  ands  of  the  most  s 

stantial  character:    woodci     ..      s,  three-legged    stools^ J 
broken-backed  chairs,  etc.  c     .  ,      e  in  requisition  for  the  \ 

accommodation  of  the  female  portion  of  the  company, 
and  the  men  attended  first  to  their  wants  with  a  politeness 
which,  though  deficient  in  the  external  graces  of  polished 
life,  did  credit  to  their  natures.  The  eating  part  of  the 
business  was  accompanied  with  all  the  clatter  that  might 
be  expected  to  attend  such  an  affair;  and  when  the  eat- 
ables had  been  tolerably  well  demolished,  O'Hara  stood 
up  in  the  midst  of  his  guests  and  said  he  should  propose 
to  them  a  toast,  which  he  knew  all  the  boys  would  fill 
their  glasses  for,  and  that  was,  to  drink  the  health  of  the 
King,  and  long  life  to  him,  for  seeing  into  the  rights  of 
the  thing,  and  doing  "such  a  power"  for  them,  and 
'■'■more  power  to  his  elbow."- — This  toast  was  prefaced 
by  a  speech  to  his  friends  and  neighbours  upon  the  hard- 
ships of  tithe  in  particular,  spiced  with  the  Imte  tmie  in 
lift  of  politics  in  general;  wherein  the  Repeal  of  the 
Union  and  Daniel  O'Connell  cut  no  inconsiderable 
figure;  yet  in  the  midst  of  the  rambling  address,  ccnain 
glimpses  of  good  sense  and  shrewd  observation  might  be 
caught;  and  the  manv  and  powerful  objections  he  ad- 
vanced against  the  impost  that  was  to  be  "  extinct  "  so 
soon,  were  put  forward  with  a  force  and  distinctness 
that  were  worthy  of  a  better  speaker,  and  might  have 
66 


The  Burial  of  the  Tithe 

been  found  difficult  to  reply  to  by  a  more  accustomed 
hand.  He  protested  that  he  thought  he  had  lived  loi^ 
enough  when  he  had  witnessed  in  his  own  lifc-time  two 
such  national  benefits  as  the  Catholic  Emancipation  Bill 
and  the  Abolition  of  Tithes.  O'Hara  further  declared, 
he  was  the  happiest  man  alive  that  day  only  in  the  regard 
"  of  one  thing,  and  that  was,  that  his  reverence.  Father 
Hely  (the  priest)  was  not  there  amongst  them;"  and, 
certainly,  the  absence  of  the  pastor  on  an  occasion  of 
festivity  in  the  house  of  a  snug  farmer,  is  of  rare  occur- 
rence in  Ireland.  "  But  you  sec,"  said  O'Hara,  "  whin 
his  rivirincc  hccrd  what  it  was  we  wor  goin'  to  do,  he 
thought  it  would  be  purtitr  on  his  part  for  to  have 
nothin'  whatsomivir  to  do  with  it,  in  band,  act,  or  part ; 
and,  indeed,  boys,  that  shews  a  great  deal  of  good 
brecdin'  in  Father  Hely." 

This  was  quite  agreed  to  by  the  company ;  and,  after 
many  cheers  for  O'Hara's  speech,  and  some  other  toasts 
pertinent  to  the  occasion,  the  health  of  O'Hara,  as 
founder  of  the  feast,  with  the  usual  addenda  of  long  life, 
prosperity,  etc.  to  him  and  his,  was  drunk,  and  then 
preparations  were  entered  into  for  proceeding  with  the 
ceremony  of  the  funeral. 

"I  believe  we  have  nothing  to  wait  for  now,"  said 
O'Hara,  "since  you  won't  have  any  more  to  drink,  boys; 
so  let  us  set  about  it  at  once,  and  make  a  dant  day's 
work  of  it." 

"  Oh,  we  're  not  quite  ready  yit,"  said  Larry  Lanigan, 
who  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  master  of  the  ceremonies  on 
the  occasion. 

»  What 's  the  delay  ?  "  asked  O'Hara. 

"  Why,  the  chief  murnen  is  not  arrived  yit." 

"What  murners  are  you  talkin'  about,  man?"  said 
the  other. 

"  Why,  you  know,  at  a  grand  berrin'  they  have  always 
chief  murners,  and  there's  a  pair  that  I  ordbcred  to  be 
brought  here  for  that  same." 
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"■  Myself  docs  n't  know  anything  about  niurners,"  said 
O'Hara,  "  for  I  never  seen  anything  finer  than  the 
keenen^  at  a  berrin'  ;  but  Larry  "s  up  to  the  ways  of  the 
quoiity,  as  well  as  of  his  own  sort." 

you    would  n't    have    kceners   for    the   Tithe, 


would  you  ?     Sure,  the 
they  can  of  the  departed,  3 
but,  sure,  the  divil  a  good 
the  Tithe,  barrin'  it  was 
would  only  be  throwin'  aM 
"  Thrue  for  you,  Lar 
"  Besides,  it  is  like  a 
quol'ty  to  have  chief  muri 
was  aiqual  to  a  lord  or  a  kir 
In  a  short  time  the  "  mui 
arrived   in   custody    of  half 
companions,   to   wl 


had 


)  say  all  the  good 
ire  if  they  can  invint  it; 
at  all  they  could  say  of 
;y  wor  tcliin',  and  so  it 

berrin'  belongin'  to  the 
,  and  you  know  the  Tithe 
a'most  for  power." 
;rs,"  as  Larry  called  them, 
dozen  of  Larry's  chosen 
ustcd   the   execution 


of  the  mission.  These  chief  mourners  were  two  tithe 
proctors,  who  had  been  taken  forcibly  from  their  homes 
by  the  Lanigan  party,  and  threatened  with  death  unless 
they  attended  the  summons  of  Larry  to  be  present  at 
"The  Berrin'." 

Their  presence  was  hailed  with  a  great  shout,  and 
the  poor  devils  looked  excessively  frightened  ;  but  they 
were  assured  by  O'Hara  they  had  nothing  to  fear. 

"I  depend  an  you,  Mr.  O'Hara,  for  seeing  us  safe 
out  of  their  hands,"  said  one  of  them,  for  the  other  was 
dumb  from  terror. 

"So  you  may,"  was  the  answer  O'Hara  returned. 
"Hurt  nor  harm  shall  not  be  put  an  you  ;  I  give  you 
my  word  o'  that." 

"Divil  a  harm,"  said  Larn-.  "We'll  only  put  you 
into  a  shoot  o'  clothes  that  is  ready  for  you,  and  you 
may  look  as   melancholy  as  you  plaze,  for  it   is  murners 

'  Keeners  are  persons  who  sing  the  Ulican,  or  dc:iih  wail, 
round  llie  cofGn  of  the  deceased,  and  repeat  the  good  dteds  of  the 
departed. 
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you  are  to  be.  Welt,  Honor,"  said  he,  addressing 
O'Hara's  daughter,  "have  you  got  the  mitbrcs  and  vest- 
ments ready,  as  I  towld  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Honor ;  "  here  comes  Biddy  Mulligan 
with  them  from  the  house,  for  Biddy  herself  helped  me 
to  make  them," 

"  And  who  had  a  bctther  right  ?  "  said  Larry,  "  when 
it  was  herself  that  laid  it  all  out  complate,  the  whole 
thing  from  the  beginnin',  and  sure  enough  but  it  was  a 
bright  thought  of  her.  Faix,  he  '11  be  the  laoiy  man  that 
gets  Biddy,  yet." 

"  You  had  betther  have  her  yourself,  I  think,"  said 
Honor,  with  an  arch  look  at  Lany,  full  of  meaning. 

"  An'  it 's  that  same  I  've  been  thinking  of  for  some 
time,"  said  Larry,  laughing,  and  returning  Honor's  look 
with  one  that  repaid  it  with  interest.  "  But  where  is 
she  at  all  ?  Oh,  here  she  comes  with  the  duds,  and 
Mike  Noonan  afiher  her;  throth,  he's  following  her 
about  all  this  mornin'  like  a  sucking  calf.  I  'm  afcard 
Mikee  is  going  to  sarcumvint  me  wid  Biddy ;  but  he  'd 
betther  mind  what  he's  at." 

Here  the  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  advance 
of  Biddy  Mulligan,  "and  Mikee  Noonan  afther  her," 
bearing  some  grotesque  imitation  of  clerical  vestments 
made  of  coarse  sacking,  and  two  enormous  head-dresses 
made  of  straw,  in  the  fashion  of  mitres ;  these  were  dec- 
orated with  black  rags  hung  fantastically  about  them, 
while  the  vestments  were  smeared  over  with  black  stripes 
in  no  very  regular  order. 

"  Come  here,"  said  Larry  to  the  tithe  proctors  j 
"come  here,  antil  wc  put  you  into  your  rtgimtntals" 

"What  are  you  goin'  to  do  with  us,  Mr.  Lanigan  ?  " 
said  the  frightened  poor  wretch,  while  his  knees  knocked 
together  with  terror. 

"We  are  just  goin'  to  make  a  pair  o'  bishops  of 
you,"  said  Lanigan;  "and  sure  that's  promotion  for 
you." 
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"Oh,  Mr.   O'Ham,"    said  ihe    proctor,  ' 
won't  let  tbcm  tie  us  up  In  them  sacks." 

"  Do  you  hear  what  he  calls  the  iligant  vestments  we  \ 
made  a'  purpose  for  him  ?     They  are  sackcloth,  to  be 
sure,  and  why  not  — seeing  as  how  that  you  are  to  be 
the  chief  murncrs  ?   and  sacti-lnth  and  ashes  is  what  yo 
must  be  dhresscd    in,  ace 

buck,"  said  the  rollicking  "  I  'll  be  your  vally  dc 

sham  myself,"  and  he  pre       j       :o  put  the  dress  on  the 
terrified  tithe  proctor. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Lanigan  deal  id  he,  " don't  murther 

me,  ifjBU  plaxe" 

"Murther  you!  —  arrah,  ^  j's  going  to  mutlher 
you  ?  Do  you  think  I  'd  dirty  my  hands  wid  killin'  a 
snakin'  tithe  procthor  ? " 

"  Indeed,  that 's  thruc,  Mr.  Lanigan  ;  it  would  not  be 
worth  your  while." 

"  Here  now,"  said  Larry,  "  howJd  your  head  till  I  put 
the  mithre  an  you,  and  make  you  a  bishop  complate. 
But  wait  a  bit;  throth,  I  was  nigh  forgcttin'  the  ashes, 
and  that  would  have  been  a  great  loss  to  both  o'  you, 
bekase  you  would  n't  be  right  murncrs  at  all  without 
them,  and  the  people  would  think  vou  wor  only  pur- 
Uniiin'."  This  last  bit  of  Larry's  waggerv  produced  great 
merriment  amongst  the  by-standers,  for  the  unfortunate 
tithe  proctors  were  looking  at  that  moment  most  doleful 
examples  of  wretchedness,  A  large  shovelful  of  turf 
ashes  was  now  shaken  over  their  heads,  and  then  they 
were  decorated  with  their  mitres.  "Tut,  man,"  said 
Larry  to  one  of  them,  "  don't  thrimble  like  a  dog  in  a 
wet  sack.  Oh,  thin,  look  at  him  how  pale  he  's  turned, 
the  dirty  coward  that  he  is.  I  tell  you,  we  're  not  goin' 
to  do  you  any  hurt,  so  you  ne^A  n't  be  lookin'  in  silch 
mortial  dhread.  By  gor,  you  're  as  white  as  a  pen'orth 
o'  curds  in  a  sweep's  fist." 

With    many   such  jokes  at  the  expense  of  the  tithe 

proctors,  they  were  attired  in  their  caricature  robes  and 
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mitres,  and  presented  with  a  pair  of  pitchforks,  by  way 
of  crosiers,  and  were  recommended  at  the  same  time  to 
make  hay  while  the  sun  shone,  "  bekase  the  fine  weather 
would  be  lavin'  them  soon;  "with  many  other  bitter 
sarcasms,  conveyed  in  the  language  of  ridicule. 

The  procession  was  now  soon  arranged,  and,  as  they 
had  their  chief  mourners,  it  was  thought  a  good  point 
of  contrast  to  have  their  chief  rejotcers  as  well.  To  this 
end,  in  a  targe  cart  they  put  a  sow  and  her  litter  of 
pigs,  decorated  with  ribands,  a  sheaf  of  wheat  standing 
proudly  erect,  a  bowl  of  large  potatoes,  which,  at  Honor 
O'Hara's  suggestion,  were  hsiUd-,  that  they  might  be 
laughing  on  the  occasion,  and  over  these  was  hung  a 
rude  banner,  on  which  was  written,  "We  may  stay  at 
home  now." 

In  this  cart,  Hoppy  Hooligan,  the  fiddler,  with  a  piper 
as  a  coadjutor,  rasped  and  squeaked  their  best  to  the 
tunc  of  "  Go  to  the  devil  and  shake  yourself,"  which 
was  meant  to  convey  a  delicate  hint  to  the  tithes  for 
the  future. 

The  whole  assemblage  of  people,  and  it  was  immense, 
then  proceeded  to  the  spot  where  it  was  decided  the 
tithe  was  to  be  interred,  as  the  most  fitting  place  to 
receive  such  a  deposit,  and  this  place  was  called  by  what 
thcv  considered  the  very  appropriate  name  of  "  The 
Devil's  Bit."' 

In  a  range  of  hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  where  this 
singular  occurrence  took  place,  there  is  a  sudden  gap 
occurs  in  the  outline  of  the  ridge,  which  is  stated  to  have 
been  formed  by  his  sable  majesty  taking  a  bite  out  of 
the  mountain  ;  whether  it  was  spite  or  hunger  that  had 
made  him  do  so,  is  not  ascertained,  but  he  evidently  did 
not  consider  It  a  very  savoury  morsel  i  for  it  is  said,  he 
spat  it  out  again,  and  the  rejected  marctau  forms  the  rock 
of  Cashcl.     Such  is  the  wild  legend  of  this  wild  spot,  and 

■  I  iliink  W^ire  mentiunn  an  ancient  crown  bebg  dug  up  at 
"The  Devil's  Bit." 
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here  was  the  interment  of  the  tithe  to  be  achieved,  a 
appropriate  addition  to  the  "  Devil's  Bit." 

The  procession    now  moved  onward,  and,  as  it 
ceeded,  jis   numbers  were  considerably  augmented. 
approach  was  looked  for  by  a  scout  on  every  successive 
hill  It  came  within  sight  of.  and  a  wild    halloo,  or  tbej 


vindin 


of  a  < 


Jmg. 

called  f&rth  scores  of  fresh 
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:  that  bore  the   piper  ; 


ly  succeeded,  which] 
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sed  every  quarter  of  ail 
iving  at  the  foot  of  tbe< 
I  reach  their  tinal  deso- 
resented  a  most  impi 
r  their  march,  the  great! 
g  men  and  women  was  " 
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was  rather  danced  than  walked  over  in  this  quarter. 
The  other  distinguished  portion  of  the  train  was  where 
the  two  tithe  proctors  played  their  parts  of  chief 
mourners.  They  were  the  delight  of  all  the  little  ragged 
urchins  In  the  country;  the  half-naked  young  vagabonds 
hung  on  their  flanks,  plucked  at  their  vestments,  made 
wry  faces  at  them,  called  them  by  many  ridiculous  names, 
and  an  occasional  lump  of  clay  was  slilv  flung  at  their 
mitres,  which  were  too  tempting  a  "cock  shot"  to  be 
resisted.  The  multitude  now  wound  up  the  hill,  and 
the  mingling  of  laughter,  of  singing,  and  shouting,  pro- 
duced a  wild  compound  of  sound,  that  rang  far  and  wide. 
As  they  doubled  an  angle  in  the  road,  which  opened  the 
Devil's  Bit  full  upon  their  view,  they  saw  another  crowd 
assembled  there,  which  consisted  of  persons  from  the 
other  side  of  the  hills,  who  could  not  be  present  at  the 
breakfast,  nor  join  the  procession,  but  who  attended 
upon  the  spot  where  the  Interment  was  to  take  place. 
As  soon  as  the  approach  of  the  funeral  train  was  per- 
ceived from  the  top  of  the  hill,  the  mass  of  people  there 
sent  forth  a  shout  of  welcome,  which  was  returned  by 
those  from  below. 
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Short  space  now  served  to  bring  both  parties  together, 
and  the  dicing  of  a  grave  did  not  take  long  with  such 
a  plenty  of  able  hands  for  the  purpose.  *'  Come,  boys," 
said  Larry  Lanigan  to  two  or  three  of  his  companions, 
**  while  they  are  digging  the  grave  here,  we  'II  go  cut 
some  sods  to  put  over  it  when  the  thievin'  tithe  is  buried ; 
not  for  any  respect  I  have  for  it  in  panic'Ur,  but  that 
we  may  have  the  place  smooth  and  clane  to  dance  over 
aftherwards  i  and  may  I  never  shuffle  the  brogue  again, 
if  myself  and  Honor  O'Hara  won't  be  the  first  pair 
that  '11  set  you  a  patthern." 

All  was  soon  ready  for  the  interment  \  the  tithe  coffin 
was  lowered  into  the  pit,  and  the  shouting  that  rent  the 
air  was  terrific. 

As  they  were  about  to  fill  up  the  grave  with  earth 
their  wild  hurra,  that  had  rung  out  so  loudly,  was  an- 
swered by  a  tierce  shout  at  some  distance,  and  all  eyes 
were  turned  towards  the  quarter  whence  it  arose,  to  see 
from  whom  it  proceeded,  for  it  was,  evidently,  a  solitary 
voice  that  had  thus  arrested  their  attention. 

Toiling  up  the  hill,  supporting  himself  with  a  staiF, 
and  bearing  a  heavy  load  in  a  wallet  slung  over  his 
shoulders,  appeared  an  elderly  man  whose  dress  pro- 
claimed him  at  once  to  be  a  person  who  depended  on 
eleemosynary  contributions  for  his  subsistence :  and 
many,  when  they  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  him,  pro- 
claimed, at  once,  that  it  was  "Tatther  the  Road  "  was 
coming. 

"Tatther  the  Road"  was  the  very  descriptive  name 
that  had  been  applied  to  this  poor  creature,  for  he  was 
always  travelling  about  the  highways  \  he  never  rested 
even  at  nights  in  any  of  the  himses  of  the  peasants,  who 
would  have  afforded  him  shelter,  but  seemed  to  be  pos- 
sessed by  a  restless  spirit,  that  urged  him  to  constant 
motion.  Of  course  the  poor  creature  sometimes  slept, 
but  it  must  have  been  under  such  shelter  as  a  hedge,  or 
cave,  or  gravel  pit  might  afford,  for  in  the  habitation  of 

n 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 


man  he  was  never  seen  to  sleeps  and,  indeed,  I  never 
knew  any  one  who  had  seen  this  strange  being  in  the 
act  of  sleep.  This  fact  attached  a  sort  of  mysterious 
character  to  the  wanderer,  and  many  would  tell  you  that 
"  he  was  n't  right,"  and  firmly  believed  that  he  never 
slept  at   all.      His   mind   was  unsettled,  and  though  he 
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This  poor  man's  history,  as  far  as  I  could  learn,  was 
a  very  melancholy  one.  In  the  rebellion  of  '98  his 
cabin  had  been  burned  over  his  head  by  the  yeomanry, 
after  everv  violation  that  could  disgrace  his  hearth  had 
been  committed.  He  and  his  son,  then  little  more  than 
a  boy,  had  attempted  to  defend  their  hut,  and  they  were 
both  left  for  dead.  His  wife  and  bis  daughter,  a  girl  of 
sixteen,  were  also  murdered.  The  wretched  father,  un- 
fortunately, recovered  his  life,  but  his  reason  was  gone 
for  ever.  Even  in  the  midst  of  his  poverty  and  madness, 
there  was  a  sort  of  respect  attached  to  this  singular  man. 
Though  depending  on  charity  for  his  meat  and  drink, 
he  could  not  well  be  called  a  beggar,  for  he  never  asked 
for  any  thing  —  even  on  the  road,  when  some  passenger, 
ignorant  of  his  wild  histor)',  saw  the  poor  wanderer,  a 
piece  of  money  was  often  bestowed  to  the  silent  appeal 
of  his  rags,  his  haggard  features,  and  his  grizly  hair 
and  beard. 

Thus  eternally  up  and  down  the  country  was  he 
moving  about,  and  hence  his  name  of  "Tatther  the 
Road." 

Tt  was  not  long  until  the  old   man  gained  the 
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of  the  hill,  but  while  he  was  approaching,  many  were 
the  "  wonders  "  what  in  the  name  of  fortune  could  have 
brought  Tatthcr  the  Road  there. — "And  by  dad,"  said 
one,  "  he 's  puUin'  fut  ^  at  a  great  rate,  and  it 's  woiw 
dherful  how  an  owld  cock  like  him  can  clamber  up  the 
hill  so  fast." 

"  Aye,"  said  another,  "  and  with  the  woight  he 's  car- 
lying  too." 

"Sure  enough,"  said  a  third,  "  Faix  he 's  got  a  fine 
lob  in  his  wallet  to-day." 

"Whisht!"  said  O'Hara.  —  "Here  he  comes,  and 
his  ears  arc  as  sharp  as  needles." 

"  And  his  eyes  too,"  said  a  woman.  "  Lord  be  good 
to  me,  did  you  ever  see  poor  Tatthcr's  eyes  look  so  ter- 
rible bright  afore? " 

And  indeed  this  remark  was  not  uncalled  for,  for  the 
eyes  of  the  old  man  almost  gleamed  from  under  the 
shaggy  brows  that  were  darkly  bent  over  them,  as,  with 
long  strides,  he  approached  the  crowd  which  opened 
before  him,  and  he  stalked  up  to  the  side  of  the  grave 
and  threw  down  the  ponderous  wallet,  which  fell  to  the 
ground  with  a  heavy  crash. 

"  You  were  going  to  close  the  grave  too  soon,"  were 
the  first  words  he  uttered. 

'*  Sure,  when  the  tithe  is  wanst  buried,  what  more  have 
we  to  do  ?  "  said  one  of  the  by-standcrs. 

"Aye,  you  have  put  the  tithe  tn  the  grave — but  will 
it  stay  there  ?  " 

"  Why  indeed,"  said  Larry  Lanigan, "  I  think  he'd  be 
a  bowld  resurrection  man  that  would  come  to  rise  it." 

"  I  have  brought  you  something  here  to  lie  heavy  on 
it,  and  'twill  never  rise  more,"  said  the  maniac,  striking 
forth  his  arm  fiercely,  and  clenching  his  hand  firmly. 

"  And  what  have  you  brought  us,  Agrah  ? "  said  O'Hara 
kindly  to  him. 

'   Pullfiot  ii  a  tigucativc  expression  to  exprew  making  haste. 
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"  Look  here,"  said  the  other,  unfolding  his  wallet  and 
displaying  hve  or  six  large  stones, 

Sume  were  tempted  lo  laugh,  but  a  mysterious  dread 
of  the  wild  being  before  them,  prevented  any  outbreak 
of  mirth. 


id  a  woman,  so  loud  as 
a  bag  full  o'  stones  to 
them  down  —  O  wisha  \ 

maniac  V  '*  but  do  you 
Look  woman  —  "  and 
prcssive  from  the  cxcitc- 
'hich  he  was  acting. — 
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,  dear  "  said   the 
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"  God  help  the  craythu 
to  be  heard.  "  He  has  bi 
throw  a  top  o'  the  tithes  to 
wisha!   poor  craythur  !  " 

"  Aye  —  stones  !  "  — 
know  what  stones  thes. 
his  manner  became  inte! 
mem  even  of  madness, 
"  Look,  I  say  —  there 's  nc 
curse —  aye  a  curse  so  hca 
that  falls  under  it." 

*'  Oh  I  don't  want  to  say   agin; 

The  maniac  did  not  seem  to  notice  her  s 
answer,  but  pursuing  his  train  of  madness,  con 
address  in  his  native  tongue,  whose  figurative 
ical  construction  was  heightened  in  its  effect,  by 
and  action  almost  theatrically  descriptive. 

"  You  all  remember  the  Widow  Dempsy,  The  first 
choice  of  her  bosom  was  long  gone,  but  the  son  she 
loved  was  left  to  her,  and  her  heart  was  not  quite  lonely. 
And  at  the  widow's  hearth  there  was  still  a  welcome  for 
the  stranger  — and  the  son  of  hi 
like  the  father  before  him,  and 
house  was  increased,  for  the  son 
—  And  in  due  time  the  widow 
child  of  her  son  to  the  world, 

came  over  her,  as  she  saw  the  jov  of  her  son  and  her 
daughter,  when  they  kissed  the  fair-haired  child.  —  But 
the  hand  of  God  was  heavy  in  the  land,  and  the  fever 
fell  hard  upon  the  poor  —  and  the  widow  was  again 
bereft, —  for  the  son  of  her  heart  was  taken,  and  the 
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wife  of  his  bosom  also  —  and  the  fair-haired  child  was 
left  an  orphan.  And  the  widow  would  have  laid  down 
ber  bones  and  died,  but  for  the  foir-haired  child  that  had 
none  to  looic  to  but  her.  And  the  widow  blessed  God's 
name  and  bent  her  head  to  the  blow  —  and  the  orphan 
that  was  left  to  her  was  the  pulse  of  her  heart,  and  often 
she  looked  on  his  pale  face  with  a  fearful  eye,  for  health 
was  not  on  the  check  of  the  boy  —  but  she  cherished 
him  tenderly. 

"  But  the  ways  of  the  world  grew  crooked  to  the  lone 
woman,  when  the  son,  that  was  the  staff  of  her  age,  was 
gone,  and  one  trouble  followed  another,  but  still  the 
widow  was  not  quite  destitute.  —  And  what  was  it 
brought  the  heavy  stroke  of  distress  and  disgrace  to  the 
widow's  door  ?  —  The  tithe !  The  widow's  cow  was 
driven  and  sold  to  pay  a  few  shillings;  the  drop  of  milk 
was  no  longer  in  the  widow's  house,  and  the  tender  child 
that  needed  the  nourishment,  wasted  away  before  the 
widow's  eyes,  like  snow  from  the  ditch,  and  died:  and 
fast  the  widow  followed  the  son  of  her  heart  and  his 
fair-haired  boy. 

"  And  now,  the  home  of  an  honest  race  is  a  heap  of 
rubbish  \  and  the  bleak  wind  whistles  over  the  hearth 
where  the  warm  welcome  was  ever  found  ;  and  the  cold 
frog  crouches  under  the  ruins. 

"  These  stones  arc  from  that  desolate  place,  and  the 
curse  of  God  that  follows  oppression  is  on  them.  —  And 
let  them  be  cast  into  the  grave,  and  they  will  lie  with 
the  weight  of  a  mountain  on  the  monster  that  is  buried 
for  ever." 

So  saying,  he  lifted  stone  after  stone,  and  flung  them 
fiercely  into  the  pit  i  then,  after  a  moment's  pause  upon 
its  verge,  he  suddenly  strode  away  with  the  same  noise- 
less step  that  he  had  approached,  and  left  the  scene  in 
silence. 


THE  WHITE   HORSE   OF  THE 
PEPPERS 

A    LEGEND  OF    THE    BO\'NE 

CHAPTER  I 


IT  VIM  the  night  of  the  ird  of  July,  in  the  vear  i6qo, 
that  a  small  remnant  of  a  discomfited  armv  was 
forming  its  position,  in  no  verv  good  orde 
slope  of  a  wild  hill  on  the  borders  of  the  c 
l>ublin.  In  front  of  a  small  square  tower, 
was    pacing   up    and    down,  darklv    brooding 
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disastrous  fight  of  the  preceding  day,  and  his  measured 
tread  was  sometimes  broken  by  the  fierce  stamp  of  his 
foot  upon  the  earth,  as  some  bitter  thought  and  muttered 
curse  arose,  when  the  feelings  of  the  man  overcame  the 
habit  of  the  soldier.  The  hum  of  the  arrival  of  a  small 
squadron  of  horse  came  from  the  vale  below,  borne  up 
the  hill  on  the  faint  breeze  that  sometimes  freshens  a 
summer's  night,  but  the  laugh,  or  the  song,  that  so  often 
enliven  a  military  post,  mingled  not  with  the  sound. 
The  very  trumpet  seemed  to  have  lost  the  inspiring 
tingle  of  its  tone,  and  its  bUst  sounded  heavily  on  the 
car  of  the  sentinel. 

"There  come  more  of  our  retreating  comrades," 
thought  he,  as  he  stalked  before  the  low  portal  it  was 
his  duty  to  guard.  —  "  Retreating  —  curse  the  word  !  — 
shall  we  never  do  any  thing  but  faJl  back  and  back  before 
this  d — d  Dutchman  and  his  followers  ?  And  yesterday 
too,  with  so  fine  an  opportunity  of  cutting  the  rascals  to 
pieces,  —  and  all  thrown  away,  and  so  much  hard  fight- 
ingto  go  for  nothing.  Oh,  if  Sarsefield  had  led  usiwe'd 
have  another  tale  to  tell."  And  here  he  struck  the. heavy 
heel  ofhis  war  boot  into  the  ground,  and  hurried  up  and 
down.  But  he  was  roused  from  his  angry  musing  by  the 
sound  of  a  horse's  tramp  that  indicated  a  rapid  approach 
to  the  tower,  and  he  soon  perceived,  through  the  gloom, 
a  horseman  approaching  at  a  gallop.  The  sentinel  chal- 
lenged the  cavalier,  who  returned  the  countersign,  and 
was  then  permitted  to  ride  up  to  the  door  of  the  tower. 
He  was  mounted  on  a  superb  charger,  whose  silky  coat 
of  millc-whitc  was  much  travel-stained,  and  ihc  heaviness 
of  whose  breathing  told  of  recent  hard  riding.  The  horse- 
man alighted  :  his  dress  was  of  a  mixed  character,  imply- 
ing that  war  was  not  his  profession,  though  the  troubled 
nature  uf  the  times  had  engaged  him  in  it.  His  head 
had  no  defensive  covering,  he  wore  the  slouched  hat  of 
a  civilian  common  to  the  time,  but  his  body  was  defended 
by  the  cuirass  of  a  trooper,  and  a  heavy  sword,  suspended 
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by  a  broad  cross  belt,  was  at  his  side — these  alone  be- 
spoke the  soldier,  for  the  large  and  massively  mounted 
pistols  that  protruded  from  the  holsters  at  his  saddle-bow, 
were  no  more  than  any  gentleman,  at  the  time,  might 
have  been  provided  with. 

"  Will  you  hold  the  rein  -'^-ly  horse,"  said  he  to  the 
sentry,  "while  1  remain  :  astle  ?  " 

"I    am   3  sentinel,  sii  vered  the  soldier,  "and 

"  I  will  not  remain  m  i  a  few  minutes." 

"  I  dare  not,  sir,  whiU  m  duty  —  but  I  suppose 

you  will  find  some  one  :  stle  that  will  take  charge 

of  your  horse." 

Xhe  stranger  now  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  tower, 
and  after  some  questions  and  answers  in  token  of  amity 
had  passed  between  him  and  those  inside,  it  was  opened, 

"  Let  some  one  take  charge  of  my  horse,"  said  he,  "  I 
do  not  want  him  to  be  stabled,  as  I  shall  not  remain 
here  long,  but  I  have  ridden  him  hard,  and  he  is  warm, 
so  let  him  be  walked  up  and  down  until  I  am  ready  to 
get  into  the  saddle  again."  He  then  entered  the  tower, 
and  was  ushered  into  a  small  and  rude  apartment,  where 
a  man  of  between  fifty  and  sixty  years  of  age,  seated  on 
a  broken  chair,  though  habited  in  a  rich  mht  dc  chambrt^ 
was  engaged  in  conversation  with  a  general  officer,  a  man 
of  fewer  years,  whose  finger  was  indicating  certain  points 
upon  a  map,  which,  with  many  other  papers,  lay  on  a 
rude  table  before  them.  Extreme  dejection  was  the 
prevailing  expression  that  overspread  the  countenance  of 
the  elder,  while  there  mingled  with  the  sadness  that 
marked  the  noble  features  of  the  other,  a  tinge  of  sub- 
dued anger,  as  certain  suggestions  he  offered,  when  he 
laid  his  finger,  from  time  to  time,  on  the  map,  were 
received  with  coldness,  if  not  with  refusal, 

"  Here  at  least  we  can  make  a  bold  stand,"  said  the 
general,  and  his  eye  flashed,  and  his  brow  knit  as  he 
Spoke. 

80 


1 


The  Whin  Horse  of  the  Peppers 

"  I  fear  not,  Sarsefield,"  said  the  king,  for  it  wsu  the 
uiirortunate  James  the  Second  who  spoke. 

Sarsefield  withdrew  his  hand  suddenly  from  the  map, 
and  folding  his  arms,  became  silent. 

"  May  it  please  you,  my  liege,"  said  the  horseman, 
whose  entry  had  not  been  noticed  by  either  Sarsefield  or 
his  sovereign.  "  I  hope  I  have  not  intruded  on  your 
majesty." 

"  Who  speaks  ?  "  said  the  king,  as  he  shaded  his  eyes 
from  the  light  that  burned  on  the  table,  and  looked  into 
the  gloom  where  the  other  was  standing. 

"Your  enemies,  my  liege,"  said  Sarsefield,  with  some 
bitterness,  "  would  not  be  so  slow  to  discover  a  tried 
friend  of  your  majesty  —  'tis  the  White  Horseman;" 
and  Sarsefield,  as  he  spoke,  gave  a  look  full  of  welcome 
and  joyous  recognition  towards  him. 

The  horseman  fell,  with  the  pride  of  a  gallant  spirit, 
all  that  the  general's  look  and  manner  conveyed,  and  he 
bowed  his  head,  respectfully,  to  the  leader,  whose  bold- 
ness and  judgment  he  so  often  had  admired. 

"  Ha!  my  faithful  White  Horseman,"  said  the  king. 

"Your  majesty's  poor  and  faithful  subject,  Gerald 
Pepper,"  was  the  answer. 

"  You  have  won  the  name  of  the  White  Horseman," 
said  Sarsefield,  "and  you  deserve  to  wear  it." 

The  Horseman  bowed. 

"  The  general  is  right,"  said  the  king.  "  I  shall  never 
remember  you  under  any  other  name.  You  and  your 
white  horse  have  done  good  service." 

"Would  that  they  could  have  done  more,  my  liege," 
was  the  laconic  and  modest  reply. 

"Would  that  every  one,"  laying  some  stress  on  the 
word,  "  had  been  as  true  to  the  cause  yeittrday  /  "  said 
Sarsefield. 

"  And  what  has  brought  you  here  ? "  said  the  king, 
anxious  perhaps  to  escape  from  the  thought  that  his 
gent-ral's  last   words  had  suggested. 
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"  1  came,  my  liege,  to  ask  permission  to  bid  your  mAy-  i 
csty    farewell,  and  beg  the  privilege  to  kiss   your  roysit  [ 


hand." 

"  Farewell  ?  "  echoed  the  king,  startled  at  the  word. 
"Are yen,  loo,  going  ?  — every  one  deserts  me  !  "     Thw 
;  anguish  Jn  the  tone  of  his  voice,  for,  as  he 


spoke,  his  eye  fell  upon 
the  portrait  of  his  favo< 
remembrance  that  she,  hi 
remark  from  the  lips  of 
brancc  came  across  his  ^, 
He  was  suddenly  silent 
closed  his  eyes  in  anguish. 


which  encircled 
lughter,  Anne,  and  the 
biU,  had  excited  the  same 
icr — that  bitter  remem- 
1  smote  him  to  the  heart, 
i  brow  contracted  —  he 
d    oiu   bitter  tear    sprang 


from  under  either  lid  at  the  thought.  He  passed  his 
hand  across  his  face,  and  wiped  away  the  womanish 
evidence  of  his  weakness. 

"Do  not  say  I  desert  you,  my  liege,"  said  Gerald 
Pepper.  "I  leave  you,  't  is  true,  for  the  present,  but  I 
do  not  leave  you,  until  I  can  see  no  wav  in  which  1  can 
be  longer  useful.  While  in  my  own  immediate  district, 
there  were  many  ways  in  which  my  poor  services  might 
be  made  available ;  my  knowledge  of  the  county,  of  its 
people  and  its  resources,  it  passes  and  its  weak  points, 
were  of  service.  But  here,  or  farther  southward,  where 
your  majesty  is  going,  I  can  no  longer  do  any  thing 
which  might  win  the  distinction  that  vour  majesty  and 
General  Sarseficld  are  pleased  to  honour  me  with." 

"You  have  still  a  stout  heart,  a  clear  head,  a  bold 
arm,  and  a  noble  horse,"  said  Sarsetield. 

"  I  have  also,  a  weak  woman  and  helpless  children, 
general,"  said  Gerald  Pepper, 

The  appeal  was  irresistible  —  Sarsefield  was  silent. 

"  But  though  I  cannot  longer  aid  with  my  arm  —  my 
wishes  and  my  prayers  shall  follow  your  majesty  —  and 
whenever  I  may  be  thought  an  agent  to  be  made  useful, 
my  king  has  but  to  command  the  willing  services  of  his 
subject." 
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"  Faithfully  promised,"  said  the  Icing. 

"The  promise  shall  be  as  faithfully  kept,"  said  his 
follower;  "but  before  1  leave,  may  I  beg  the  favour  of 
a  moment's  private  conversation  with  your  majesty  ? " 

"Speak  any  thing  you  have  to  communicate  before 
Sarsefield,"  said  the  king. 

Gerald  Pepper  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  be  was  strug- 
gling between  his  sovereign's  command  and  his  own  deli- 
cacy of  feeling ;  but  overcoming  the  latter,  in  deference 
to  the  former,  he  said  : 

"  Your  majesty's  difficulties  with  respect  to  money 
supplies." 

"  1  know,  I  know,"  said  the  king,  somewhat  impa- 
tiently, "  I  owe  you  five  hundred  pieces." 

"Oh!  my  liege,"  said  the  devoted  subject,  dropping 
on  his  knee  before  him,  "  deem  me  not  so  unworthy  as 
to  seek  to  remind  your  majesty  of  the  trifle  you  did  me 
honour  to  allow  me  to  lay  at  your  disposal ;  1  only  re- 
gret I  had  not  the  means  of  contributing  more.  It  is 
not  that;  but  I  have  brought  here  another  hundred 
pieces,  it  is  all  I  can  raise  at  present,  and  if  your  majesty 
will  further  honour  me  hy  the  acceptance  of  so  poor  a 
pittance,  when  the  immediate  necessities  of  your  army 
may  render  every  trifle  a  matter  of  importance,  I  shall 
leave  you  with  a  more  contented  spirit,  conscious  that  I 
have  done  all  within  my  power  for  my  king."  And  us 
he  spoke,  he  laid  on  a  table  a  purse  containing  the  gold. 

"  I  cannot  deny  that  we  are  sorely  straitened,"  said  the 
king,  "  but  I  do  not  like." 

"  Pray  do  not  refuse  it,  my  liege,"  said  Gerald,  still 
kneeling  —  "  do  not  refuse  the  last  poor  service  your  sub- 
ject may  ever  h.ive  it  in  his  power  to  do  in  your  cause." 

"Well,"  said  the  king,  "I  accept  it  —  but  I  would 
not  do  so  if  1  wore  not  sure  of  having,  one  day,  the 
means  of  rewarding  your  loyaltv  and  generosity."  And 
thus  allowing  himself  to  be  the  dupe  of  his  own  fallacious 
hopes,  he  took  from  poor  Gerald  Pepper  the  last  hundred 
83 


Legends  and  Stmries  af  Ireland' 


■rich  tltac  bippv  BtsSiKf 
in  accepcixg 


**  vV hC  iio  you  porpokE 
«iui  tbe  king. 

"  To  MCnen  ta  atj  booK  xs  sooa  a»  I  m^,  nif  Bl^c.* 

■*  1/  k  be  )K7  &K  B>  tw  tfernco  from  tin  kio^daai  hf 
taj  WMBMnl  Mn-tn-bar,  I  hope  be  mr  be  mescdul  m 
ffly  pcapfei  sad  tkat  nooe  ^i^  n^r  ^m  dmr  idbereoce 
tri  the  cauae  of  their  riahtful  sovereign." 

'-  [  wi*h,  mv  lieae,"  said  Geraiii,  -  that  he  mav  have 
half  the  crins [deration  tor  hii  /'-.■j.'."  i!jb'';ct.i  thj.c  vour 
majeitv  had  for  vour  Enpuk  on&i ;  "  an^  he  shook  his 
head  doubtfullv  as  he  spolce,  and  hij  countenance  sud- 
denly fell' 

A  hard-drawn  sijh  escaped  from  Sar^er.eld,  and  then. 


biting   his   hp,  and   with   knitted   b; 

\<jri)L  of  bitter  meaning  with  Gerald  Peppi 


le  exchanaed  a 


■'Adie 


ther 


r  gof)d    frie 


aid  the  king, 
,   saddle. 


will  £o.  See 
Once  more, 
the    White 


:nd  to  hi)  saddle,  Sarsetield. 
Kina  James  will  not  for^e 
Horseman."  So'saying,  he  waved  his  h, 
Gerald  Pepper  bowed  low  to  his  sovereign,  and  SarsetieM 
followed  him  from  the  chamber.  Thev  were  both  silent 
till  they  arrived  at  the  portal  of  the  tower,  and  when  the 
door  was  opened,  Sarsefield  crossed  the  threshold  with  the 
visitor,  and  stepped  into  the  fresh  air,  which  he  inhaled 
audibly  three  or  four  times,  as  if  it  were  a  relief  to  him. 
"Good  night,  General  Sarsefield,"  said  Gerald. 


I    A(  (hi;  btidle   r,f  the    Boiiif 


«hfii  t 


bushier  before  ther 
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"  Good  night,  my  gsdlant  friend,"  said  Sarsefield,  in  a 
voice  that  expressed  much  vexation  of  spirit. 

*'  Don't  be  too  much  cast  down,  general,"  said  Gerald, 
*'  better  days  may  come,  and  fairer  fields  be  fought." 

*'  Never,  never  \  "  said  Sarsefield.  "  Never  was  a 
feirer  field  than  that  of  yesterday,  never  was  a  surer 
game  if  it  had  been  rightly  played.  But  there  is  a  fate, 
my  friend,  hangs  over  our  cause,  and  I  fear  that  destiny 
throws  against  us." 

"  Speak  not  thus,  general,  —  think  not  thus." 

"Would  that  I  could  think  otherwise  —  but  I  fear  I 
speak  prophetically." 

"  Do  you  then  give  up  the  cause  ? "  said  Gerald  in 
surprise. 

"  No,"  said  Sarsefield,  firmly,  almost  fiercely.  "  Never 
—  I  may  die  in  the  cause,  but  I  will  never  desert  it,  at 
long  as  I  have  a  troop  to  follow  me  —  but  I  must  not 
loiter  here.     Farewell!     Where  is  your  horse?" 

"  I  left  him  in  the  care  of  one  of  the  attendants." 

"  I  hope  you  arc  well  mounted." 

"  Yes  i  here  comes  my  chai^er." 

"  What !  "  said  Sarsefield,  "  the  white  horse ! " 

"  Yes,  surely,"  said  Gerald  ;  "  you  never  saw  me  back 
any  other." 

"  But  after  the  tremendous  fatigue  of  yesterday,"  said 
Sarsefield  in  surprise,  "  is  it  possible  he  is  still  fresh  >  " 

"  Fresh  enough  to  serve  my  turn  for  to-night,"  said 
Gerald,  as  he  mounted  into  the  saddle.  The  white  horse 
gave  a  low  neigh  of  seeming  satisfaction  as  his  master 
resumed  his  seat. 

"  Noble  brute  !  "  said  Sarsefield,  as  he  patted  the  horse 
on  the  neck,  which  was  arched  into  the  proud  bend  of 
a  bold  steed  who  knows  a  bold  rider  is  on  his  back. 

"  And  now  farewell,  general,"  said  Gerald,  extending 
his  hand. 

"  Farewell,  my  friend.  Fate  is  unkind  to  deny  the 
charm  of  a  victorious  cause  to  so  gallant  a  spirit." 
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"There  is  more  gallantry  in  remaining  unshaken 
under  defeat ;  and  you,  general,  arc  a  bright  example  of 
the  fact." 

"Good  night,  good  night,"  said  Sarsefield,  anxious  to 
escape  from  hearing  his  own  praise,  and  wringing  the 
hand  that  was  presented  to  him  with  much  warmth:  he 
turned  towards  the  portal  of  the  tower,  but  before  he 
entered,  Gerald  again  address       him. 

"  Pray  tell  mc,  general,  is  youf  regiment  here  ?  Before 
I  go,  I  would  wish  to  uke  leave  of  the  ofltcere  of  that 
gallant  corps,  in  whose  ranks  I  have  had  the  honour  lo 
draw  a  sword." 

"  They  are  not  yet  arrived.  They  are  on  the  road, 
perhaps,  bv  this  time;  but  I  urdcrcd  thcv  slioulJ  be  the 
last  to  leave  Dublin,  for  as,  yesterday,  ihey  sullered  the 
disgrace  of  being  led  the  first  out  of  the  battle,'  1  took 
care  they  should  have  the  honour  of  being  the  last  in  the 
rear  to-night,  to  cover  our  retrt'at." 

"  Then  remember  nic  to  them,"  said  Gerald. 

"They  can  never  forget  the  White  Horseman,"  said 
Sarsefield;  "and  they  shall  hear  you  left  the  kind  word 
of  remembrance  for  them.      Once  more,  good  night." 

"Good  night,  general;    God's  blessing  be  upon  you!" 

"  Amen  !  "  said  Sarsefield  ;   "  and  with  you." 

They  then  wrung  each  other's  hand  in  silence.  Sarse- 
field re-entered  the  tower,  and  Gerald  Pepper  giving  the 
rein  to  his  steed,  the  white  horse  left  the  spot  as  rapidlv 
as  he  had  approached  it. 

For  some  days,  Gerald  Pepper  remained  in  Dublin, 
where  he  had  ridden  to,  the  night  after  his  interview 
with  the  king.  The  house  of  a  friend  afforded  him 
shelter,  for  he  did    not  deem    it   prudent  to  be  seen  in 


public, 
vices 


"  Ja? 

'  Sarstfield's    rcg 
enemy,  was  oblijjrd 


,nd  his 


;  too   notorious. 


,  who  chose  to  fl' 


after    hsi  ing    rtpcitcJIv    rqnilf^ed    the 
the  field  in  nrdtr  to  protect  the  person 
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course  dangerous.  He,  therefore,  was  obliged  to  submit 
to  being  cooped  up  in  an  attic  in  his  friend's  house, 
while  he  suycd  in  the  city.  His  sojourn  in  Dublin 
originated  in  his  anxiety  to  hear  what  was  going  forward 
at  head-quarters;  for  there  was  but  too  much  reason  to 
fear,  from  all  former  examples  in  Ireland,  that  forfeit- 
ures to  a  great  extent  would  take  place,  and  to  ascertain 
whether  his  name  should  be  amongst  the  proscribed  was 
the  object  that  detained  him  from  his  home.  His  patience, 
however,  became  exhausted,  and  one  morning,  when  his 
friend  came  to  speak  with  him  previously  to  going  forth 
into  the  city  to  see  and  hear  what  was  stirring,  Gerald 
said  he  could  endure  the  restraint  of  his  muation  and 
the  absence  from  his  family  no  longer.  "  My  poor 
Magdalene,"  said  he,  "cannot,  I  know,  endure  the  sus- 
pense attendant  upon  my  absence  much  longer,  and  her 
gentle  nature  will  sink  under  so  severe  atrial;  there- 
fore, my  excellent,  my  kind  friend,  to-morrow  morning 
I  will   leave  you." 

"  Perhaps  a  day  or  two  more  may  set  your  mind  at 
rest  i  or,  at  least,  will  end  your  suspense  respecting  the 
course  about  to  be  pursued  with  the  adherents  of  the 
king." 

"  I  wait  no  longer  than  to-day,"  said  Gerald,  '*  I  am 
resolved," 

His  friend  sallied  forth,  with  this  paning  assurance 
from  his  guest,  and  had  not  been  absent  more  than  an 
hour  or  two,  when  he  returned;  a  low  tap  at  the  door 
(if  Gerald's  apartment  announced  his  presence;  the  bolt 
was  drawn,  and  he  entered. 

"Gerald  I  "  said  his  friend,  grasping  his  hand,  and 
remaining  silent. 

"I  understand,"  said  (Jcrald  ;  "  I  am  a  ruined  man." 

How  deeply  expressive  of  meaning  mere  voice  and 
action  become  under  the  influence  of  feeling.  Here  the 
uttering  of  a  name,  and  the  grasping  of  a  hand,  were 
more  potent  than  langu^c;  for  words  could  not  so  soon 
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have  expressed  ihe  fatal  truth,  as  the  electric    sympathjp 
that   conveyed   to  Gerald's   mind    the    meaning    of  his  J 
friend.      How  mysterious  the  influence  between  thought  J 
and  action  ;   I  do  not  mean  the  action  that  is  the  result  ' 
of  mere  habit,  but  that  action  which  we  cannot  avoid, 
being  a  law  of  nature,  and  w*'''-^>    every  one  indulges  in 
under  the  influence  of  strc  Fections  of  the    tnind. 

Grief  and  joy,  hope  and  de;  fear  and  courage,  have 

each  an  action  to   distinguisl  m,  as  strongly  marked 

as  the  distinctions  which  si  e  different  species. 

His  friend  made  no  othi..  ,  :wcr  to  Gerald's  ejacula- 
tion, than  a  suppressed  groan,  and  then  another  tierce 
grasp  of  the  hand  and  a  melancholy  look  into  each  other's 
eyes  passed  between  them,  Tbcv  then  pancd  palms, 
and  each  took  a  seat,  and  thcv  sat  opposite  to  cych  other, 
for  some  minutes,  in  perfect  silence.  In  that  interval  the 
minds  of  both  were  busily  engaged.  Gerald's  tboughcs 
flew  back,  at  once,  to  his  home,  his  dear  home ;  he 
thought  of  his  sweet  Magdalene  and  his  darling  children. 
He  saw  Magdalene  deprived  of  the  comforts  of  life, 
without  a  roof  to  shelter  her,  and  heard  his  babes  cry  for 
food,  as  they  shivered  in  the  cold ;  the  thought  overcame 
him,  and  he  hid  his  face  in  his  hands.  The  mind  of  his 
friend  had  been  engaged,  at  the  moment,  as  to  what  was 
the  best  course  Gerald  could  pursue  under  existing 
circumstances,  and  his  case,  though  hard,  seemed  not 
hopeless.  Therefore,  when  he  saw  Cicrald  sink  as  he 
had  done,  unconscious  of  the  bitter  thought  that  over- 
came him,  he  rose  from  his  seat,  and  laying  his  hand 
kindlv  on  the  shoulder  of  his  friend,  he  said  : 

"  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  man  !  matters  are  not  so  desper- 
ate as  to  reduce  you  to  despair  at  once,  ^ou  arc  net 
the  man  I  take  you  for,  if  such  a  blow  as  this,  heavy 
though  it  be,  overcome  you." 

Gerald  looked  up;  his  eve  was  bright  and  his  counte- 
nance serene,  as  he  met  the  compassionating  look  that 
was  cast  upon  himi  he  had  recovered  all  his  self-posses- 


The  White  Horse  of  the  Peppers 

lion.  The  voice  of  his  friend  had  diapcllcd  the  terrible 
viiioii  that  fancy  had  presented  him  with,  and  recalled 
bis  ideas  from  home,  where  his  a&ctionate  mature  first 
prompted  them  to  fly. 

"  I  do  not  dcapair,"  he  taid,  **  nor  am  I  overcome. 
There  was  a  terrihle  thought  came  over  me  that  moment, 
which  quite  unmanned  me,  but  you  see  I  im  calm 
%ain." 

"  Yes,  you  look  like  yourself  now." 

**  And  will  not  relapse,  I  promise  you.  When  once  I 
know  the  worst,  I  am  equal  to  meet  my  destiny,  what- 
ever it  may  be:  and  having  said  so  much,  tell  me  what 
that  fate  is.  Ruined,  I  know  I  am;  but  tell  me  in  what 
d^ee.  Is  my  person  denounced,  as  well  as  my  patri- 
mony plundered  from  me  \ " 

"  No.  Your  life  and  freedom  are  not  menaced,  but 
your  property  is  forfeited,  and,  in  all  probabili^,  many 
days  will  not  ehipse  until  you  may  be  dispossessed  I^ 
some  new  master." 

**Day8!"  said  Gcrald,tthoursyou  mean;  thesegentiy 
make  quick  work  of  such  matten.  1  must  hasten  home 
directly." 

"Will  not  to-morrow  answer?"  asked  his  friend j 
"  to-day  may  be  profitably  spent  here,  in  consulting  your 
best  mode  of  proceeding,  as  regards  the  fiiture." 

**  The  lapse  of  one  day  might  produce  a  loss  of  some 
consequence  to  a  man  who  is  robbed  of  every  acre  be 
has  in  the  world." 

"  How  ? "  asked  his  friend. 

"  I  would  like  to  be  beforehand  with  the  plunderers, 
that  I  m^ht  secure  any  small  articles  of  value,  such  as 
jewels  or  plate,  from  their  clutches." 

"  Surely,  thtst  arc  not  included  in  the  forfeiture  of  a 
man's  lands." 

"  The  troopers  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  will  not  be 
very  nice  in  making  such  legal  distinctions ;  therefore  I 
will  hasten  home,  and  save  all  I  can  from  the  wreck," 
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"  Before  you  go,  one  word  more,"  said  his  friend. 
"  If  your  property  happen  to  fall  to  [he  lot  of  a  trooper, 
as  you  say;  one  of  these  fellows  would  rather  have  a 
round  sum  of  hard  cash,  than  be  encumbered  with  lands; 
and  if  you  manage  matters  well,  a  few  hundred  pieces 
may  buy  off  the  invader.  '  '  k-e  heard  of  hundreds  of 
broad  acres  being  so  saved,  romwell's  time." 

"  That  hope  of  rescue  i:  'arred  me,"  said  Gerald  [ 
"  all  the  disposable  cash  I  h         [  gave  to  the  king," 

"  What !   not  a  rouleau  left  r  " 

"The  last  hundred  1  could  command,  I  gave  him." 

"That's  unfortunate,"  said  his  friend-,  "the  more 
so,  as  it  is  beyond  my  power  to  supply  the  want." 

"I  know  it  —  I  know  It,"  said  Gerald,  impaticntlv, 
"don't  name  it.  If  Heaven  be  pleased  to  spare  me  life 
and  health,  I  shall  be  able  to  weather  the  storm.  I  have 
as  much  plate  and  other  valuLibles  as,  when  converted 
into  cash,  will  enable  mc  to  carry  my  family  to  France, 
and  still  leave  something  in  my  purse.  At  the  French 
court,  I  hope  I  can  reckon  on  a  good  reception,  and  I 
have  my  sword  to  offer  to  the  service  of  the  French 
king,  and  I  doubt  not,  from  the  interest  I  think  I  can 
reckon  on,  that  I  should  find  employment  in  the  ranks 
of  the  gallant  Louis." 

"  You  have  decided  soon  on  your  course  of  proceeding, 
Gerald,"  said  his  friend,  somewhat  surprised  at  the  cool- 
ness and  decision  he  exhibited. 

"  Yes  i  and  you  wonder  at  it,"  said  Gerald,  "  because 
you  saw  me  cast  down  for  a  moment ;  but  the  bitter 
thought  that  overcame  me  is  past.  I  see  distinctly  the 
path  before  me  which  will  secure  my  wife  and  children 
from  want,  and  that  once  secured,  I  repine  not,  nor  shall 
cast  one  regret  after  the  property  I  have  lost  in  a  noble 
cause.  Farewell,  my  friend  !  Thanks  and  blessings  be 
yours,  from  me  and  mine,  for  all  your  care  for  me. 
Before  I  leave  Ireland  you  shall  see  me  again,  but  for 
the  present,  farewell !  " 
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In  ten  minutes  more,  Gerald  Pepper  was  in  his  saddle, 
and  his  trusty  steed  was  bearing  him  to  the  home  that 
cost  him  so  much  anxiety. 

As  he  pushed  his  way  rapidly  along  the  road,  his 
thoughts  were  so  wholly  engrossed  by  his  present  calami^ 
tous  circumstances,  that  he  heeded  no  outward  object, 
nor  even  uttered  one  cheering  word,  or  sound  of  encour- 
^ement,  to  his  favourite  horse ;  and  it  was  not  until  the 
noble  round  tower  of  Swords  rose  upon  his  view,  that 
he  became  conscious  of  how  far  he  had  progressed  home- 
wards, and  of  the  speed  with  which  he  had  been  going  i 
he  drew  the  bridle  when  he  arrived  at  the  summit  of  the 
hill  that  commands  the  extensive  plain  which  lies  at  the 
foot  of  the  mountain  range  that  skirts  the  counties  of 
Dublin  and  Kildare,  and  stretches  onward  into  Meath  and 
Lowth,  and  the  more  northern  counties.  The  mountains 
of  Carlingford  and  Mourne  spired  upwards  in  their  beau- 
tiful forms,  where  the  extreme  distance  melted  into  blue 
haze,  and  the  sea  could  scarcely  be  distinguished  from  the 
horizon  :  but  nearer,  on  his  right,  its  level  line  of  blue 
was  distinctly  defined,  as  glimpses  of  it  appeared  over  the 
woods  of  Fehrum  and  Malahide,  occasionally  broken  by 
the  promontory  of  Howth,  the  grotesque  pinnacles  of 
Ireland's  Eye,  and  the  bold  island  of  Lambay. 

As  he  was  leisurely  deccnding  the  hill  into  the  village 
beneath  him,  a  figure  suddenly  appeared  on  a  bank  that 
overhung  the  road,  and  leaped  into  the  highway  ;  he  ran 
over  towards  Gerald,  and  clasping  his  knee  with  both 
hands,  said,  with   fervour  — 

"  God  save  you,  Masihcr  Gerald,  dear!  oh  then  is  that 
yourself  safe  and  sound  again  ?  " 

"What!"  said  Gerald,  in  surprise,  "RoryOge!  — 
by  what  chance  arc  you  here  ?  " 

"  You  may  s;iy  chance,  sure  enough  —  wait  a  minit, 

and  I  'II  tell  you,  for  it's  out  o'  breath  I  am  with  the 

race  I  made  acrass  the  fields,  without,  when  I  seen  you 

powdherin'  down  the  road   at  the  rate  of  a  hunt,  and 
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ould  be  gone  past  and  out  o'  call 

the  ditch." 

ell?"  sud  Gerald,  "can  you  tell 


^erald,  devoutly.  ^| 

as  been  fretting."  ^ 

wondhcr,  the  poor  mis- 
;rful,  and  I  was  goin'  to 


afear'd  I  was  you 

before  I  could  get 
"Js  my  family 

me  ?  " 

"  They  're  all  hearty." 
"  Thanks  be  to  God,"  sa-'' 
"Amen,"  responded  R 
"  My  poor  wife,  I  sup| 
"  Throth  to  be  sure,  a 

thiss  i  but  she  keeps  up  won< 

Dublin  myself  lo  look  for  you 


*'  Yis,  me,  and  why  not  ?  ai  1  very  nigh  missin'  you  I 
was,  and  would,  onlv  for  Tareaway  here,"  putting  his 
hand  on  the  neck  of  the  horse  ;  "  for  you  wor  so  far  off 
when  I  first  got  a  sight  o'  you,  that  I  think  I  would  n"t 
have  minded  you,  but  I  knew  the  proud  toss  of  Tare- 
away's  head,  more  betoken  the  while  coat  of  him  makes 
him  so  noticeable." 

"But  who  sent  vou  to  Dublin,  to  look  for  me?  " 

"  Myself,  and  nobody  else  —  it  was  my  own  notion; 
for  I  seen  the  misthiss  was  onaisv,  and  I  had  a  misgivin' 
somehow  that  I  'd  come  upon  vou,  and  sure  enough  I 
did,  for  here  vou  are." 

"  But  not  in  Dublin,  Rorv,"  said  Gerald,  who  could 
not  forbear  a  smile  even  in  his  sadness. 

"  Well,  it  's  all  one,  sure,"  said  Rorv,  "  for  here  you 
arc,  and  I  found  you,  as  I  said  before;  and  now,  Masther 
Gerald  dear,  that  I  see  you  're  safe  yourself,  will  you  tell 
me  how  matthcrs  goes  on  wid  the  king  and  his  cause  ?  " 

"  Badly  enough,  I  fear,  Rory,  and  worse  with  his 
friends,"   said   Gerald,  with  a  hcavv   sigh, 

Rory  caught  at  his  meaning  with  native  intelligence, 
and  looking  up  into  his  face  with  the  most  touching 
'expression  of  affection  and  anxiety,  said,  "God  keep  uz 
from  harm,  Masther  Gerald  dear,  and  sure  it 's  not  your- 
self that  is  come  to  throuble,  I  hope," 
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"Yes,  Rory,"  said  Gerald,  "  I  am  a  ruined  man.'* 

**Oh  Masther  Gerald  dear,  don't  say  that,"  said  Roiy, 
with  much  emotion.  "  Who  dar*  ruinate  you  ? "  said 
he,  indignantly ;  and  then,  his  voice  dropping  into  a  tone 
of  tenderness,  he  added,  "  Who  'd  have  the  bean  to 
ruinate  you  ?  '* 

"  Those  who  have  nothing  to  fear  nor  love  me  for, 
Rory,"  answered  Gerald. 

"Is  it  them  vagabone  Williamites — them  thnitors 
to  their  king  and  their  God  and  their  counthry  —  them 
outlandish  villians  !  The  Peppers  o'  Ballygarth  ruinated ! 
Oh  what  will  the  counthry  come  to  at  all  at  all ! !  But 
how  is  it  they  can  ruinate  you,  Masther  Gerald  /  " 

"  By  leaving  me  without  house  or  land." 

"  You  don't  want  to  make  me  believe  tbey  'U  dhrive 
you  out  o'  Ballyganh  P " 

**  Ballygarth  is  no  longer  mine,  Rory.  I  shall  not 
have  an  acre  left  me." 

"  Why,  who  dar  for  to  take  it  from  you  ?  " 

"Those  who  have  power  to  do  so  now,  Rory;  the 
conquerors  at  the  Boyne." 

"  Why,  bad  cess  to  them,  sure  they  won  the  day  there, 
and  more  's  the  pity,"  said  Rory,  "  and  what  do  they 
want  more  ?  Sure,  when  they  won  the  day,  that 's 
enough; — we  don't  deny  it;  and  sorry  I  am  to  say  that 
same;  —  but  sure  that  should  contint  any  raisonable  fac- 
tion, without  robbin'  the  people  afther.  Why,  suppose 
a  chap  was  impidint  to  me,  and  that  I  gev  him  a  wal- 
lopin'  for  it,  sure  that  ud  be  no  raison  why  I  should  take 
the  clothes  atF  his  back,  or  rob  him  iv  any  thrifle  he 
might  have  about  him;  and  isn't  it  all  mi?  Sure, 
instid  of  havin'  a  crow  over  him  for  bein'  the  best  man, 
I  'd  only  be  a  common  robber,  knockin'  a  man  down  for 
what  I  could  get.  And  what  differ  is  there  betune  the 
cases  ? " 

"  That  you  are  only  an  humble  man,  Rory,  and  that 
the  other  person  is  a  king." 
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"  Well,  and  sure  if  he  is  a  king,  should  n't  he  behave 
as  iiuh,  and  give  a  good  example  instead  of  doin*  a  daxf 
turn  like  that  ?  Why  should  a  king  do  what  a  poor 
man,  like  me,  would  be  ashamed  of?  " 

Here,  Rory  broke  out  into  a  mingled  strain  of  indig- 
nation against  the  oppres  1  lament  for  the  oppressed, 
and  wound  up  by  this  vi  mentative  and  convincing 
peroration  — 

"  And  so  that  furrin  r 
to  rob  and  plundher  ai 
for  what,  I  'd  like  to  km 
for  the  rale  king,  your  t 
is?  Bad  fortune  to  him. 
all,  he'd  on 


',  they  call  a  king,  is  goin' 
dhcr  you  intirely,  —  and 
Is  it  bekase  you  stud  up 
ng,  and  your  counthry,  it 
if  he  had  any  honour  at 
,'  like  VDu  the  tictlhcr  iv  ii ;  and,  instead  iv 
pursuin'  you  with  his  blackguard  _/sur-/u/W  !aws,^  it's 
plazed  he  ought  to  be  that  you  did  n't  come  acrass  him 
yourself  when  your  swoord  was  in  vour  hand,  and  the 
white  horse  undher  vou.  Oh,  the  yollow-faced  thief! 
he  has  no  gratitude  ! !  " 

A  great  deal  more  of  equally  good  reasoning  and  abuse 
was  indulged  in  by  Rory,  as  he  walked  beside  the  white 
horse  and  his  rider.  Gerald  remained  silent  until  they 
arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  were  about  to  enter 
the  village,  when  he  asked  his  cumpanion  what  he  in- 
tended doing,  now  that  he  had  found  the  object  of  his 
search. 

"Why,  I  '11  go  back  to  be  sure,"  said  Rory,  "  and  be 
of  any  use  I  can  to  you;  but  you  had  betther  make  no 
delay  in  life,  Mastlier  Gerald,  but  make  otF  to  the  mis- 
thriss  as  fast  as  you  can,  for  it  's  the  heart  of  her  will  leap 
for  joy  when  she  claps  her  two  good  looking  eyes  on  you." 
"I  intend  doing  so,  Rorv  ;  and   I   will  expect  to  see 


"It  mav  be  a  thriflc  later  nor  that,  Masther  Gerald, 
for  I  incind  stoppin'  in  Swoords  to-night ;  but  you  '11  see 
me  afore  long,  any  how." 

'  Some  mystificition  of  Rury's  about  "JhrfiiuJ." 
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"Then,  good  bye,  Rory,  for  the  present,"  said  Gerald, 
aa  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  sweeping  at  a  rapid 
pace  round  one  of  the  angles  of  the  picturesque  castle 
that  formerly  commanded  the  entrance  to  the  village,  he 
was  soon  lost  to  the  sight  of  Rory  Ogc,  who  sent  many 
an  affectionate  look  and  blessing  after  him. 

The  appearance  of  Rory  Oge  was  too  sudden,  to  per- 
mit any  explanation  to  be  given  to  the  reader  of  who  he 
was,  when  Arst  introduced  into  the  story ;  but  now  that 
the  horseman's  absence  gives  a  little  breathing  time,  a 
word,  or  two,  on  that  subject  may  not  be  inapposite. 

Rory  Oge  was  foster-brother  to  Gerald  Pepper,  and 
hence  the  aiFcction  and  familiarity  of  address  that  ex- 
isted and  was  permitted  between  them.  In  Ireland,  as 
in  Scotbnd,  the  ties  thus  originating  between  two  persons 
who  have  been  nurtured  at  the  same  breast,  are  held  as 
very  dear,  and  were  even  more  so,  formerly,  than  now. 
Rory  Oge  might  thus,  as  foster-brother  to  Gerald,  have 
had  many  advantages,  in  the  way  of  worldly  comfort, 
which  he  not  only  did  not  sccic  for,  but  had  even  shunned. 
Making  use  of  such  advantages,  must  have  involved,  at 
the  same  time,  a  cenain  degree  of  dependence,  and  this, 
the  tone  of  his  character  would  have  rendered  unpleasing 
to  him.  There  was  a  restlessness  in  his  nature,  with 
which  a  monotonous  state  of  being  would  have  been 
incompatible;  an  independence  of  mind  also,  and  a 
something  of  romance,  which  prompted  him  to  be  a  free 
agent.  To  all  these  influences  was  added  a  passionate 
love  of  music ;  and  it  wilt  not,  therefore,  be  wondered  at, 
that  Rory  Oge  had  determined  on  becoming  an  erratic 
musician.  The  harp  and  the  bagpipes  he  had  contrived, 
even  in  his  boyhood,  to  bcc<)mc  tolerably  familiar  with; 
and  when  he  had  taken  up  the  resolution  of  becoming  a 
professed  musician,  his  proficiency  upon  both  instruments 
increased  rapidly,  until,  at  length,  he  arrived  at  a  degree 
of  excellence,  as  a  performer,  seldom  exceeded.  Ulti- 
mately, however,  the  pipes  was  the  instrument  he  prin- 
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cipall)'  practised  upon  :  his  intuitive  love  of  sweet  sounds 
would  have  prompted  him  to  the  use  of  the  harp,  but  the 
wandering  life  he  led  rendered  the  former  instrument  so 
much  more  convenient,  from  its  ponability,  that  it  be- 
came his  favourite,  from  fitness,  rather  than  choice. 

Rory  Ogc  was  seated  at 
skirts  of  a  village,  and  a 
sexes  were  dancing  on 
to  the  inspiring  music  of 
had  been  thus  employed, 
ig,  when  a  fresh  couple 
ter  inflatii^  his  bag  *sA 
his  drone,  let  forth  his 
gs,  and  was  lilting  away 


In  the  cool  of 
the  back  of  a  collage  c 
group  of  young  people  c 
the  green  sod,  in  the  rear 
his  pipes.     More  than  an  i 
and    the  twilight  was    P'^v■ll■l 
stood  up  to  dance,  and  ] 
giving   forth  the  deep  ni 

chaunter  into  one  of  his  b 

in  hi.s  merriest  style;  but  the  couplt-, 
mencing  the  dance,  joined  a  group  of  the  by-standers, 
who  seemed  to  have  got  their  heads  together  upon  some 
subject  of  importance,  and  hstened  to  the  conversation, 
instead  of  making  good  use  of  their  own  time,  the  dav's 
declining  light,  and  Rory's  incomparable  music. 

At  length  thev  turned  from  the  knot  of  talkers,  and 
were  going  to  dance,  when  the  girl  told  her  partner  she 
would  rather  have  another  jig  than  the  one  Rory  was 
playing.      The  youth  begged  of  Rorv  to  stop. 

"  For  what?  "  said  Rory. 

"  Aggy  would  rather  have  another  jig,"  said  her  beau, 
"for  she  does  n't  like  the  one  you  're  plavin'." 

"Throth,  it  's  time  for  her  to  think  iv  it,"  said  Rory, 
"and  I  playin'  away  here  all  this  time  for  nothin',  and 
obleeged  now  to  put  back  tht  tune.  Bad  cess  to  me,  but 
it  's  too  provokin',  so  it  is  i  —  and  whv  could  n't  vou  tell 
me  so  at  wanst  ?" 

"  Now  don't  be  angrv,  Ron,"  said  Agg\-,  coming 
forward  herself  to  appease  his  anger ;  — "  I  ax  vour  pardon, 
but  I  was  just  listenin'  to  the  news  that  thev  wor  tellin'." 

"  What  news  ?  "  said  the  piper.  "  I  suppose  they 
hav  n't  fought  another  battle." 
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"  No ;  but  one  would  think  you  wor  a  witch,  Roiy ; 
for,  if  it 's  not  a  battle,  there 's  a  sojer  in  it." 

"  What  sojer?  "  said  Rory,  with  earnestness. 

"  Why,  a  sojer  a'  horseback  rode  into  the  town  awhile 
agon,  jist  come  down  from  Dublin,  and  is  stoppin'  down 
below  at  the  public." 

A  thought  at  once  flashed  across  Rory's  mind  that  the 
visit  of  a  soldier  at  such  a  time  might  have  some  con- 
nexion with  the  events  he  had  become  acquainted  with 
in  the  morning,  and,  suddenly  rising  from  his  seat,  he 
said,  "  Faix,  and  I  don't  see  why  I  should  n't  see  the 
sojer  as  well  as  everybody  else,  and  so  I  '11  go  down  to 
the  public  myself." 

"  Sure,  you  won't  go,  Rory,  until  you  give  us  the  tune, 
and  we  finish  our  dance?  " 

"  Finish,  indeed,"  said  Rory  -,  "  why,  you  did  n't  begin 
it  yet." 

"  No,  but  we  will,  Rory." 

"  By  my  sowl,  you  won't,"  said  Rory  very  sturdily, 
unyoking  his  pipes  at  the  same  time. 

"  Oh,  Rory,"  said  Aggy,  in  great  dismay,  —  "  Rory  — 
if  you  plaze." 

"Well,  I  don't  plaze;  and  there's  an  end  iv  it.  I 
was  bellowsing  away  there  for  betthcr  nor  ten  minutes, 
and  the  divil  a  toe  you  'd  dance,  but  talking  all  the  time, 
and  then  you  come  and  want  me  to  put  back  the  tune. 
Now,  the  next  time  you  won't  let  good  music  be  wasted ; 
throth,  it 's  not  so  plenty." 

"Not  such  as  yours,  in  throth,  Rory,"  said  Aggy,  in 
her  own  little  coaxing  way.  —  "  Ah,  now,  Rory  ! " 

"  *T  won't  do,  Aggy  ;  you  think  to  come  over  me  now 
with  the  blarney;  but  you're  late,  says  Boyce  :  " '  and 
so  saying,  otT  he  trudged,  leaving  the  dancers  in  dudgeon. 

1  When  the   Lnrd   Thomat   Fitigeratd  discovered  (hat  (reaion 

wu  within  hii  caslle  of  Maynooth,  the  (nitor  (Paresc,  I  believe) 

ms  ordered  for  immediate  execution  in  the  Bau  Court  of  the  for- 

trtu  \  there  he  endeavoured  to  save  hii  life  by  cominintDg  a  double 

vol.  ■■.-7  97 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Irelana 

He  went  directly  to  the  public,  where  he  found  an 
English  officer  of  King  William's  cavalry  had  not  only 
arrived,  but  intended  remaining,  and,  to  that  end,  was 
superintending  ihc  grooming  of  his  horse,  before  he  was 
put  up  for  the  night  in  a  shabby  little  shed,  which  the 
landlady  of  the  public  chose  to  call  stable.      Here  Rory 


)  conversation  with  the 
ing  the  same  with  the 
le  address  so  peculiar  to 
nding  that  the  stranger 
morning,  the  suspicion 
the  dance  and  visit  the 
IS  to  the  object  of  the 
....  closer  to  the  truth,  he 
tentions  of  the  trooper  in  a 
on  the  sub- 


Oge  proceeded, 

hostler,   as  a   preliminary 

soldier  :  this  he  contrivct 

his  country  and  his  class, 

intended  going  northward  -- 

which  had  induced  him  to 

public  ripened  into  uneasir 

Stranger,  and,  desirous  to  i. 

thought  he  might  test  the  in 

way  that  would  not  betray  his 

ject,   at  the   same   rime  that  it  would  sufficiently  satisfy 

him  as  to  the  other's  proceedings.     To  this  end,  in  the 

course  of  the  desultorj'  conversation  that  may  be  supposed 

to   take   place    between    three    such    persons   as    I    have 

named,  Rory  ingeniously  contrived  to  introduce  the  name 

of  "  Ballygarth,"  watching  the  Englishman  closely  at  the 

moment,  whose  attention  became  at  once  awakened  at 

the  name,  and,  turning  quickly  to  Rorv,  he  said  — 

"  Ballygarth,  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yis,  your  honour,"  said  Rory,  with  the  most  perfect 
composure  and  seeming  indifference,  though,  at  the  same 
time,  the  success  of  his  experiment  convinced  him,  that 
the  man  who  stood  before  him  was  he  who  was  selected 
to  expel  his  beloved  foster-brother  from  his  home, 

"  How  far  is  the  place  you  name  from  this  village  ?  " 
asked  the  soldier. 

"  Indeed,  it  's  not  to  say  very  convaynicnt,"  answered 
Rory. 


o  betray  the 


treason,  and  offered  ti 

but    a   looker-on    exclaimed,    "Ymi'i 

Boyce  {  and  hence  the  raying  which  exi 


of  the  English  bes 
late!"      His   nam 
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*<  How  many  miles  do  you  reckon  it  ? " 

**  Indeed,  an'  that  same  would  be  hard  to  gay." 

**  I  think,"  said  the  hostler,  "  it  would  be  about  —  " 

"  Twenty-four  or  twenty-five,"  interrupted  Roty,  giv- 
ing the  hostler  a  telegraphic  kick  on  the  shin,  at  the  same 
time,  by  way  of  a  hint  not  to  contradict  him. 

"  Aye,  something  thereaway,"  said  the  other,  assenting 
and  rubbing  the  intelligent  spot. 

"  Why,  Drokhe-da  is  not  more  than  that  from  Dub- 
lin," said  the  trooper,  in  some  surprise. 

"  It 's  Drogheda  you  mane,  I  suppose,  sir,"  said  Rory, 
noticing  the  Englishman's  false  pronunciation,  rather 
than  his  remark  of  the  inUntional  mistake  as  to  the  dis- 
tance named. 

"Aye,  Drokctty,  or  whatever  you  call  it," 

"  Oh,  that 's  no  rule  in  life,  your  honour ;  for  Bally- 
garth,  you  see,  does  nut  lie  convaynicnt,  and  you  have 
to  go  by  so  many  cruked  roads  and  little  borreens  to 
come  at  it,  that  it  is  farther  off,  when  you  gtt  there,  than  a 
body  would  think.  Faix,  I  know,  I  wish  I  was  at  the  ind 
o'  my  journey  there  to-morrow,  for  it 's  a  long  step  to  go." 

"  Are  you  going  there,  to-morrow  ?  "  said  the  trooper. 

"  Nigh  hand  it,  sir,"  said  Rory,  with  great  composure ; 
and,  turning  to  the  hostler,  he  said,  "  That 's  a  fine  baste 
you  're  clainin',  Pethcr." 

"My  reason  for  asking,"  said  the  soldier,  "is  that  I 
am  going  in  that  direction  myself,  and,  as  vou  sav  the 
road  is  intricate,  perhaps  you  will  show  me  the  way." 

"To  be  sure  I  will,  your  honour,"  said  Rory,  en- 
deavouring to  conceal  his  dclij;ht  at  the  stranger's  falling 
into  his  designs  so  readily,  "  At  all  events,  as  far  as  I 
go  your  road,  you  're  heartily  wclkim  to  :iny  sarvicc  I  can 
do  your  honour,  only  1  'm  afcard  I 'II  dtlay  you  an  y«ur 
journey,  for  indeed  the  baste  I  have  is  jiot  the  fastest." 

"Shank's  marc,'    I  suppose,"  said  Peter,  with  a  wink. 

1  One'5  .mn  Up. 
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"  No  ;  Teddy    Ryan's  horse,"    said   Rory.       **  An*  1  '' 
suppogc  your  honour  will  be  for  stanin'  in  the  mornin*?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  soldier-,  and  he  thereupon  arranged 
with  his  intended  guide  upon  the  hour  of  their  under- 
taking their  journey  on  the  morrow;  after  which,  the 
piper  wished   him  good  niirht.  and    retired. 


The  conjecture  of  R 
tity  of  the  English  soldier 
adherents  of  King  Willi; 
emolument,  an  immcdia' 
for  the  enriching  a  gre 
religious  animosity  as  i 
community  at  large.  So 
to  secure  this  almost  in 
courts  of  judicature  were 
and    legally. 


was  right  as  to  the  idcn- 
ivas  one  ot  those  English 
whose  gratiticaiion  itnd 
nission  had  been  issued 
ly,   inflamed   as  well  by 

at  the  expense  of  the   ' 
It  was  the  haste  displayed 
QiM         nate  plunder,  that  "no 
opened  for  proceeding  regularly 
commission    was    issued,    under 


lade,  and  there  was  no 
they  could  :  but  this 
nds  in  sonic  instances, 
ndcred  it  difficult, 


which  extensive  forfcitu 

delay    in    making    what 

rapacious  spirit  defeated 

for  the  unsettled  state  of 

if  not  impossible,  to  secure  the  ill-gotten  goods,  fn 

headlong  haste  it   was   necessary   to  proceed   with.^ 

It  was  in  the  grey  of  the  succeeding  morning  that 
Rory  Oge  stole  softly  from  the  hack-door  of  tlie  house 
of  entertainment  where  he,  as  well  as  the  English  soldier. 


1  LtlanJ"  1  IrilayiJ,  hook 
*  The  !iTeeping  forfeitiin 
ny  were  dri'ven  by  itie  scvetili 
I  wilh  the  adherents  of  King  J; 


m:iJe 


■riod  were  5urh,  (hat 
1  inrlinaiion,  it>  uke 
-rv  existence  depend- 
This  protracted  (he 
contest  so  much,  thai  it  was  lameoied  cien  by  many  of  King 
mUiam',  o-uL-t, party.  In  a  letter  from  llic  Secrttarv  of  the  Lords 
Justices  to  Ginckic,  there  occurs  this  passage  :  "  Bui  I  see  niir  civil 
officers  regard  more  adding  fifty  pounds  a  year  to  the  Engli-^h  inter- 
est in  this  kingdom,  than  saving  England  the  espcnsc  of  fitly  thou- 
sand. I  promise  myself  il  is  for  (he  king's,  the  allies',  and  EngUnd's 
interest,  to  remil  most  or  all  ef  iht  jorfcilarr!,  so  that  we  could 
immediately  bring  ihe  kingdom  under  ibeir  majestie's  obedience." 
—  LtlanS s  IrelanJ,  book  vi.  chap,  vii. 
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slept,  and  proceeded  cautiously  across  the  enclosure,  in 
the  rear  of  the  house,  to  the  shed  where  the  horse  of 
the  stranger  was  stabled.  Noiselessly  he  unhasped  the 
door  of  rough  boards,  that  swung  on  one  leather  hinge, 
and,  entering  the  shed,  he  shook  from  his  hat  some  corn 
into  the  beast's  manger;  and  while  the  animal  was  en- 
gaged in  dispatching  his  breakfast,  Rory  lifted  his  fore 
foot  in  a  vciy  workmanlike  manner  into  his  lap,  and 
commenced,  with  a  rasp,  which  he  had  finessed  from  a 
smith's  forge  for  the  purpose,  to  loosen  the  nails  of  the 
shoe.  As  soon  as  he  had  accomplished  this  to  his  satis- 
bction,  he  retired  to  his  sleeping  pUce,  and  remained 
there  until  summoned  to  arise  when  the  soldier  was  ready 
to  take  the  road. 

At  the  skirts  of  the  village,  some  delay  occurred  while 
Roiy  stopped  at  the  house  of  one  of  his  friends  who  had 
promised  him  the  loan  of  a  horse  for  his  journey,  which 
arrangement  he  had  contrived  to  make  over  night.  It 
was  not  long,  however,  before  Rory  appeared,  leading 
from  behind  the  low  hut  of  the  peasant,  by  whom 
he  was  followed,  a  very  sorry  piece  of  horseflesh;  after 
mounting,  he  held  out  his  hand,  first  having  passed  it 
across  his  mouth  and  uttered  a  sharp  sound,  something 
resembling  "thp."  '  The  offered  palm  was  met  by  that 
of  his  friend,  after  a  similar  observance  on  his  part,  and 
they  shook  hands  heartily,  while  exchanging  some  words 
in  their  native  tongue.  Rory  then  signified  to  the  Eng- 
lishman that  he  was  ready  to  conduct  him. 

The  soldier  cast  a  very  discontented  eye  at  the  animal 
on  which  his  guide  was  mounted,  and  Rory  interpreted 
the  look  at  once  — 

"  Oh,  indeed,  he 's  not  the  best,  sure  enough.  I  towld 
your  honour,  last  night,  I  was  afcard  I  might  delay  you 
a  little  for  that  same ;  but  don't  be  onaisy,  he 's  better 
nor  he  looks,  like  a  singed  cat,  and,  if  we  can't  go  in  a 

I  This  practice  a  continued  to  this  day,  and  ii  luppowd  to  be 
propitiatoTy  to  good  fortune. 
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hand  gallop,  sure  there  's  the  owld  savin'  to  comfort  us, 
that  *  fcir  and  aisy  goes  far  in  a  day.'  " 

"We  have  a  long  ride  before  us,  though,"  said  the 
soldier,  "  and  your  horse,  I  'ni  afraid,  will  founder  before 
he  goes  halfway." 

"Oh,  don't  be  afeard  av  him  In  the  lastc,"  said  Rory  ; 
"  he  *s  owld,  to  be  sure,  but  an  owld  frind  is  preferrabtc 
to  a  new  inimy." 

Thus,  every  objection  on  the  part  of  the  Englishmaa 
was  met  by  Rory  with  some  old  saying,  or  piece  of  in- 
genuity of  his  own,  in  answer;  and  after  some  few 
minutes  of  conversation,  they  dropped  into  silence  and 
jogged  along. 

In  some  time,  the  notice  of  the  stranger  was  attracted 
by  the  singular  and  picturesque  tower  of  Lusk  that  arose 
on  their  sight,  and  he  questioned  Rory  as  to  its  history 
and  use. 

"  It 's  a  church  it  is,"  said  his  guide. 

"  It  looks  more  like  a  place  of  defence,"  snid  the  sol- 
dier i  "  it  is  a  square  tower  with  circular  flankers." 

"  To  be  sure,  it  is  a  place  of  ditince,"  said  Rorv. 
"  Is  n't  it  a  place  of  ditince  agin  the  devil,  ( GoJ  bless  us) 
and  all  his  works;  and  mighty  great  people  is  proud  to 
be  berrid  in  it  for  that  same.  There  is  the  Harncwells, 
(the  lords  of  Kingsland  I  mane,)  and  thev  are  berrid  in 
it  time  beyant  tellin',  and  has  an  ili[>;an[  monument  in 
it,  the  lord  himself  and  his  lady  beside  him,  an  the 
broad  o'  their  backs,  lyin'  dead,  done  to  the  /i/>."  ' 

There  was  scarcely  any  tower  or  house  that  came 
within  view  of  the  road  they  pursued,  that  did  not  present 
Rory  with  an  occasion  for  giving  some  account  of  it,  or 
recounting  some  tale  connected  with   it,  and  thus  many 

'  This  very  fine  monumeni  of  ihe  Bamevvalls,  (of  ihe  period  of 
Elizabeth,  I  believe)  has  been  lamemably  -abused,  hj-  hiving  some 
iron  bars  inserted  inlo  the  recumhcnl  effigies  upon  il,  Inr  the  purpose 
of  supporling  a  pulpit.      It  is  a  pity  that   piety  and  propriety  are 
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a  mile  was  passed  over.  It  must  be  confnsed,  to  be 
sure,  that  Roiy  had  most  of  the  conversation  to  himself, 
KB  the  soldier  helped  him  very  little  ;  but  as  Rory's  object 
was  to  keep  his  attention  engaged  and  while  away  the 
time,  and  delay  him  on  the  road  as  long  as  he  could,  he 
did  not  relax  in  his  efforts  to  entertain,  however  little 
reciprocity  there  was,  on  that  score,  between  him  and  his 
companion.  At  last,  he  led  him  from  the  high  road 
into  every  small  by-way  that  could  facilitate  his  purpose 
of  delaying,  as  well  as  of  tiring  the  trooper  and  his 
horse  too,  to  say  nothing  of  his  plan  of  having  a  shoe 
lost  by  the  charger  in  a  remote  spot.  Many  a  wistful 
glance  was  cast  at  the  fore  shoe,  and,  at  last,  he  had  the 
pleasure  to  see  it  cast,  unnoticed  by  the  rider.  This, 
Rory  said  nothing  about,  until  they  had  advanced  a  mile 
or  two,  and  then,  looking  down  for  some  time  as  if  in 
anxious  observation,  he  exclaimed,  "  By  dad,  I  'm  afeard 
your  horse's  fore  shoe  is  gone." 

The  dragoon  pulled  up  immediately  and  looked  down. 
"  I  believe  it  is  the  off  foot,"  said  he. 

"  It 's  the  9^ shoe,  anyhow,"  said  Rory  ;  "and  that 's 
worse." 

The  dragoon  alighted  and  examined  the  foot  thus 
deprived  of  its  defence,  and  exhibited  a  good  deal  of 
silent  vexation  -,  —  "It  is  but  a  few  days  since  I  had  him 
shod,"  said  he. 

"Throth,  then,  it  was  a  shame  for,  whoever  dune  it, 
not  to  make  a  betther  job  iv  it,"  said  Rory. 

The  Englishman  then  inspected  the  remaining  shoes 
of  his  horse,  and  finding  them  fast,  he  noticed  the  singu- 
larity of  the  loss  of  one  shoe  under  such  circumstances. 

"Oh,  that 's  no  rule  in  life,"  said  Rory,  "  for  you  may 
remark  that  a  horse  never  throws  two  shoes  at  a  time, 
but  only  one,  by  way  of  a  warnin'  as  a  body  may  say, 
to  jog  your  memory  that  he  wants  a  new  set-,  and,  in- 
deed, that  same  is  very  cutt  of  a  dumb  baste ;  —  and  I 
could  tell  your  honour  a  mighty  quare  story  of  a  horse  I 
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knew  wanst,  and  as  reg'lar  as  the  day  o'  the  month  Ixm 

'^  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  of  your  stories,"  said  the 
Englishman,  rather  sullenly  ;  "  but  can  you  tell  me  how 
1  may  have  this  loss  speedily  repaired?" 

"  Faix,  an'  I  could  tell  your  honour  /W9  stories  easier 
nor  that^  for  not  a  forge  >w  njgher  hand  to  this 

than  one  that  is  in  Duleck. 

"  And  how  far  is  Duleek  ' '' 

"'Deed,  an'  it  's  a  good 

"  What  do  you  call  a  p  ?  " 

"  Why  it  'ill  lake  a  p..      <..      day  to  go  there." 

"  Curse  you,"  said  the  a;  n,  at  last,  provoked  be- 

yond his  Constitutional  phlcj         it  such  evasive  replies; 
"  can't  you  say  how  many  miles  ?  " 

"  I  ax  your  honour's  pardon,"  replied  his  guide,  who 
now  saw  that  trifling  would  not  answer:  "To  the  best 
o'  my  knowledge,  we  are  atF  o'  Duleek  about  five  miles, 
or  thereaway." 

"Confound  it!"  said  the  soldier  —  "Five  miles,  and 
this  barbarous  road,  ani-your  long  miles  into  the  bargain." 

"Sure,  I  don't  deny  the  road  is  not  the  best,"  said 
Rory  ;  "  but  if  it 's  not  good,  sure  we  give  you  good 
measure  at  all  events." 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  Englishman  grumbled;  Rory 
had  so  rcadv  and  so  queer  an  answer  to  every  objection 
raised  by  the  soldier,  that,  at  last,  he  remounted,  and 
was  fain  to  content  himself  with  proceeding  at  a  very 
slow  pace  along  the  vile  by-road  they  travelled,  lest  he 
might  injure  the  hoof  of  his  charger. 

And  now,  Rory  having  effected  the  first  part  of  his 
object,  set  all  his  wits  to  work  how  be  could  make  the 
rest  of  [he  road  as  little  tiresome  as  possible  to  the 
Stranger  ;  and  he  not  only  succeeded  in  effecting  this, 
but  he  managed,  in  the  course  of  the  day,  to  possess  him- 
self of  the  soldier's  secret,  touching  the  object  of  his 
present  journey. 
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In  the  doing  this,  the  scene  would  have  been  an 
amusing  one  to  a  third  person :  it  was  an  encounter 
between  phlegm  and  wit — a  trial  between  English 
reserve  and  Irish  ingenuity. 

By  the  way,  it  is  not  unworthy  of  observation,  that  a 
common  spring  of  action  influences  the  higher  and  the 
lower  animals,  under  the  circumstances  of  oppression 
and  pursuit.  The  oppressed  and  the  pursued  have  only 
stratagem  to  encounter  force,  or  escape  destruction. 
The  fox  and  other  animals  of  the  chase  arc  proverbial 
for  their  cunning,  and  every  conquered  people  have  been 
reduced  to  the  expedient  of  finesse,  as  their  last  resource. 

The  slave-driver  tells  you  that  eveiy  negro  is  a  liar.  It 
is  the  violation  of  charily  on  the  one  hand  that  induces  the 
violation  of  truth  on  the  other ;  and  weakness,  in  all  cases, 
is  thus  driven  to  deceit,  as  its  last  defence  against  power. 

The  soldier,  in  the  course  of  his  conversation  with  hii 
guide,  thought  himself  very  knowing  when  he  said,  in  a 
careless  way,  that  he  believed  there  was  some  one  of  the 
name  of  Pepper  lived  at  Ballygarth. 

"Some  one,  is  it?"  said  Rory,  looking  astonished. 
**  Oh !  is  that  all  you  know  about  it  \  Samt  ant^  indeed ! 
By  my  conscience  an'  it's  plenty  of  them  there  is.  The 
counthiy  is  overrun  with  them." 

"  But  I  speak  of  Pepper  of  Ballygarth,"  said  the  other. 

"  The  Peppers  o'  Ballygart  you  mane ;  for  they  are  livin* 
all  over  it  as  thick  as  rabbits  in  the  back  of  an  owld  ditch." 

"  I  mean  he  who  is  called  Gerald  Pepper  ?  " 

"Why  then,  indeed,  I  never  hcerd  him  called  that-a- 
way  before,  and  I  dunna  which  o'  them  at  all  you  mane; 
for  you  sec  there  is  so  many  u'  them,  as  I  said  before, 
that  wc  arc  oblccged  to  make  a  differ  bctune  them  by 
invintin'  names  for  them ;  and  so  we  call  a  smooth 
skinned  chap  that  is  among  them,  White  Pepper,  and  a 
dark  fellow  (another  o'  the  f;imily)  Black  Pepper;  and 
there  's  a  great  long  sthreel  that  is  christened  Long  Pep- 
per ^  and  there  is  another  o'  them  that  is  tindher  an  one 
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of  his  feet,  and  we  call  him  Pepper-fo/n  i  and  there  is  a 
fine  dashin'  weli  grown  blade,  the  full  of  a  door  be  is, 
long  life  to  him,  and  he  is  known  by  the  name  of  Whole  I 
Pepper i  and  it's  quare  enough,  that  he  is  married  to  a  ' 
poor  little  starved  hound  of  a  wife,  that  has  the  biltherest 
tongue  ever  was  in  a  woman's  head,  and  so  they  call  her 
Ginger;  and  I  think  that  is  =  highly  saisoned  family  for 
you.  Now,  which  o'  them  i  you  mane?  is  it  White 
Pepper,  or  Black  Pepper,  oi  ^ong  Pepper^  or  Whole 
Pepper,  or  Pepper-corn  ?  " 

*'  I  don't  know  any  of  tl  nn,"  said  the  soldier  t 
"  Gerald  Pepper  is  the  mar    f  want." 

"  Oh,  you  do  want  him  thcj  '  said  Rory,  with  a  veiy 
peculiar  intonation  of  voice.  Well,  av  coorse,  if  yoo 
want  him,  you  '11  find  him;  but  look  forenint  you  there; 
there  you  may  see  the  owld  abbey  of  Duleck  ; "  —  and 
he  pointed  to  the  object  as  he  spoke. 

This  was  yet  a  miie,  or  so,  distant,  and  the  day  was 
pretty  well  adianced  by  the  time  the  travellers  entered 
the  village.  Rory  asked  the  soldier  where  it  was  his 
honour's  pleasure  to  stop,  while  he  got  his  horse  shod,  and 
recommended  him  to  go  to  the  abbey,  where,  of  course, 
the  monks  would  be  proud  to  give  "anv  accommodation 
in  life"  to  a  gentleman  like  him.  But  this  proposal  the 
soldier  did  not  much  relish  ;  for  chough  stout  of  heart,  as 
most  of  his  countrymen,  he  was  loath  to  be  tempted 
into  any  situation  where  he  would  have  considered  him- 
self, to  a  certain  degree,  at  the  mcrcv  of  a  parcel  of  Popish 
monks; — and  poisoned  viands  and  drugged  wine  were 
amongst  some  of  the  objections  which  his  Protestant 
imagination  started  at  the  proposal.  He  inquired  if  there 
was  not  any  public  in  the  village,  and  being  answered  in 
the  affirmative,  his  resolution  was  taken  a 
tering  and  getting  some  refreshment  there, 
should  be  under  the  hands  of  the  blacksn- 

Here,  again,   Rorv's  ro^ucrv  came  inti 
blacksmith  of  the  village  was  his  relativt 
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positing  the  fatigued  and  annoyed  soldier  at  the  little 
aubergt^  Rory  went  for  the  avowed  purpose  of  getting 
the  smith  to  "do  the  job,"  but,  in  reality,  to  send  him 
out  of  the  way ;  and  this  was  easily  done,  when  the 
motive  for  doing  so  was  communicated.  On  his  return 
to  the  public,  there  was  a  great  deal  of  well-afFected  dis- 
appointment on  Rory's  part  at  the  absence  of  his  near 
relation  the  smith,  as  he  told  the  betrayed  trooper  how 
"  provoking  it  was  that  he  was  n't  in  the  forge  at  that 
present, —  but  was  expected  at  every  hand's  turn,  and 
that  the  very  first  instant  minute  he  kern  home,  Ally  (that 
was  his  wife)  would  nin  up  and  tell  his  honour,  and  the 
horse  should  be  shod  in  no  time." 

"  In  no  time  ?  "  said  the  soldier,  with  a  disappointed 
look;  "you  know  I  want  to  have  him  shod  in  time." 

"  Well,  sure,  that  's  what  I  mane,"  said  Rory ;  "  that 
is,  it  will  be  jist  no  time  at  all  antil  he  is  shod." 

**  Indeed,  an'  you  may  believe  him,  your  honour," 
said  mine  host  of  the  public,  coming  to  the  rescue,  "  for 
there 's  no  one  he  would  do  a  sthroke  o'  work  sooner  for, 
than  Rory  Oge  here,  secin'  that  he  is  of  his  own  flesh 
and  blood,  his  own  cousin  wance  removed." 

**  Faith  he  is  farther  removed  than  that,"  replied  Rory, 
unable  to  contain  a  joke  ;  "  he  is  a  more  distant  relation 
than  you  think;  but  he'll  do  the  work  with  a  heart  and 
a  hair,  for  all  that,  as  soon  as  he  comes  back;  and,  in- 
deed, I  think  your  honour  might  as  well  make  yourself 
comfortable  here  antil  that  same  lime,  and  the  sorra 
betthcr  enthcnaifmint  you  'II  meet  betune  this  and  the 
world's  end,  than  the  same  man  will  give  you ;  Lanty 
Lalor  I  mane,  and  there  he  is  stan'in'  forninst  you;  and 
it 's  not  to  his  face  I  'd  say  it,  but  behind  his  back  too, 
and  often  did,  and  will  agin,  I  hope." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,  Rory,"  said  Lanty,  with  a  bow 
and  scrape. 

Some  refreshment  was  accordingly  prepared  for  the 

soldier,  who,  after  his  fatigue,  was  nothing  loath  to  com- 
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fon  the  inward  man ;  tht  more  psnicuiarly,  as  it  was  IKK 
only  the  best,  but  the  only  thing  he  could  do,  under  ex- 
isting circumstances;  and  after  gorging  profusely  on  ibc 
solids,  the  Buids  were  next  put  under  contribution,  and, 
acting  on  the  adage  that  '^  good  eating  requires  good 
drinking,"  he  entered  into  the  feeling  of  that  axiom  with 
an  earnestness  ihat  Sancho  Panza  himself  could  not  have 
outdone,  either  in  the  spirit  or  the  letter. 

Rory  was  in  attendance  all  the  time,  and  still  played 
his  game  of  engaging  the  stranger's  attention  as  much  as 
possible,  with  a  view  to  divert  him  from  his  prime  object, 
and  make  him  forget  the  delays  that  were  accumulated 
upon  him.  It  was  in  this  spirit  that  he  asked  him  if  he 
ever  "heerd  tell   of  the    remarkable    place  that    Duleck 

"  If^e  made  the  place  remarkable  enough  the  other 
day,"  said  the  soldier,  with  the  insolence  that  the  habit 
of  domination  produces  in  little  minds,  "when  we  drove 
your  flying  troops  through  the  pass  of  Duleek,  and  your 
runaway  king  at  the  head  of  ihcni.  I  was  one  of  the 
fifty  that   did  it."  ' 

Rorv,  influenced  by  the  dear  object  he  had  in  view, 
smothered  the  indignation  he  felt  rising  to  his  throat ; 
and  as  he  might   not  exhibit   anger,  he  had  recourse  to 

"  In  throth,  your  honour,  I  don't  wondhcr  at  all  at 
the  brave  things  vou  done,  in  the  regard  that  it  was  at 
Duleek;  and  sure  Duleek  was  always  remarkable  for 
havin'  the  bowldcst  things  done  there,  and  about,  ever 
since  the  davs  of  the  '  Little  Waiver.'  " 

"What  Little  Weaver?"  said  the  soldier. 

'  It  iv:!';  al  Schomherg's  suggestion  llol  ihi'.  pas?  was  looked  to  ; 
William  had  not  ailemlcd  lo  it,  anil,  much  lo  Sclioinberg's  disap- 
pointment, sent  only  fi ft v  dragoons  to  ohsenc  it.  Ltland  remarks, 
that  had  not  the  king  (James)  been  mi  -.crind-ilniislv  intent  on  flight, 
(he  English  dngooni  mu,-t  h:ivc  htcn  shughlercd  to  a  man,  and 
the   pass  made  good. 
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'*  Why  then,  an'  did  you  never  bear  of  the  Little 
Waiver  of  Duleek  Gate  i  " 

"  Never." 

"Well,  that  *8  wondherful ! !  "  taid  Rory. 

"  I  don't  see  how  it 's  wondeiful,"  taid  the  trooper, 
"  for  how  could  I  hear  of  the  Weaver  of  Duleek  when 
I  have  been  living  in  England  all  my  life?" 

**  Oh  murther  I  "  taid  Roiy,  in  seeming  amazement, 
"an'  don't  they  know  about  the  Little  Waiver  o' 
Duleek  Gate,  in  England  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  trooper  j  "  how  should  th«y  ?  " 

"  Oh  then  what  a  terrible  ignoiant  place  England 
must  be,  not  for  K»  know  about  that  M  ! " 

"  Is  it  so  very  wonderful  then  ? "  asked  the  nun  whose 
country  was  thus  aspersed. 

««  Wondherful ! "  said  Rory.  "  By  my  sowl,  it  is 
ihat^  that  h  wondherful." 

*■'■  Well,  tell  it  to  me  then,"  said  the  soldier. 

"  Now,  suppose  I  was  for  to  tell  you,  you  see,  the 
divil  a  one  taste  you  'd  believe  a  word  iv  it ;  and  it  *s 
callin'  me  a  fool  you  'd  be ;  and  you  'd  be  tired  into  the 
bargain  before  I  was  half  done,  for  it 's  a  long  story,  and 
if  you  stopped  me  I  'd  be  lost." 

"  I  won't  stop  you." 

**  But  you  won't  b'licvc  it ;  and  that 's  worse." 

"*  Perhaps  I  may,"  said  the  other,  whose  curiosity 
began  to  waken. 

"  Well,  that  same  is  a  promise  any  how,  and  so  here 
goes  \ "  and  Rory  then  related,  with  appropriate  vcnce 
and  gesture,  the  following  L^cnd. 


CHAPTER    II 

THE  I.ECEND  OF  THE   I.ITTLt  WEAVER  OF  DL'LEEK  GAT 
A     TALE    OF    CHIVALRY 

YOU    sec,  there  was  a  waiver  lived,  wanst    upon 
time,   in   Duleck  here,   hard   hy   the  gate,  and 
verv  honest   industheroiis  man  he  was,  bv  all   accouni 
He  had  a  wife,  and   av   course  they   had"  childhre,  ai 
small   blame  to  them,  and   |>lciuv  of  them,  so   that   tl 
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poor  little  waiver  was  oblccged  to  work  his  lingers  to 
the  bone  a'most,  to  get  them  the  bit  and  the  sup ;  but  he 
did  n't  begridge  that,  for  he  was  an  industherous  cray- 
ther,  as  I  said  before,  and  it  was  up  airly  and  down  late 
wid  him,  and  the  loom  never  standin'  still.  Well,  it 
was  one  mornin'  that  his  wife  called  to  him,  and  he  sitting 
very  busy  throwin'  the  shuttle,  and  says  she, "  Come  here," 
says  she,  **  jewel,  and  ate  your  brekqucst,  now  that  it 's 
ready."  But  he  never  minded  her,  but  wint  an  workin'. 
So  in  a  minit  or  two  more,  says  she,  callin'  out  to  him 
^in,  **  Arrah  !  lave  off  slavin'  yourself,  my  darlin',  and 
ate  your  bit  o'  brekqucst  while  it  is  hot." 

**  Lave  me  alone,"  says  he,  and  he  dhruv  the  shuttle 
fasthcr  nor  before. 

Well,  in  a  little  time  more,  she  goes  over  to  him  where 
he  sot,  and,  says  she,  coaxin'  him  like,  "  Thady  dear," 
says  she, "  the  stirabout  ^  will  be  stone  cowld  if  you  don't 
give  over  that  weary  work  and  come  and  ate  it  at  wanst." 

"I'm  busy  with  a  patthcrn  here  that  is  brakin'  my 
faean,"  says  the  waiver,  "  and  antil  I  complate  it  and 
masther  it  intirely,  1  won't  quit." 

"  Oh,  think  o'  the  iligant  stiiabout,  that  'ill  be  spylte 
intirely." 

"To  the  divil  with  the  stirabout,"  says  he. 

"  God  forgive  you,"  says  she,  "  for  cursin'  your  good 
brekqucst." 

"  Aye,  and  you  too,"  says  he, 

"Throth  you're  as  cross  as  two  sticks  this  blessed 
morning,  Thady,"  says  the  poor  wife, "  and  it 's  a  heavy 
handful  1  hitve  of  you  when  you  are  cruked  in  your 
temper ;  but  stay  there  if  you  like,  and  let  your  stirabout 
grow  cowld,  and  not  a  one  o'  me  'ill  ax  you  ^in  j "  and 
with  that  off  she  wint,  and  the  waiver,  sure  enough,  was 
mighty  crabbed,  and  the  more  the  wife  spoke  to  him  the 
worse  he  got,  which,  you  know,  is  only  nath'ral.  Well, 
he  left  the  loom  at  last,  and  wint  over  to  the  stirabout, 
I  Porrid^. 
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and  what  would  you  think  but  whin  he  looked  at  it,  it 
was  as  black  as  a  crow  \  for  you  see,  it  was  in  the  hoighth 
o'  the  summer,  and  the  flies  'lit  upon  it  to  that  degree, 
that  the  stirabout  was  fairly  covered  with  them. 

"Why  then  bad  luck  to  your  impidince,"  says  the 
waiver,  "  wouM  no  place  san-e  you  but  that  ?  and  is  it 
spyling  my  brequest  yiz  are  ou  dirty  bastes  ?  "  And 
with  that,  bein'  altogether  cr  ed  tempered  at  the  time, 
he  lifted  his  hand,  and  he  m:  dc  one  great  slam  at  the 
dish  o'  stirabout,  and  killed  pr  less  than  three  score  and 
tin  flies  at  the  one  blow.  ]  was  three  score  and  tia 
exactly,  for  he  counted  the  cki  ^ascs  one  by  one,  and  laid 
them  out  an  a  clane  plate,  for   o  view  them. 

Well,  he  felt  a  powerful  spt.'it  risin'  in  him,  when  he 
seen  the  slaughther  he  done,  at  one  blow,  and  with  that, 
he  got  as  consaiied  as  the  very  dickens,  and  not  a  sthroke 
more  work  he  'd  do  that  day,  but  out  he  wint,  and  was 
fractious  and  impidint  to  cverv  one  he  met,  and  was 
squarein'  up  into  their  faces  and  savin',  "Look  at  that 
fist  !  that 's  the  fist  that  killed  three  score  and  tin  at  one 
blow  —  Whoo  !  " 

With  that,  all  the  neighbours  thought  he  was  crack'd,' 
and  faith  the  poor  wife  herself  thought  the  same  whin 
he  kem  home  in  the  evenin',  afcher  spendin'  every  rap 
he  had,  in  dhrink,  and  swaggerin'  about  the  place,  and 
lookin'  at   his   hand  every   minit. 

"  Indeed  an'  vour  hand  is  verj'  dirtv,  sure  enough, 
Thady  jewel,"  says  the  poor  wife,  and  thrue  for  her,  for 
he  rowled  into  a  ditch  comin'  home.  "You'd  betther 
wash  it,  darlin'." 

"  How  dar'  you  say  dirty  to  the  greatest  hand  in  Ire- 
land ?  "  says  he,  going  to  bate  her. 

"Well,  it's  nat  dirty,"  savs  she. 

"  It  is  throwin'  away  my  time  1  have  been  all  my  life," 
says  he,  "livin'  with  you   at  all,  and  stuck  at  a   loom, 

'   Dtranged, 
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nothin'  but  a  poor  waiver,  when  it  is  Saint  George  or 
the  Dhraggin  I  ought  to  be,  which  is  two  of  the  siven 
champions  o'  Christendom." 

*'  Well,  suppose  they  christened  him  twice  as  much," 
says  the  wife,  "  sure  what  's  that  to  uz  ?  " 

"  Don't  put  in  your  prate,"  says  he,  "  you  ignorant 
sthrap,"  says  he.  "You're  vulgar,  woman  —  you're 
vulgar  —  mighty  vulgar;  but  I'll  have  nothin'  more  to 
say  to  any  dirty  snakin'  thrade  ^in  —  devil  a  more 
waivin'  I  '11  do." 

"  Oh,  Thady  dear,  and  what  '11  the  children  do  then  ?  " 

"  Let  them  go  play  marvels,"  says  he. 

"That  would  be  but  poor  fcedin'  for  them,  Thady." 

"  They  shan't  want  for  fecdin',"  says  he,  "  for  it '%  a 
rich  man  I  'II  be  soon,  and  a  great  man  too." 

"  Usha,  but  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it,  darlin', —  though  I 
dunna  how  it 's  to  be,  but  I  think  you  had  betther  go 
to  bed,  Thady," 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  of  any  bed,  but  the  bed  o*  gloty, 
woman,"  says  he,  —  lookin'  mortial  grand. 

"  Oh !  God  send  we  '11  all  be  in  glory  yet,"  says  the 
wife,  crassin'  herself;  "but  go  to  sleep,  Thady,  for  this 
present." 

"  I  '11  sleep  with  the  brave  yit,"  says  he. 

"  Indeed  an'  a  brave  sleep  will  do  you  a  power  o' 
good,  my  darlin',"  says  she. 

"  And  it  's  I  that  will  be  the  knight ! !  "  says  he. 

"All  night,  if  you  plazc,  Thady,"  says  she. 

" None  o' your  coavin'," says  he.  "I'm  dctarmincdon 
it,  and  I  '11  set  olf  immcdiantly,  and  be  a  knight  arriant." 

"  A  what  n  !  "  says  she. 

"A  knij^ht  arriant,  woman." 

"  Lord  be  good  to  mc,  what '%  that  ?  "  says  she. 

"A  knight  arriant  is  a  rale  ginilcman,"  says  he,  "go- 
ing round  the  world  for  sport,  with  a  swoord  by  his  side, 
takin' whatever  he  plazcs,  —  for  himself;  and  that 's  a 
knight  arriant,"  says  he. 
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"Just  a'most  like  yourself,  sir,"  said  Rory,  with  a  sly    I 
sarcastic  loolc  at  the  trooper,  who  sat  listening   to   \  ' 
with  a  sort  of  half  stupid,  half  drunken  wonder. 

Well,  sure  enough,  he  wint  about  among  his  neigh- 
bours the  next  day,  and  he  got  an  owld  kittle  from  one, 
and  a  saucepan  from  another,  and  he  took  them  to  the 
tailor,  and  he  sewed  him  up  a  shuii  o'  tin  clothes  like  any 
knight  arriant,  and  he  borrowed  a  pot  lid,  and  ibat  he 
was  very  partic'lar  about,  bekase  it  was  his  shield,  and 
he  wint  lo  a  friend  o'  his,  a  painther  and  glazier,  and 
made  him  paint  an  bis  shield,  in  big  letthers  — 

"I'm  the  man  of  all  min. 

That  kill'd  three  score  and  tin. 

At  a  blow," 

"  When   the   people   sees  that,"  says   the  waiver  to 

himself, "the  sorra  one  will  dar'  fur  to  come  near  me." 

And  with  that,  he  towld  the  wife  to  scour  out  the 
small  iron  pot  for  him,  "  for,"  savs  he,  "  it  will  make 
an  iligant  helmet;"  —  and  when  it  was  done,  he  put  it 
an  his  head,  and  the  wife  said,  "  Oh,  murther,  Thadv 
jewel,  is  it  puccin'  a  great  heavy  iron  pot  an  your  head 
you  are,  by  way  iv  a  hat  ?  " 

"  Saninly,"  says  he,  "  for  a  knight  arriant  should  alwavs 
have  a  ■u-oighl  an  kh  brain." 

"But,  Thady  dear,"  says  the  wife,  "there's  a  hole  in 
it,  and  it  can't  keep  out  the  weather." 

"  It  will  be  the  cooler,"  savs  he,  puttin'  it  an  him  ;  — 
"besides,  if  1  don't  like  it,  it  is  aisy  to  stop  it  with  a 
wisp  o'  sihraw,  or  the  like  o'  that." 

"  The  three  legs  of  it  looks  mighty  quare,  stickin'  up," 

"Every  helmet  has  a  spike  stickin'  out  o'  the  top  of 
it,"  says  the  weaver,  "and  if  mine  has  three,  it  's  only 
the  grandher  it  is." 

"  Well,"  says  the  wife,  getting  bitther  at  last, "  all  I  can 
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■ay  it,  it  is  n't  the  first  sheep's  head  was  dhress'd 
in  it." 

"  Ytitr  sarvant,  ma'am"  says  he ;  and  off  he  set. 

Wei),  he  was  in  want  of  a  horse,  and  so  he  wint  to  a 
field  hard  by,  where  the  miller's  horse  was  grazin',  that 
used  to  carry  (he  ground  corn  round  (he  counthry. 
"  That  is  the  idintical  horse  for  me,"  says  the  waiver ; 
*'  he  is  used  to  carayin'  flour  and  male ;  and  what  am  I 
but  the  fittwtr  o'  shovclry  in  a  coat  o'  mial;  so  (hat  (he 
horse  won't  be  put  out  iv  his  way  in  the  laste." 

But  as  he  was  ridin'  him  out  o'  the  field,  who  should 
see  him  but  the  miller.  "  Is  it  sulin'  my  horse  you  are, 
honest  man  \  "  says  the  miller. 

"  No,"  says  the  waiver,  "  I  'm  only  goin'  to  i^jrercise 
him,"  says  he,  "  in  the  cool  o'  the  evenin' ;  it  will  be 
good  for  his  health." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,"  says  the  miller,  "  but  lave  him 
where  he  is,  and  you  'II  oble^e  me." 

"  I  can't  afford  it,"  says  the  waiver,  runntn'  the  horse 
at  the  ditch. 

"  Bad  luck  to  your  impidlnce,"  says  the  miller, "  you  've 
as  much  tin  about  you  as  a  thravcllin'  tinker,  but  you  've 
more  brass.     Come  back  here,  you  vagabone,"  says  he. 

But  he  was  late ;  — away  galloped  the  waiver,  and 
took  the  road  to  Dublin,  for  he  thought  the  best  thing 
he  could  do  was  to  go  to  the  King  o'  Dublin — (for 
Dublin  was  a  grate  place  thin,  and  had  a  king  iv  its  own) 
—  and  he  thought,  maybe,  the  King  o'  Dublin  would 
give  him  work.  We!!,  be  was  four  days  goin'  to  Dublin, 
for  the  baste  was  not  the  b<:st,  and  the  roads  worse,  not 
all  as  one  was  now ;  but  there  was  no  turnpikes  then, 
glory  be  to  God  !  ! '  Whin  he  got  to  Dublin,  he  wint 
sthraic  to  the  palace,  and  whin  he  got  into  the  coort  yard 
he  let  his  horse  go  and  graze  about  the  place,  for  the 

'  I  mujt  crave  pardon  for  this  little  anachranism  of  Rorjr'i  j  fiw 
I  believe  ihere  were  not  any  turnpike  liwi  eiuaed  in  Ireland  antil 
early  in  Anne's  reign. 
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grass  was  growin"  out  beiunc  the  stones  ;  every  thing  waj 
flouriihin"  thin,  in  Dublin,  you  see.  Well,  the  king  mu 
lookio'  out  of  his  (Ihrawin'-room  windy,  for  divanhia, 
whin  the  waiver  Item  in ;  but  the  waiver  pretended  not 
to  see  him,  and  he  wint  over  lo  a  stone  sate,  undber  the 
wind^  — for  you  sec,  there  was  stone  sates  all  round 
about  the  place  for  the  accommodation  o'  the  people  — 
for  the  Icing  was  a  daceni,  obleegin'  man:  —  well,  as  I 
said,  the  waiver  wint  over  and  lay  down  an  one  o'  the 
sates,  just  undher  the  king's  windy,  and  puriended  to  go 
asleep ;  but  he  took  care  to  turn  out  the  front  of  his 
shield  that  had  the  letthers  an  it  —  well,  my  dear,  with 
that  the  king  calls  out  to  one  of  the  lords  of  his  coort 
that  was  stanilin'  behind  hitn,  bowldin'  up  the  skirt  of 
his  coat,  accordin'  to  rayson,  and  savs  be,  "  Look  here," 
says  he,  "what  do  you  think  of  a  vagabone  like  that, 
comin'  undher  my  very  nose  to  go  sleep  r  Ic  is  thrue 
I 'm  a  good  king,"  sais  he,  "  anJ  I  'commodate  the 
people  by  havin'  sates  for  them  to  sit  down  and  enjov  the 
raycrcation  and  contimplation  of  sccin"  me  here,  lookin' 
out  a'  my  drawin'-room  winds-,  for  divarshin;  but  that  is 
no  rayson  thev  are  to  mah  a  hr.el  o'  the  place,  and  come 
and  sleep  here.  —  Who  is  it  at  all :  "  savs  the  king. 

"Not  a  one  o'  mc  knows,  plaze  vour  majestv." 

"  I  think  he  must  be  a  furrincr,"  '  says  the  king,  "be- 
kase  his  dhress  is  outlandish." 

"And  doesn't  know   manners,  more  betoken,"  savs 
the  lord. 

"  I'll  go  down  and  circumipcct  him   myself,"  says  the 
king  ;  —  "  folly  me,"  says  he  to  the  lord,  wavin'  his  hand 
•  in  the  most  dignacious  manner. 
It  accordianlv,  followed  bv  the  lord;  and 


at  the  same  tim 
Down  he  wi 
when  he  wint  i 
the  first  thing  he  seen  \ 
an  it,  and  with  that, 
says  he,  "  this  is  the  vi 


here  the  waiver  was  Iving,  sure 
s  his  shield  with  the  big  letthers 
ys    he   to    the   lord,  "  By    dad," 
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"  For  what,  plaze  your  majesty  ? "  says  the  lord. 

"  To  kill  that  vagabonc  dhraggin,  to  be  sure,"  says 
the  king. 

"Sure,  do  you  think  be  could  kill  him,"  says  the  lord, 
"  when  all  the  stoutest  knights  in  the  land  was  n't  aiqual 
to  it,  but  never  kern  back,  and  was  ate  up  alive  by  the 
cruel  dcsaiver  ? " 

"  Sure,  don't  you  see  there,"  says  the  king,  pointin*  at 
the  shield,  "  that  he  killed  three  score  and  tin  at  one 
blow ;  and  the  man  that  done  tbat^  I  think,  is  a  nutch 
for  any  thing." 

So,  with  that,  he  wint  over  to  the  waiver  and  shuck 
him  by  the  shouldher  for  to  wake  him,  and  the  waiver 
rubbed  his  eyes  as  if  just  wakened,  and  the  king  says  to 
him,  "  God  save  you,"  says  he. 

"God  save  you  kindly,"  says  the  waiver,  purundtn'  he 
was  quite  onknowst  who  he  was  spakin'  to. 

"  Do  you  know  who  I  am,"  says  the  king,  "  that  you 
make  so  free,  good  man  P  " 

"  No  indeed,"  says  the  waiver,  "  you  have  the  advan- 
tage o*  me," 

"  To  be  sure  I  have,"  says  the  king,  mnghtj  high  ,- 
"  sure,  ain't  I  the  king  o'  Dublin  }  "  says  he. 

The  waiver  dhropped  down  an  his  two  knees  forninst 
the  king,  and  says  he,  "  I  beg  God's  pardon  and  yours 
for  the  liberty  I  tuk ;  plaze  your  holiness,  I  hope  you  'U 

"  No  offince,"  says  the  king ;  "  get  up,  good  man.  — 
And  what  brings  you  here  ?  "  says  he, 

"  I  'm  in  want  o'  work,  plaze  your  rivcrince,"  says  the 
waiver. 

"  Well,  suppose  I  give  you  work  ?  "  says  the  king. 

"  I  'II    be   proud    to  sarve   you,    my    lord,"    says    the 

"  Very  well,"  says  the  king.     "  You  kill'd  three  score 
and  tin  at  one  blow,  I  undherstan',"  says  the  king. 
"  Yis,"  says  the  waiver;  "that  was  the  last  thrifle  o' 
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work  I  donC)  and   t  'm  afeard  my  band  'ill   go  out  ^ 
practice  if  1  don't  get  some  job  to  do,  at  wa 

"You  shall  have  a  job  immediamly,"  says  the  kln^ 
"  It  is  not  three  score  and  tin  or  any  fine  thing  like  chaij^ 
it  is  only  a  bJaguard  dhraggin,  that  is  disturbin' 
counthry  and  ruinatin'  my  'inanchry  wid  aitin'  iheir 
powlthry,  and  I  'ni  lost  for  wfl  it  of  eggs,"  says  the  ki 

"  Throth  thin,  plaze  your  iforship,"  says  the  waiver, 
^1  you  look  as  yollow  as  if  you  swallowed  twelve  volks* 
this  minit." 

"  Well,  I  want  this  dhra  n  to  be  killed,"  says  the 
king,  **  It  wiU  be  no  throu  in  life  to  you  ;  and  I  'm 
only  sorry  that  it  is  n't  betthv>  worth  your  white,  for  be 
isn't  worth  fearin'  at  all-,  only  I  must  tell  you,  that  he 
lives  in  the  county  Galway,  in  tlic  middle  of  a  bog,  and 
he  has  an  advantage  in  that." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  value  that  in  the  laste,"  says  the  waiver; 
"  for  the  last  three  score  and  tin  that  I   killed  was  in  a 

„f,pia,,r 

"  When  will  you  undhertake  the  job  then  ?  "  says  the 
king. 

"  Let  me  at  him  at  wanst,"  says  the  waiver. 

"  That 's  what  I  like,"  says  the  king;  "you're  the 
very  man  for  my  money,"  says  he. 

"  Talkin'  of  money,"  says  the  waiver,  "by  the  same 
token,  I  'II  want  a  thrifle  o'  change  from  you  for  my 
thravellin'  charges." 

"  As  much  as  you  plaze,"  savs  the  king;  and,  with  the 
word,  he  brought  him  into  his  closet,  where  there  was 
an  owld  stockin'  in  an  oak  chest,  burstin'  wid  goolden 

"Take  as  many  as  you  plaze,"  says  the  king:  and 
sure  enough,  my  dear,  the  little  waiver  stuffed  his  tin 
clothes  as  full  as  they  could  howld  with  them. 

"  Now,  I  'm  ready  for  the  road,"  says  the  waiver. 

"Very  well,"  says  the  king;  "but  you  must  have  a 
fresh  horse,"  says  be, 

uS 
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**  With  all  my  heart,"  says  the  waiver,  who  thought 
be  might  as  well  exchange  (he  miller's  owld  garron  for 
a  bctthcr. 

And  maybe  it 's  wondherin*  you  are,  that  the  waiver 
would  think  of  goin'  to  fight  the  dhraggin  afther  what 
he  heerd  about  him,  when  he  was  purtcndin'  to  be  asleep ; 
but  he  had  no  sitch  notion  :  all  he  intended  was,  —  to 
fob  the  gooM,  and  ride  back  again  to  Duleek  with  his 
gains  and  a  good  horse.  But  you  see,  cute  as  the  waiver 
was,  the  king  was  cuter  still ;  for  these  high  quolity,  you 
sec,  is  great  dcsaiversi  and  so  the  horse  the  waiver  was 
put  an,  was  larned  an  purpose;  and  sure,  the  minit  he 
was  mounted,  away  powdhered  the  horse,  and  the  divil 
a  toe  he  'd  go  but  right  down  to  Galway.  Well,  for  four 
days  he  was  goin'  evermore,  antil  at  last  the  waiver  seen 
a  crowd  o'  people  runnin'  as  if  owld  Nick  was  at  their 
heels,  and  they  shoutin'  a  thousand  murdhers  and  cryin', 
"  The  dhra^in,  the  dhraggin  \  "  and  he  could  n't  stop 
the  horse  nor  make  him  turn  back,  but  away  he  pelted 
right  forninst  the  terrible  baste  that  was  comin'  up  to 
him,  and  there  was  the  most  nefaarisHt  smell  o'  sulphur, 
savin'  your  presence,  enough  to  knock  you  down ;  and 
faith  the  waiver  seen  he  had  no  time  to  lose,  and  so  he 
threwn  himself  off  the  horse  and  made  off  to  a  three  that 
was  growin'  nigh  hand,  and  away  he  clambered  up  into 
it  as  nimble  as  a  cat ;  and  not  a  minit  he  had  to  spare,  for 
the  dhraggin  kern  up  in  a  powerful  rage,  and  he  devoured 
the  horse,  body  and  bones,  in  less  than  no  time ;  and  then 
he  began  to  sniffle  and  scent  about  for  the  waiver,  and 
at  last  he  clapt  his  eye  an  him,  where  he  was,  up  in  the 
three,  and  says  he,  "■  In  throth,  you  might  as  well  come 
down  out  o'  that,"  says  he,  "  for  I  '11  have  you  as  sure 
2S  eggs  is  mate." 

"  Divil  a  fut  I  'II  go  down,"  says  the  waiver. 

"  Sorra  care,  I  care,"  says  the  dhraggin,  "  for  you  're 

as  good  as  ready  money  in  my  pocket  this  minit ;  for  I  '11 

lie  undher  this  three,"  says  he,  "  and  sooner  or  later  you 
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must  lall  to  my  share;"  and  sure  enough  he  sot  down, 
and  began  to  pick  his  teeth  with  his  tail,  afther  the  heavy 
brekquest  he  made  that  mornin'  (for  he  ate  a  whole  vil- 
lage, let  alone  the  horse),  and  he  got  dhrowsy  at  last,  and 
fell  asleep;  but  before  he  wim  to  sleep,  he  wound  him- 
self all  round  about  the  three,  all  as  one  as  a  lady  windin* 
ribbon  round  her  finger,  so  that  the  waiver  could  not 
escape. 

Well,  as  soon  as  the  waiver  knew  he  was  dead  asleep, 
by  the  snorin'  of  him  — and  every  snore  he  let  out  of  htm 
was  like  a  clap  o'  thundher  — 

Here  the  trooper  began  to  exhibit  some  symptoms  of 
following  the  dragon's  example,  —  and  perhaps  the  critics 
will  say  no  wonder,  —  but  Rory,  notwithstanding,  pur- 
sued the  recital  of  the  legend. 

That  minit,  the  waiver  began  to  creep  down  the 
three,  as  cautious  as  a  fox;  and  he  was  very  nigh  hand 
the  bottom,  when,  bad  cess  to  it,  a  thicvin"  branch,  he 
was  dipindin'  an,  bruk,  and  down  he  fell  right  a  top  o' 
the  dhraggin  :  but  if  he  did,  good  luck  was  an  his  side, 
for  where  should  he  fall  but  with  his  two  legs  right  acrass 
the  dhraggin's  neck,  and,  my  jew'l,  he  laid  howit  o'  the 
haste's  ears,  and  there  he  kept  his  grip,  for  the  dhraggin 
wakened  and  endayvoured  for  to  bite  him;  but,  you  see, 
hy  raison  the  waiver  was  behind  his  ears,  he  could  not 
come  at  him,  and,  with  that,  he  endayvoured  for  to  shake 
him  off;  but  the  divil  a  stir  could  he  stir  the  waiier  ;  and 
though  he  shuk  all  the  scales  an  his  body,  he  could  not 
turn  the  scale  agin  the  waiver. 

"By  the  hokev,  this  is  too  bad  intircly,"  says  the 
dhr^gin;  "but  if  you  won't  let  go,"  savs  he,  "by  the 
powers  o'  wildfire,  I'll  give  you  a  ride  that'll!  astonish 
your  siven  small  sinses,  my  bov  ;"  and,  with  that,  away 
he  ftew  away  like  mad  ;  and  where  do  vou  think  did  he 
fiy?  by  dad,  he  flew  sthraight  for  Dublin  — divil  a  less. 
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But  the  waiver  bein'  an  his  neck  was  a  great  disthress  to 
hioi,  and  he  would  rather  have  had  him  an  insidt  panex- 
ger ;  but,  anyway,  he  flew  and  he  flew  till  he  kem  slap 
up  agin  the  palace  o'  the  king ;  for,  bein'  blind  with  the 
rage,  he  never  seen  it,  and  he  knocked  his  brains  out ; 
that  is,  the  small  ihrifle  he  had,  and  down  he  fell  spache- 
less.  An'  you  see,  good  luck  would  have  it,  that  the 
king  o'  Dublin  was  lookin'  out  iv  his  dhrawin'-room 
windy,  for  divarshin,  that  day  also,  and  whin  he  seen  the 
waiver  ridin'  an  the  fiery  dhraggin  (for  he  was  blazin' 
like  a  tar-barrel),  he  called  out  to  his  coortyers  to  come 
and  see  the  show.  "  By  the  powdhcrs  o'  war,  here 
comes  the  knight  arriant,"  says  the  king,  "ridin'  the 
dhraggin  that's  all  aiire,  and  if  he  gets  inta  tht  palace, 
yiz  must  be  ready  wid  the  fin  ingines"  •  says  he,  "  for 
to  put  him  aut."  But  when  they  seen  the  dhraggin  fall 
down  outside,  they  all  run  down  stairs  and  scampered 
out  into  the  palace~yard  for  to  circumspect  the  curositj ; 
and  by  the  time  they  got  down,  the  waiver  had  got  ofF 
o'  the  dhraggtn's  neck,  and,  runnin'  up  to  the  king,  says 
he,  "  Plaze  your  holiness,"  says  he,  "I  did  not  think 
myself  worthy  of  killin'  this  facetious  baste,  so  I  brought 
him  to  yourself  for  to  do  him  the  honour  of  decnpitation 
by  your  own  royal  five  fingers.  But  I  tamed  him  first, 
afore  I  allowed  him  the  liberty  for  to  dar  to  appear  in 
your  royal  prisince,  and  you  'II  oblige  me  if  you  'U  just 
make  your  mark  with  your  own  hand  upon  the  onruly 
haste's  neck,"  And  with  that,  the  king,  sure  enough, 
dhrcw  out  his  swoord  and  took  the  head  alf  the  dirty 
brute,  as  chne  as  a  new  pin.  Well,  there  was  great  re- 
joicin'  in  the  coort  that  the  dhraggin  was  killed ;  and  says 
the  king  to  the  little  waiver,  says  he,  "  You  arc  a  knight 
arriant  as  it  is,  and  so  it  would  be  no  use  for  to  knight 
ycu  over  agin  ;  but  I  will  make  you  a  lord,"  says  he. 

"  Oh  Lord  !  "  says  the  waiver,  thundersthruck,  like,  at 
his  own  good  luck. 

1  Shoning  the  great  antiquity  of  theM  nuchiuN, 
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"I  wiU,"  says  (he  king;  "and  as  you 
man  I  ever  hcer'd  tell  of  that  rode  a  dhraggin, ; 
be  caUed  Lord  Mount  Dhraggin,"  says  he. 

"  And  where 's  my  estates,  plase  your  holiness !  "  sajs 
the  waiver,  who  always  had  a  shaq)  look-out  afther  the 
main  chance. 

"Oh,l  didn't  foi^ct  that,"  says  the  king.  "It  is 
my  royal  pleasure  to  provide  well  for  you,  and  for  that 
rayson  I  make  you  a  present  of  all  the  dhraggins  in  the 
world,  and  give  you  power  over  them  from  this  out," 
says  he.^ 

•  Not  *ny  of  this  curio\is  property  remaini,  save  what  a  left  in 
the  meoMKy  of  the  chronicler  ;  uid  I  regret  to  ny,  a  great  many 
Irish  estates  are  in  the  same  sorry  condiljon. 

One  imeresling  relic,  however,  has  escaped  the  otherwise  uni- 
versal decay  that  has  fallen  nn  ihe  noble  house  of  Mount  Dragon, 
It  is  the  genealogy  and  armoriil  bciringi  of  the  family,  which  will, 
no  doubt,  afford  mitler  of  sacculation  to  the  imiqiiary.  Perhaps 
the  ingenious  Sir  WilUam  Belhani,  Ulsler  King,  could  give  some 
further  information  on  the  subjecl. 


"  Thidy  or  Thaddeus,  Patriarch  of  this  ftmilve,  ivas  of  Phce- 
nician  descenie.  There  is  a  tradylione  in  v'  f:imilve  that  y'  arte 
of  waivynge  was  fiRle  inlrodiircd  into  IrcKmde  bv  ihemmc  from 
Tyre,  iheye  beinge  thence  called  Tyros,  since  y-^  whiche  tyme  alle 
beginners  so-everre,  are  so-called.  Hence  i1m>c  is  it  inferred  that 
y'  Rcdde  Kertle,  which  prevail*  ainong^^ie  v  Irishcrs  is  of  y'  true 
Tyrian  Dye  ;  which  halh  soe  moche  disturbed  y'  repose  of  y  euriou!, 
heretofore, 

"  Thissc  noble  familvc  beareth  for  theirc  achievementc  and 
hathe  for  iheire  Shields,  a  poitc  liddeproppcrrc,  quanerlye  of  three  : 
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"  Is  that  all  ? "  says  the  waiver.  ■ 

"  All  ? "  says  the  king.  "  Why  you  ongrateful  little 
vagabone,  was  the  like  ever  given  to  any  man  before  f " 

"  I  b'licve  not,  indeed,"  says  the  waiver ;  "  many 
thanks  to  your  majesty." 

"  But  that  is  not  all  I  '11  do  for  you,"  says  the  king ; 
"1*11  give  you  my  daughter  too,  in  marriage,"  says  he. 
Now,  you  see,  that  was  nothin'  more  than  what  he 
promised  the  waiver  in  his  first  promise;  for,  by  all 
accounts,  the  king's  daughthcr  was  the  greatest  dhraggin 
ever  was  seen,  and  had  the  divil's  own  tongue,  and  a 
beard  a  yard  long,  which  she  purtindtd  was  put  an  her, 
by  way  of  a  penance,  by  Father  Mulcahy,  her  contissor  \ 
but  it  was  well  known  was  in  the  family  for  ^cs,  and  no 
wondher  it  was  so  long,  by  rayson  of  that  same. 

Rory  paused.  —  He  thought  that  not  only  the  closed 
eyes  but  the  heavy  breathing  of  the  soldier,  gave  sure 
evidence  of  sleep-,  and  in  another  minute,  an  audible 
snore  gave  notice  that  he  might  spare  himself  any  further 
trouble ;  and,  forthwith,  the  chronicler  of  the  Little 
Weaver  stole  softly  out  of  the  room. 

Argente,  Aiure,  and  Gules  :  Ande  overre  2II  a  younge  chjride 
displayed,  proper.'  The  same  wlihinne  a  Horse  colUrr  prop- 
perre,  charged  as  an  honnorrable  distinction  for  valoure  and  prowetic 
with  '  Dnig-onne."  ' 

"  Ckute.  Onne  a  vraiverrs  shuttle  Or.  a  patte,  charged  with 
Slirre-a-bowte  and  potle-sticke  —  all  propperre.* 

"Supporters.  Dcncrre  a  Di3gonne  Gules,  wingcs  elevated 
Or — Sinisterre  a  flie  Aiure.* 

"  MOTTOE.       I  flie."  ' 

>  This  alliuion  to  the  warn'i  large  bmily,  b;  i  child,  tirii  piamrly,  it 
•en-  hippx- 

*  A  pbjr  on  the  word  [>ngan  (i  pnctice  common  in  ancienl  henldiy), 
in  iIluHon  to  the  uk  of  ihe  hone  colbr  and  the  conquerol  moiuur. 


CHAPTER  III 

CONCLUSION    OF    THE     WHITE      HORSE    OF    THE    PEPPERS 

T  ET  the  division  I  have  in?de  in  my  chapters  serve, 
■^~^  in  the  mind  of  the  reai  ,  as  an  imaginary  bound- 
ary between  the  past  day  af'  e  ensuing  morning.  Let 
him,   in    his    own    fancy,  settle  how    the    soldier 

watched,  slept,  dreamt,  or  cd  through  this  interval. 

Rory  did  not  make  his  appearance,  however;  he  had  left 
the  public  on  the  preceding  evening,  having  made  every 
necessary  arrangement  for  carrving  on  the  affair  he  had 
taken  in  hand  ;  so  that  the  Englishman,  on  inquirv,  found 
that  Rory  had  departed,  being  "obliged  to  lave  the  place 
early  on  his  own  business,  but  sure  his  honour  could 
have  any  accummodaiioii  in  life  that  be  wanted,  in  the 
regard  of  a  guide,  or  the  like  o'  that," 

Now,  for  this,  Rorv  had  provided  also,  having  arranged 
with  the  keepers  of  the  public,  to  whom  he  confided  every- 
thing connected  with  the  affair,  that  in  case  the  trooper 
should  ask  lor  a  guide,  thev  should  recommend  him  a 
certain  young  imp,  the  son  of  Rory's  cousin,  the  black- 
smith, and  one  of  the  most  mischievous,  knowing,  and 
daring  young  vagabonds  in  the  parish. 

To  such  guidance,  therefore,  did  the  Englishman  com- 
mit himself  on  this,  the  third  dav  of  his  search  after  the 
lands  of  the  Peppers,  which  still  remained  a  ttrra  incognita 
to  him  i  and  the  boy,  being  previously  tutored  upon  the 
duties  he  was  to  perform  in  his  new  capacity,  was  not 
one  likely  to  enlighten  him  upon  the  subject.  The  sys- 
tem of  the  preceding  day  was  acted  upon,  except  the 
casting  of  the  horse's  shoe;  but  by-roads  and  crooked 
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lanes  were  put  in  requisition,  and  every  avenue,  but  the 
one  really  leading  to  his  object,  the  trooper  was  made  to 
traverse. 

The  boy  affected  simplicity  or  ignorance,  as  best  suited 
his  purposes,  to  escape  any  inconvenient  interrc^atory  or 
investigation  on  the  part  of  the  stranger,  and,  at  last,  the 
young  guide  turned  up  a  smalt  rugged  lane,  down  whose 
gentle  slope  some  water  was  slowly  trickling  amongst 
stones  and  mud.  On  arriving  at  its  extremity,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  throw  down  some  sods,  and  pull  away  some 
brambles,  that  seemed  to  be  placed  there  as  an  artiiicial 
barrier  to  an  extensive  field  that  lay  beyond  the  lane. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there  \  "  said  the  soldier. 

"  Makin'  a  convenience  for  your  honour  to  get  through 
the  gap,"  said  the  boy. 

"  There  is  no  road  there,"  said  the  other. 

"  Oh  no,  plazc  your  honour,"  said  the  young  rascal, 
looking  up  in  his  face  with  an  afTccUtion  of  simplicity 
that  might  have  deceived  Machiavel  himself. — "It's 
not  a  road,  sir,  but  a  short  cut." 

"  Cut  it  as  short  then  as  you  can,  my  boy,"  said  the 
soldier  (the  only  good  thing  he  ever  said  in  his  life),  **  for 
your  short  cuts  in  this  country  are  the  longest  I  ever 
knew  —  I  'd  rather  go  around." 

*^  So  we  must  go  round,  by  the  bottom  o'  this  Acid, 
sir,  and  then,  over  the  hill  beyant  there,  we  come  out  an 
the  road." 

"  Then  there  ii  a  road  beyond  the  hill  ? " 

"  A  fine  road,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  who,  having  cleared 
a  passage  for  the  horseman,  proceeded  before  him  at  a 
smart  run,  and  led  him  down  the  slope  of  the  hill  to  a 
small  valley,  intersected  by  a  sluggish  stream  that  lay  at 
its  foot.  When  the  bov  arrived  at  this  valley,  he  ran 
briskly  across  it,  though  the  water  splashed  up  about  his 
feet  at  every  bound  he  gave,  and  dashing  on  through  the 
stream,  he  arrived  at  the  other  side  bv  the  time  the  trooper 
had  reached  the  nearer  one.     Here,  the  latter  was  obliged 
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to  pull  up,  for  his  horse,  at  the  first  step  sank  so  deep, 
that  the  animal  instinctively  withdrew  his  foot  from  the 
treacherous  morass. 

The  trooper  called  after  his  guide,  who  was  proceeding 
up  the  opposite  acclivity,  and  the  boy  turned  round. 

"  I  can't  pass  this,  boy,"  said  the  soldier. 

The  boy  faced  the  hill  again,  without  any  r^>^,  aoj 
recommenced  his  ascent  at  a  rapid  pace. 

"  Come  back,  you  young  scoundrel,  or  I  '11  shoot  you," 
said  the  soldier,  drawing  his  f  ol  from  his  holster.  The 
boy  still  continued  his  flight,  »  d  the  trooper  fired  —  but 
ineffectually — upon  which  **■  :  boy  stopped,  and  after 
making  a  contemptuous  actio  it  the  Englishman,  rushed 
up  the  acclivity  and  was  soon  ucyond  the  reach  of  small 
arms,  and  shortly  after  uui  of  sight,  having  passed  [he 
summit  of  the  hill. 

The  Englishman's  vexation  was  excessive,  at  finding 
himself  thus  left  in  such  a  helpless  situation.  For  a  long 
time  he  endeavoured  to  find  a  spot  in  the  marsh  he  might 
make  his  crossing  good  upon,  but  in  vain, — and  after 
nearly  an  hour  spent  in  this  useless  endeavour,  he  was 
forced  to  turn  back  and  strive  to  unravel  the  maze  of 
twisting  and  twining  through  which  he  had  been  led,  for 
the  purpose  of  getting  on  some  highway,  where  a  chance 
passenger  might  direct  him  in  finding  his  road. 

This  he  failed  to  accomplish,  and  darkness  at  length 
overtook  him,  in  a  wild  country  to  which  he  was  an 
utter  stranger.  He  still  continued,  however,  cautiously 
to  progress  along  the  road  on  which  he  was  benighted, 
and  at  length  the  twinkling  of  a  distant  light  raised  some 
hope  of  succour  in  his  heart. 

Keeping  this  beacon  in  view,  the  benighted  traveller 
made  his  way,  as  well  as  he  might,  until,  by  favour  of  the 
glimmer  he  so  opportunely  discovered,  he,  at  last,  found 
himself  in  front  of  the  house  whence  the  light  proceeded. 
He  knocked  at  the  door,  which,  after  two  or  three  loud 
summonses    was  opened   to  him,  and  then,  briefly  stating 
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the  distressing  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed,  he 
requested  shelter  for  the  night. 

The  domestic  who  opened  the  door  retired  to  deliver 
the  stranger's  message  to  the  owner  of  the  house,  who 
immediately  afterwards  made  his  appearance,  and,  with  a 
reserved  courtesy,  invited  the  stranger  to  enter. 

**  Allow  me  first  to  see  my  horse  stabled,"  said  the 
soldier. 

"  He  shall  be  cared  for,"  said  the  other. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  returned  the  blunt  Englishman, "  if 
I  wish  to  see  him  in  his  stall.  It  has  been  a  hard  day 
for  the  poor  brute,  and  I  fear  one  of  his  hoofs  is  much 
injured ;  how  far,  I  am  anxious  to  see." 

"  As  you  please,  sir,"  said  the  gentleman,  who  ordered 
a  menial  to  conduct  the  stranger  to  the  stable. 

There,  by  the  light  of  a  lantern,  the  soldier  examined 
the  extent  of  injury  his  charger  had  sustained,  and  had 
good  reason  to  fear  that  the  next  day  would  find  him 
totally  unserviceable.  After  venting  many  a  hearty  curse 
on  Irish  roads  and  Irish  guides,  he  was  retiring  from  the 
stable,  when  his  attention  was  attracted  by  a  superb 
white  horse,  and  much  as  he  was  engrossed  by  his  present 
annoyance,  the  noble  proportions  of  the  animal  were  too 
striking  to  be  overlooked;  after  admiring  all  his  points, 
he  said  to  the  attendant,  "  What  a  beautiful  creature 
this  is  —  " 

"Throth,  you  may  say  that,"  was  the  answer. 

"  What  a  charger  he  would  make !  " 

"Sure  enough." 

"  He  must  be  very  fleet." 

"  As  the  win'." 

"And  leaps." 

"  Whoo !  —  over  the  moon,  if  you  axed  him." 

"  That  horse  must  trot  at  least  ten  miles  the  hour." 

"  Tin  !  —  faix  it  would  n't  be  convaynient  to  him  to 
throt   undher  fourteen," — and  with  this  assurance  on 
the  part  of  the  groom,  they  left  the  stable. 
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On  being  led  into  the  dwelling  house,  the  stranger 
found  the  table  spread  for  supper,  and  the  owner  of  the 
mansion,  pointing  to  a  chair,  invited  him  to  partake  of 
the  evening  meal. 

The  reader  need  scarcely  be  told  that  the  invitation 
came  from  Gerald  Pepper,  for,  1  suppose,  the  white  horse 
in  the  stable  has  already  explained  whose  house  chance 
had  directed  the  trooper  to,  though  all  his  endeavours 
to  find  it  had  proved  unavaili 

Gerald  stilt  maintained  thv  ^earing,  which  character- 
ized his  first  meeting  with  the  E  igtishman  on  his  thresh- 
old—  it  was  that  of  reserved  c  urtesy,  Magdalene,  his 
gentle  wife,  was  seated  near  le  table,  with  an  infant 
child  sleeping  upon  her  lap;  .ler  sweet  features  were 
strikingly  expressive  of  sadness ;  and  as  the  stranger 
entered  the  apartment,  her  eye  was  raised  in  one  timorous 
glance  upon  the  man  whose  terrible  mission  she  was  too 
well  aware  of,  and  the  Ions:  lashes  sank  downwards  again 
upon  the  pale  cheek,  that  recent  sorrows  had  robbed  of 
its  bloom. 

"  Come  sir,"  said  Gerald,  "after  such  a  day  of  fatigue 
as  yours  has  been,  some  refreshment  will  be  welcome ;  " 
and  the  Englishman,  presently,  by  deeds,  not  vvords, 
commenced  giving  ample  evidence  of  the  truth  of  the 
observation.  As  the  meal  proceeded,  he  recounted  some 
of  the  mishaps  that  had  befallen  him,  all  of  which  Gerald 
knew  before,  through  Rory  Oge,  who  was  in  the  house 
at  that  very  moment,  though,  for  obvious  reasons,  he 
did  not  make  his  appearance,  and,  at  last,  the  stranger 
put  the  question  to  his  host,  if  he  knew  any  one  in  that 
neighbourhood  called  Gerald  Pepper. 

Magdalene  felt  her  blood  run  cold,  but  Gerald  quietly 
replied,  there  was  a  person  of  that  name  thereabouts. 

"  Is  his  property  a  good  one  ?  "  said  the  trooper. 

"  Very  much  reduced  of  late,"  said  Gerald. 

"  Ballyganh  they  call  it,"  said  the  soldier;  "is  that 
far  from  here  .' " 
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"  It  would  puzzle  me  to  tell  you  how  to  go  to  it  from 
this  place,"  was  the  answer. 

*^  It  is  very  provoking,"  said  the  trooper ;  "  I  have  been 
looking  for  it  these  three  days  and  cannot  find  it,  and 
nobody  seems  to  know  where  it  is." 

Magdalene,  at  these  words,  felt  a  momentary  relief, 
yet  still  she  scarcely  dared  to  breathe. 

"The  truth  is,"  continued  the  soldier,  "that  I  am 
entitled  under  the  king's  last  commission  to  that  property, 
for  all  Pepper's  possessions  have  been  forfeited." 

The  baby,  as  it  slept  in  its  mother's  lap,  smiled  as  its 
legalised  despoiler  uttered  these  last  words,  and  poor 
Magdalene,  smote  to  the  heart  by  the  incident,  melted 
into  tears  \  but,  by  a  powerful  effort,  she  repressed  any 
audible  evidence  of  grief,  and,  shading  her  eyes  with  her 
hand,  her  tears  dropped  in  silence  over  her  sleeping  child. 

Gerald  observed  her  emotion,  and  found  it  difficult  to 
master  his  own  feelings. 

"Now  it  is  rather  hard,"  continued  the  soldier,  "that 
I  have  been  hunting  up  and  down  the  country  for  this 
confounded  place,  and  can't  find  it.  I  thought  it  a  fine 
thing,  but  I  suppose  it 's  nothing  to  talk  of,  or  somebody 
would  know  of  it;  and  more  provoking  still,  we  soldiers 
have  yet  our  hands  so  full  of  work,  that  I  only  got  four 
days'  leave,  and  to-morrow  night  I  am  bound  to  return 
to  Dublin,  or  I  shall  be  guilty  of  a  breach  of  duty  ;  and 
how  I  am  to  return,  with  my  horse  in  the  disabled 
state  that  this  detestable  country  has  left  him,  I  cannot 
conceive." 

"You  will  be  hard  run  to  accomplish  it,"  said  Gerald. 

"  Now  will  you  make  a  bargain  with  me  f "  said  the 
soldier. 

"Of  what  nature?"  said  Gerald. 

"There" — said  the  soldier,  throwing  down  on  the 
tabic  a  piece  of  folded  parchment,  —  "  there  is  the  deben- 
ture entitling  the  holder  thereof  to  the  property  I  have 
named.  Now,  I  must  give  up  looking  for  it,  for  the 
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present*  and  1  am  tired  of  hunting  after  it,  into  the  bar- 
gain ;  besides,  God  knows  when  I  may  be  able  to  come 
here  ^in.  You  are  on  the  spot,  and  may  make  use  of 
this  insiniment,  which  empowers  you  to  take  full  pos- 
session of  the  property  whatever  it  may  be ;  to  you  it 
may  be  valuable.  At  a  word  then,  if  I  give  you  this 
debenture,  will  you  give  me  the  white  horse  that  is 
standing  in  your  stable?" 

Next  to  his  wife  and  children,  Gerald  Pepper  loved 
his  white  horse;  and  the  favourite  animal  so  suddenly 
and  unexpectedly  named  startled  him,  and,  strange  as  it 
may  appear,  he  paused  for  a  moment ;  but  Magdalene, 
unseen  by  the  soldier,  behind  whom  she  was  seated, 
clasped  her  outstretched  hands  in  the  action  of  suppli- 
cation to  her  husband,  and  met  his  eye  with  an  imploring 
look  that,  at  once,  produced  his  answer. 

"Agreed!"  said  Gerald. 

"'Tis  a  bargain,"  said  the  soldier;  and  he  tossed  the 
debenture  across  the  tabic  as  the  property  of  the  man 
whom   it  was  intended  to  leave  destitute. 

Having  thus  put  the  man  into  possession  of  his  own 
property,  the  soldier  commenced  spending  the  night 
pleasantly,  and  it  need  not  be  added  that  Gerald  Pepper 
was  in  excellent  humour  to  help  him. 

As  for  poor  Magdalene,  when  the  bargain  was  com- 
pleted, her  heart  was  too  full  to  permit  her  to  remain 
longer,  and  hurrj-ing  to  the  apartment  where  the  elder 
children  were  sleeping,  she  kissed  them  passionately,  and, 
throwing  herself  on  her  knees  between  their  little  beds, 
wept  profusely,  as  she  offered  the  fervent  outpourings  of 
a  grateful  heart  to  Heaven,  for  the  ruin  so  wonderfully 
averted  from  their  innocent  heads. 

Stories  must   come  to  an  end,  like  evcr\'  thing  else  of 

this  world,  and  so  my  story  is  ended,  as  all  stories  should 

be,  when  there  is   no   further  vitality  left  in   them  :    for 

though  some  past   mortem  experiments  are  occasionally 
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iDiide  by  those  who  expect,  by  a  sort  of  Galvanic  Influ- 
ence, to  persuade  their  readers  that  the  subject  is  not 
quite  dead  yet,  the  practice  ts  so  generally  unsuccessful, 
that  I  decline  becoming  an  operator  in  that  line ;  —  there- 
fore, let  me  hasten  to  my  conclusion. 

The  next  morning,  the  English  soldier  was  in  his 
saddle  at  an  early  hour,  and  he  seemed  to  entertain  all 
the  satisfaction  of  an  habitual  horseman,  in  feehng  the 
stately  tread  of  the  bold  steed  beneath  him.  The  white 
horse  champed  his  bit,  and,  by  his  occasional  curvetings, 
evinced  a  consciousness  that  his  accustomed  rider  was  not 
on  his  bacic;  but  the  firm  scat  and  masterly  hand  of  the 
soldier  shortly  reduced  such  slight  marks  of  rebellion  into 
obedience,  and  he  soon  bade  Gerald  Pepper  farewell. 

The  parting  was  rather  brief  and  silent ;  for  to  have 
been  other,  would  not  have  accorded  with  the  habits  of 
the  one,  nor  suited  the  immediate  humour  of  the  other. 
In  answer  to  the  spur  of  the  soldier,  the  white  horse 
galloped  down  the  avenue  of  his  former  master's  domain, 
and  left  behind  him  the  fields  in  which  he  had  been 
bred.  Gerald  Pepper  looked  after  his  noble  steed  while 
he  remained  within  sight,  and  thought  no  one  was  wit- 
ness to  the  tear  he  dashed  from  his  eye  when  he  turned 
to  re-enter  his  house.  But  there  were  two  who  saw  and 
sympathised  in  the  amiable  weakness  —  his  gentle  Mag- 
dalene and  the  faithful  Rory  Ogc.  The  latter,  spring- 
ing from  behind  an  angle  of  the  house  where  he  had 
stood  concealed,  approached  his  foster-brother,  and 
said  — 

"Thrue  for  you,  indeed,  Masthcr  Gerald,  it  is  a  pity 
so  it  is,  and  a  munhcr  intirclvi  but  sure  there's  no  help 
for  it;  and  though  the  white  horse  is  a  toss,  there  is  no 
denyin'  it,  yet,  'p''"  f")'  conscience,  I  'm  mighty  proud 
this  blessed  minit  to  ire  'that  ftllsw  lavin  thi  place  f  " 

Gerald  Pepper  entertained,  throughout  his  life,  an 
affectionate  remembrance  of  his  gallant  horse:  even 
more,  —  the  stall  where  he  last  stood,  and  the  rack  and 
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manger,  where  he  had  lasi  fed  under  the  roof  of  his 
master,  were  held  sacred,  and  were  ordered  to  remain  in 
the  state  the  favourite  had  left  them  ;  and  to  perpetuate 
to  his  descendants  the  remembrance  of  the  singular  event 
that  bad  preserved  to  him  his  estate,  the  white  horse  was 
introduced  into  his  armc"-'  *""-ings,  and  is,  at  this  day, 
one  of  the  heraldic  distin  >f  the  family,' 


>  As  the  reader  may  har 
the  hiitorical  personages  ihal 
History  of  England  for  Kinj 
am  enabled  lo  account,  by  g 
dislinguishcd  officer,  undernb 
record  his  fete:  — 


ih  to  knon  what  became  of 
this  sloiy,  I  refer  him  (o  the 
and  for  General  Sirsctield  I 
ght  of  a  tare  old  print  of  thai 
.,  the  following  cutioux  lines 


THE   CURSE   OF   KISHOGUE 

INTRODUCTION 

I  DO  not  mean  to  say  that  cursing  is  either  moral  or 
polite,  but  I  certainly  di>  thinic,  that,  if  a  man  curse 
at  all,  he  has  a  right  to  curse  after  what  fashion  he 
chooses.  Now,  1  am  not  going  to  curse,  nor  swear 
neither,  but  I  am  about  writing  about  the  very  superior 
curse,  as  above  named,  and  I  have  premised  the  foregoing 
conditions,  seeing,  that  entertaining  such  an  opinion  on 
the  subject,  no  moralist  can  find  fault  with  me  for  the 
minor  ofTence  of  introducing  a  curse  to  my  own  taste. 
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Let  not  the  polite  world  either  startle  at  the  word,  "  In- 
troduction." I  do  not  intend  to  force  cursing  into  their 
notice  or  their  company  1  I  mean  the  word  "introduc- 
tion "  purely  in  a  literary  sense ;  and  lastly,  therefore,  to 
the  literary  I  would  say  a  few  words  on  the  matter. 
There  has  been  already  kr 1  to  the  literary  world, 


a  celebrated  curse,  called  ' 
I  hope  I  may  not  be  cons 
intention  of  putting  forwai 
its  "companion."      Somet 
been  wanted,  and  should  - 
considered  the  person  wl 
hope  Doctor  Southey  wih 
of  dedicating  the  siory  to  hmi. 
of  difference  in  the  two  curses  t( 
reader's  entertainment,  and  yet  < 


Curse  of  Kehama," 
:oo  presumptuous  in  the 
ursc  to  their  notice,  as 
f  the  sort,  I  think,  has 
the  distinction  of  being 
ipplied  the  deficiency,  [ 
ne  the  further  happiness 
here  are  sufficient  poinis 
make  a  variety  for  the 


cidence  between  them  —  the  di 
as  regards  the  variety,  Kehama's  curse  was,  that  he  could 
not  die  ;  while  poor  Kishoguc's  was,  that  he  did.  As  to 
the  coincidence,  Kehama  and  Kishogue  have  their  inter- 
est materially  involved  in  the  drinking  of  a  cup;  yet,  in 
the  very  coincidence,  there  is  a  charming  want  of  simili- 
tude, for  Kehama,  in  not  having  the  cup  to  drink,  and 
Kishogue  in  having  it  to  drink,  and  refusing  it,  produce 
such  different  consequences,  that  it  is  like  the  same  note 
being  sounded  by  two  voices, whose  qualities  aresounlikc, 
that  no  one  could  believe  the  note  to  be  the  same.  But, 
lest  I  should  anticipate  my  story,  I  will  close  my  observa- 
tions on  the  rival  meritsof  the  two  epics,  and  request  the 
reader,  in  pursuance  of  my  desire  of  being  permitted  to  cell 
my  story  according  to  my  own  fancy,  to  step  in  with  me  for 
a  few  minutes  into  the  next  chapter,  which  is  no  genteeler 
place  than  a  sheebecn  house. 


THE  SHEEBEEN   HOUSE 

"  A  jof  of  punch,  1  juf  of  panch, 
Tu  time  he  wnc  m*  ■  juf  of  ponch." 

Old  Ballad. 

I  HAD  been  wandering  over  a  wild  district,  and 
thought  myself  fortunate,  in  default  of  better  quar- 
ters, to  alight  upon  a  shccbcen  house,  the  aubtrgt  of 
Ireland.  It  had  been  raining  heavily, —  I  was  wet,  and 
there  was  a  good  turf  fire  to  dry  me.  From  many 
hours  of  exercise,  I  was  hungry  ;  and  there  was  a  good 
rasher  of  bacon  and  a  fresh  egg  to  satisfy  the  cravings 
of  nature;  and  to  secure  me  from  cold,  as  a  consequence 
of  the  soaking  I  had  experienced,  there  was  a  glass  of 
pure  "  mountain  dew  "  at  my  service  — so  pure,  that  its 
rustic  umplicity  had  never  been  contaminated  by  such 
a  worldly  knowledge  as  the  king's  duty.  What  more 
then  might  a  reasonable  man  want,  than  a  shecbecn 
house,  under  such  circumstances? 

Ah! — we  who  are  used  to  the  refinements  of  life, 
can  never  imagine  how  very  little  may  suffice,  upon 
occasion,  to  satisfy  our  natural  wants,  until  we  have 
been  reduced  by  circumstances  to  the  knowledge.  The 
earthen  floor  of  the  sheebecn  never  for  an  instant  sug- 
gested the  want  of  a  carpet ;  the  absence  of  a  steel  grate 
did  not  render  the  genial  heat  of  the  blithely  bbzing  fire 
less  agreeable.  There  was  no  vagrant  hankering  after 
a  haunch  of  venison  as  I  despatched  my  rasher  of 
bacon,  which  hunger  rendered  so  palatable  i  and  I 
believe  "poteen,"  under  the  immediate  circumstances 
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in  which  [  was    placed,  was   more  acceptable   than   the 
best  flask  of  "  Chateau  Alargaux." 

Whon  I  arrived  at  the  house,  the  appearance  of  a 
well  dressed  stranger  seeking  its  hospitality  created  quite 
a  "  sensation  :  "  the  bare-legged  girl,  who  acted  in  the 
capacity  of  waller,  was  sent  driving  about   in  all   direc- 


orders  issued  to  her  by 
while  I  was  drying 


,    Judy,    I    tell    ytMi.  — 

tone,   **  Get    ready   the 

)n."    Then  away  trotted 

many  steps  there  was 


tions  i   and  I  could  overhca, 
"the  misthrlss"  from  ttm 
myself  before  the  lire, 

"  Judy  —  here,  —  comi 
See!"  —  Then,   in    an 
quol'ty  ^  room  ;  —  hurry  it 
Judy,  but  before  she  hai. 
another  call. 

"And,  Judy!" 

"Well,  ma'am." 

"  Put  a  candle  in  the  tin  sconce." 

"Sure  Terry  Regan  has  the  sconce 
Pointing  to  an  adjuining  apartment  when 
were  very  busy  in  making  merry. 

"  Well,    no    niatihcr   for   that ;    scoop 
and  that  'II   do  well  enough   for  Terry  —  sure  he  knows 
no  betthcr  —  and  take  the  sconce  for  the  gintleman." 

I  interrupted  her  here,  to  heg  she  would  not  put  her- 
self to  anv  inconvenience  on  niv  account,  for  I  was  very 
comfortable  where  I  was,  before  her  i;ood  tire. 

"  Oh,  as  for  the  tire,  your  honour,  Judy  shall  put 
some  'live''  turf  an  the  hearth,  and  vou  'II  be  as  snug  as 
vou  plaze." 

"  Yes,  but  I  should  be  \  crv  lonesome,  sitting  there  all 
night  by  myself,  and  I  would  much  rather  stay  where  1 
am;  this  fire  is  so  plcaiiant,  you  '11  hardly  make  another 
as  good  to-night,  and  I  like  to  see  people  about  me," 


within  there." 
:  some  peasants 


pratee,' 


'  A  poiito,  witl 
m  for  a  candlcsl 
'  Lighted  lurf. 


applitJ  (o  pcr>n 
le  scooped  out  o 
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**■  Indeed,  an'  no  wonher,  sir^  and  that 's  thrue ;  but 
I  *m  afcard  you  '11  find  thtm  men  dhrinkin'  within  there, 
throublcsomc ;  they  're  laughin'  like  mad." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  said  I ;  "  I  like  to  see  people 
happy." 

"Indeed  and  your  honour's  mighty  agreeable ^  but 
that 's  always  the  way  with  a  gintleman  —  it  makes  no 
dilFer  in  life  to  the  rail  cjuol'ty." 

"  Say  no  more  about  it,"  said  I,  *'  I  beg  of  you ;  I 
can  enjoy  myself  here  by  this  good  fire,  and  never  mind 
the  sconce,  nor  any  thing  else  that  might  inconvenience 
you ;  but  let  me  have  the  rasher  as  soon  as  you  can,  and 
some  more  of  that  good  stufF  you  have  just  given  me,  to 
make  some  punch,  and  I  will  be  as  happy  as  a  king." 

"■  Throth  then  you  're  aisily  satisfied,  sir;  but  sure,  as 
I  said  before,  a  rale  gintleman  takes  every  thing  as  it 
comes." 

Accordingly,  the  rasher  was  dressed  on  the  fire  before 
which  I  sat,  and  it  was  not  long  before  I  did  honour 
to  the  simple  fare ;  and  being  supplied  with  the  mate- 
rials for  making  punch,  I  became  my  own  brewer  on  the 
occasion. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  mirth  grew  louder  in  the  ad- 
joining compartment  of  the  house;  and  Terry  Regan, 
before  alluded  to,  seemed  to  be  a  capital  master  of  the 
revels;  and  while  I  enjoyed  my  own  tipple  bfside  the 
lively  lire,  I  had  all  the  advantage  of  overhearing  the  con- 
versation of  Terry  and  his  party.  This  was  of  a  very 
motley  description  :  the  forthcoming  sporting  events  on 
a  neighbouring  rare-course,  the  last  execution  at  the 
county  jail  and  an  approaching  fair,  were  matters  of  dis- 
cussion for  some  time;  but  these  gave  place,  at  last,  to 
the  politics  of  the  day. 

It  was  the  period  when  the  final  downfall  of  Napoleon 

had  created   such  a  sensation,  and   It  was  a  long  time 

before  the   peasantry  of  Ireland   could  believe  that  the 

hero  of  France  was  so  utterly  discomfited.     He  had  long 
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been  a  son  of  idol  to  them,  and  the  brilliancj-  of  his 
successes,  for  years,  had  led  them  into  the  belief  that  he 
was  invincible.  There  is,  perhaps,  in  the  lower  orders  in 
general,  a  tendency  to  admire  military  heroes,  but  this 
is  peculiarly  the  case  amongst  the  Irish,  and  Alexander 
and  Julius  Cxsar  are  names  more  familiar  to  them  than 
a  stranger  could  well  believe.  But  their  love  of  Buona- 
parte, and  their  exultation  in  s  triumphs,  had  a  deeper 
motive  than  mere  admitaiion  ofawarrior: — what  that 
motive  wxs,  it  would  be  foreip'n  to  my  pages  to  touch 
upon,  therefore,  let  me  resum  ■. 

The  conversation  amongst  these  peasant  politicians 
turned  upon  Buonaparte's  imprisonment  at  St.  Helena, 
and  some  of  the  party,  unwilling  to  believe  it,  doubted 
the  affair  altogether. 

"  By  the  powdhcrs    o'   war,"  said   one,  "  I  '11    never 
h'lieve  that    he 's    a    prcsoner.      Tut  —  who   could    take 
him  presoner  r      There  's  none  o'  tht'm  aiqvjal  to  it," 
"Oh,  I  'm  afeard  it 's  coo  ihrue  it  is,"  said  another. 
"  An'  you  b'licvc  it  then  ? "  said  a  third. 
"  Faix  I  do.      Sure  Masthcr  '  Frank  —  the  captain,  I 
mane,  said  he  seen  him  there  himself." 

"Tare-an-ouns,  did  he  see  him  in  airnest?" 
"  Sure  enough  faith,  with  his  own  two  eves." 
"  And  was  he  in  chains,  like  a  rak  prcs'ner  ?  " 
"  Oh,  no,  man  alive  !  sure  they  would  n't  go  for  to  put 
a  chain  an  him-,  like  any  other  househraker,  < 


o-  that." 

»  Well, 

sur 

e  I  heerd  1 

:hcm 

makir 

r  spachcs  about  it  a 

the  meetin 

'  w 

as  bevant 

in  the 

town 

last  summer;  and 

gintleman 

out 

o-  Oublin, 

,  that 

kem   dnvn  an   puipoif,  ha 

the  hakh  o 

•  fii 

le  language   all 

about 

it;   and  I  remembe 

well  he  sa 

lid  1 

;hcse  very 

words 

■:— ' 

Thcv  will  never  bk 

>  Theju 

nior 

mnle  branch. 

:^ofi 

familv 

arcnlwayvcillcd"  Ma- 

ter"  by  ihe 

pci- 

.antrv,  no  m 

itter  V' 

thai  tl., 

6t  ace  miv  be.      I  hav 
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vvho   had  counted  half 

century. 
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the  %tain  from  their  annuals ;  and  when  he  £fs  it  will  be 
a  livin'  disgrace  to  them :  for  what  can  he  do  but  die, 
says  he,  lun  compoaed  as  he  is  by  the  wide  oceant, 
chained,  undher  a  burnin'  climax  to  that  saiulary  rock? 
Oh !  think  o'  that ! ! '  —  So  you  see  he  was  chained, 
accordin'  to  his  account." 

*'  But,  Masther  Frank,  I  tell  you,  says  he  seen  him ; 
and  there  's  no  chain  an  him  at  all ;  but  he  says  he  is 
thtrt  for  sartin." 

**  Oh,  murther,  murther !  —  Well,  if  he 's  there,  sure 
he  's  a  pres'ner,  and  that  'II  brake  his  heart." 

"Oh,  thrue  for  you  —  think  o'  Bonyparty  bein'  a 
pris'nor  like  any  other  man,  and  him  that  was  able  to  go 
over  the  whole  world  wherever  he  plazed,  being  obleegcd 
to  live  an  a  rock." 

"Aye,"  said  the  repeater  of  the  ipache^  "and  the 
villians  to  have  him  under  that  burnin'  climax.  I  won- 
dher  what  is  it." 

"  I  did  n't  hear  Masther  Frank  say  a  word  about  that. 
Oh,  what  will  my  poor  Bony  do  at  all  at  all ! ! " 

"  By  dad,  it  is  hard  for  to  say." 

"  By  gor !  "  said  Terry  Regan,  who  had  been  hitherto 
a  silent  listener,  "  t  dunna  what  the  divil  he  '11  do  wid 
himself  now,  iarrin'  he  takes  to  dhrini." 

"Faix,  an'  there  is  great  comfort  in  the  sup,  sure 
enough,"  said  one  of  his  companions. 

"To  be  sure  there  is,"  said  Terry.  —  "  Musha,  thin, 
Phil,"  said  he  to  one  of  the  party,  "  give  us  '  The  Jug 
o'  Punch,'  the  sorra  bctther  song  you  have  than  that 
same,  and  sure  it 's  just  the  very  thing  that  will  be  nale 
and  eppmbrious  at  this  present,  as  they  say  in  the  spaches 
at  the  char'ty  dinners." 

"Well,  I'll  do  my  endayvour,  if  it's  plazin'  to  the 
company,"  said  Phil. 

"That's  your  sort,"  said  Terr)-,  "Rise  it!  your 
sowl !  " 

Phil  then  proceeded  to  sing,  after  some  preliminary 
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hums  and  hahs  and  coughing  to  clear  his  voice,  the  fol- 
lowing old  ballad)  the  burden  of  which  I  have  chosen 
as  the  epigraph  of  this  chapter. 


THE   JUG   OF   PUNCH 


le  he  sung  mas  a    jug  o"  punch.  Too 


^m^ 


Ioo7      a      jug      o'  punch. 


jug     o'punch,  The  tune  he  sung   v 

What  more  liivitshin  mighl  a  man  i 
Than  to  be  sated  by  a  n^ile  lurf  fire 
And  by  his  side  a  purty  wench. 
And  on  the  table  a  jug  o"  punch  ? 
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The  Mulct  twelve  and  Apollio  fiuncd. 
In  CaslitiaM  pride  dhrinki  pemiciaui  ■  Mhrames  | 
But  I  would  not  grudge  them  tin  timet  m  much. 
At  long  as  I  had  a,  jug  o'  punch. 
Toor  a  loo,  etc. 

Then  the  mortUI  godt  dhrinkt  their  necthar  wine. 
And  they  tell  me  claret  ti  very  line  i 
But  I  *d  give  them  alt,  just  in  a  bunch. 
For  one  jolly  pull  at  a  jug  o'  punch. 
Toor  a  loo,  etc. 

The  docthor  &ilt  with  all  hit  art. 
To  cure  an  impriiuon  an  the  heart  ^ 
But  if  life  was  gone  —  within  an  inch  — 
What  would  bring  it  back  like  a  jug  o'  punch  i 
Toor  a  loo,  eic. 

But  when  I  am  dead  and  in  my  grave, 
No  costly  tomb-slone  will  I  crave  ; 
But  I  '11  dig  a  grave  both  wide  and  deep. 
With  a  jug  o*  punch  a(  my  head  and  feet. 

Toor  a  loo,  toor  a  loo,  toor  a  loo,  fol  lol  dhe   roll  i 
A  jug  o"  punch  1  a  jug  o"  punch  1  1 
Oh  I  more  power  to  your  elbow,  my  jug  o'  punch  !  !  ! 

Most  uproarious  applause  followed  this  brilliant  lyric, 
and  the  thumping  of  tists  and  pewter  pots  on  the  table, 
testified  the  admiration  the  company  entertained  for  their 
minstrel. 

"My  sowl,  Phil!"  said  Terry  Regan,  "it's  beither 
and  betther  you  're  growing,  even'  night  I  hear  you  ;  the 
real  choice  spent  is  in  you  that  improves  with  age." 

"Faith,  an'  there's  no  choicer  spert  than  this  same 
Mrs.  Muldoody  has  in  her  house,"  said  one  of  the  party, 
on  whom  the  liquor  had  begun  to  operate,  and  who  did 
not  take  Terry  Regan's  allusion. 

"  Well,  fill  your  glass  again  with  it,"  said  Terry,  doing 
the  honours,  and  then,  resuming  the  conversation,  and 

'  How  beautifully  are  Caitaly  and  Patnastut  treated  here  I 
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addressing  Phil  again,  he  said,  "  Why  then,  Phil,  yoa 
have  a  tcirible  fine  voice." 

"  Throth  an'  you  have,  Phil,"  said  another  of  the 
pany,  "  it 's  a  pity  your  mother  bad  n't  more  of  yez, — 
oh  that  I  may  sec  the  woman  that  desarves  you,  and  thai 
I  may  danee  at  your  weddin'  ! " 

"  Faix,  an'  I  'd  rather  sing  at  my  own  wake,"  said 
Phil. 

"  Och  that  you  may  be  able,"  said  Terry  Regan,  "bm 
I  'm  afeard  there  '11  be  a  man  hanged  the  day  you 
die." 

"  Pray  for  yourself,  Terry,  if  you  plazc,"  said  PhiL 

"Well,  sing  us  another  song  then," 

"Not  a  one  more  I  remimber,"  5aid  Phil. 

"  Remimber  !  "  said  Terry,  "  bad  cess  to  me,  but  you 
know  more  songs  than  would  make  the  fortune  of  a 
ballad-si  ngiT." 

"Throth  I  can't  think  of  one." 

"  Ah,  don't  think  at  all,  man,  but  let  the  song  out  of 
you,  sure  it  '11  come  of  itself  if  you  're  willin'." 

"  Bad  cess  to  me  if  I  remimber  one." 

"Oh,  I  'II  jog  your  mimorv,"  said  Terr\',  "sing  us 
the  song  vou  deludhercd  owld  Roony's  daughther  with." 

"Whai'sthat?"  said  Phil. 

"  Oh,  you  purtind  not  to  know,  you  desaiver." 

"  Throth  an'  I  don't,"  said  Phil. 

"Why,  bad  fortune  to  you,  vou  know  it  well  —  sure 
the  poor  girl  was  never  the  same  since  she  heerd  it,  you 
kem  over  her  so,  with  the  lindhcrness." 

"  Well,  what  was  it,  can't  you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  It  was  'The  Pig  that  was  in  Aughrim.'  " 

"Oh  [hat's  a  beautiful  song,  sure  enough,  and  it's 
too  thrue  it  is.  Oh  thim  vagabone  staymers  thai 's  goin' 
evermore  to  England,  the  divil  a  pig  they  '11  lave  in  the 
counthry  at  all." 

"  Faix,  I  'm  afeard  so  —  but  that 's  no  rule  why  you 
should  not  sing  the  song.    Out  with  it,  Phil,  my  boy." 
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**■  Well,  here  goes,"  said  Phil,  and  he  commenced  sing- 
ing in  a  most  doleful  strain,  the  followiog  ballad  : 

THE  PIG  THAT  WAS  IN  AUGHRIM 

The  pig  ilui  wu  in  Aughriro  wu  dhru*  to  fomgn  pan*. 
And  when  he  Tm  goin'  ui  the  road  it  bruk  the  owld  Mw't  heut. 
"Oh,"  saf]  (he,  "«\y  counthry 's ruin' d and deaaited  now  by  all. 
And  (be  rite  of  pigt  in  England  will  iuure  the  counthrj'i  bll. 
FoT  the  landlords  and  the  pig*  are  all  gain'  band  in  hand  —  " 

"  Oh  stop,  Phil,  jewel,"  said  the  fellow  who  had  been 
doing  so  much  honour  to  Mrs.  Muldoody's  liquor  — 
"  stop,  Phil,  mjr  darlin' ! "  —  and  here  he  began  to  cry  in 
afit  of  dninken  tenderness.  "Oh!  stop,  Phil  —  that's 
too  much  for  me  — oh,  I  can't  stand  it  at  all.  Miuther, 
munher,  but  it 's  heart  breakin',  so  it  b." 

After  some  trouble  on  the  pan  of  bis  companions,  this 
tender-hearted  youth  was  reconciled  to  hearing  "  The  Pig 
that  was  in  Aughrim  "  concluded,  though  I  would  not 
vouch  for  so  much  on  the  part  of  my  readers,  and  there- 
fore I  will  quote  no  more  of  it.  But  he  was  not  the 
only  person  who  began  to  be  influenced  by  the  potent 
beverage  that  had  been  circulating,  and  the  party  became 
louder  in  their  mirth  and  more  diffuse  in  their  conver- 
sation, which,  occasionally  was  conducted  on  that  good 
old  plan  of  a  Dutch  concert,  where  every  man  plays  his 
own  tune.  At  last,  one  of  the  revellers,  who  had  just 
sufficient  sense  left  to  know  it  was  time  to  go,  yet  not 
sufficient  resolution  to  put  his  notion  in  practice,  got  up 
and  said,  "  Good  night,  boys." 

"Who  's  that  sayin'  good  night  ?  "  called  out  Terry 
R^an,  in  a  tone  of  indignation. 

"  Oh  it 's  only  me,  and  it 's  time  for  me  to  go,  you 
know  yourself,  Terry,"  said  the  deserter — "and  the 
wife  will  be  as  mad  as  a  hatter  if  I  stay  out  longer." 

"  By  the  powers  o'  Moll  Kelly,  if  you  had  three  wives 
you  must  n't  go  yet,"  said  the  president. 
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"  By  dad  I  must,  Terry." 

"Ah  then,  why  ?  " 

"  Bckase  I  must." 

"That's  so  good  a  raison,  Bamy,  that  I'll  say  dq 
more  — only,  mark  my  words  :  —  You  'II  be  Sony." 

"//'('//be  sorry,"  said  B?riiy, --" Faix,  an'  it's  sarrf 
enough  I  am  —  and  small  jlamc  to  me;  for  the  conk- 
pany  's  pleasant  and  the  dhrink  's  good." 

"  And  why  won't  you  stay  then  ?  " 

"  Bekase  I  must  go,  as  1  towld  you  before." 

"Well, be  offwid  you  at  wanst,  and  don't  be  spylio' 
good  company  if  you  won't  stay.  Be  off  wid  you,  I  tdj 
you,  and  don'i  be  standin'  there  with  your  hat  in  yotn 
hand  like  an  ass  bctune  two  bundles  o'  hay,  as  you  are, 
but  go  if  you 're  guin'  —  and  the  Curse  o'  Kishuguc  an 
you  !  " 

"  Well,  good  night,  boys,"  said  the  departing  reveller, 

"  Faix,  you  shall  have  no  good  night  from  uz.  You  're 
a  bad  fellow,  Barny  Currigan  —  so  the  Curse  o"  Kishogue 
an  you  !  " 

"  Oh,  tare  an  ouns,"  said  Barny,  pausing  at  the  door, 
"  don't  put  the  curse  an  a  man  that  is  goin'  the  road, 
and  has  to  pass  bv  the  Rath, '  more  betoken,  and  no 
knowin'  where  the  fairies  would  be." 

"Throth,  then,  and  I  will,"  said  Tcrrv  Regan,  in- 
creasing in  energy,  as  he  saw  Barnv  was  irresolute  — 
"  and  may  the  Curse  o'  Kishogue  light  on  you  again  and 
again  !  " 

"Oh,  do  you  hear  this!!!"  exclaimed  Barny,  in  a 
most  comical  state  of  distress. 

"  Aye  I  "  shouted  the  whole  partv,  almost  at  a  breath ; 
"the  Curse  o'  Kishogue  an  you  —  and  your  health  u 
wear  il  !  " 

"Why,  then,  what  the  dickens  do  you  mane  by  thai 

1  Fairies  urr  supposed  to  haum  all  old  mounds  of  esnh,  sucli  a^ 
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curae  \  "  said  Barny.  "  I  thought  I  Icnew  all  the  cunei 
out,  but  I  never  heerd  of  the  Curse  o'  Kishogue  before." 

"  Oh  you  poor  ignorant  craythur,"  said  Terry,  "where 
were  you  born  and  bred  at  all  at  all  ?  Oh  signs  on  it, 
you  were  always  in  a  huriy  to  brake  up  good  company, 
or  it 's  not  askin'  you  'd  be  for  the  maynin'  of  the  Curse 
o*  Kishogue." 

"  Why  then,  what  deis  it  mane  ? "  said  Barny, 
thoroughly  posed. 

"  Pull  o^  your  caubeen  and  sit  down  forninst  me 
there,  and  tackle  to  the  dhrink  like  a  man,  and  it  is  I 
that  will  enlighten  your  benighted  undherstandin',  and  a 
beautiful  warnin'  it  will  be  to  you  all  the  days  o'  your 
life,  and  all  snakin'  chaps  like  you,  that  would  be  in  a 
hurry  to  take  to  the  road  and  lave  a  snug  house  like  this, 
while  there  was  the  froth  on  the  pot  or  the  bead  an  the 
naggin." 

So  Barny  sat  down  again,  amidst  the  shouts  and  laugh- 
ter of  his  companions,  and  after  the  liquor  had  passed 
merrily  round  the  table  for  some  time,  Terry,  in  accord- 
ance with  his  promise,  commenced  his  explanation  of 
the  malediction  that  had  brought  Barny  Corrigan  back 
to  his  seat ;  but  before  he  began,  he  filled  a  fresh  glass, 
and,  profiting  by  [he  example,  I  will  open  a  fresh 
chapter. 


THE   CURSE   OF    KISHOGt 

■■  IreliDilu  the  onl;  conntijin  the  world  wben  thcjr  would  m 
RuiAiE  or  A  Lati  JoDmotn  akd  Jod 

YOU    see  (here   was   wansc  a   mighty  dacentl 
called  Kishogue  —  and  not  a  complater  chap  m 

iii  the  sivcn  parishes  nor  himself —  and  for  dhrlnkin'  t 
coortin'  (and  by  the  same  token  he  was  a  darJint  amon 
the  girls,  he  was  so  Itowld),  or  cvidgellin",  or  runiiin 
or  wrastlin',  or  the  like  o'  that,  none  could  come  ne: 
him ;  and  at  patthcrn,  or  fair,  or  the  dance,  or  the  waki 
Kishogue  was  the  flower  o'  the  flock. 

Well,  to  be  sure,  the  iiintlcnien  iv  the  counthr\-  di 
not  belo^e  him  so  well  as  his  own  son  — that  is  th 
tldherly  gintlemen,  for  as  to  the  vourig  'squires,  bv  gc 
they  loved  him  like  one  of  themselves,  and  bclthe 
a'most,  for  they  knew  well,  that  Kishogue  was  the  bo 
to  put  them  up  to  all  sorts  and  >i^cs  of  divilment  an 
divarshiii,  and  [hat  was  all  thcv  wanted  — but  the  owK 
studdy  (steadv)  ointlemcn  — the  rcspojisible  people  likt 
did  n't  givi;  into  his  wavs  at  all — and,  in  throth,  the 
used  to  be  thinkin'  that  if  Kishogue  was  out  of  th 
counthr\-,  bodv  and  bones,  that  the  cnunthn"  would  nc 
be  the  worse  iv  it,  in  the  laste,  and  that  the  deer,  an 
the  hares,  and  the  patthcridges  would  n't  be  scarcer  i 
the  laste,  and  that  the  throut  and  the  salmon  would  lad 
an  aisicr  life: — but  thcv  could  get  no  howlt  of  hir 
good  or  bad,  for  he  was  as  cute  as  a  fo\,  and  there  wa 
no  sitch  thing  as  getting  him  at  an  aniplush,  at  all,  fo 
he  was  like  a  weasel,  ■i'most  —  atlfep  wid  hit  eyes  open. 
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Well;  thu's  the  way  it  was  for  many  a  long  day, 
and  Kishc^ue  was  as  happy  as  the  day  was  long,  antil, 
as  bad  luck  id  have  it,  he  made  a  mistake  one  night,  as 
the  story  goes,  and  by  dad  how  he  could  make  the  same 
mistake  was  never  cleared  up  yet,  barrin'  that  the  night 
was  dark,  or  that  Kishogue  had  a  dhrop  o'  dhnnk  in; 
but  the  mistake  was  made,  and  th'n  was  the  mistake,  you 
sec  ;  that  he  consaived  he  seen  his  own  mare  threspassin' 
an  the  man's  field,  by  the  road  side,  and  so,  with  that, 
he  cotched  the  mare  —  that  is,  the  marc,  to  all  appear- 
ance, but  it  was  not  his  own  mare,  but  the  'squtre's  horse, 
which  he  tuk  for  bis  own  mare,  —  all  in  a  misMke,  and 
he  thought  that  she  had  sthrayed  away,  and  not  likin' 
to  see  h'ti  baste  threspassin'  an  another  man's  field,  what 
does  he  do,  but  he  dhrives  home  the  horse  in  a  mistakt^ 
you  sec,  and  how  he  could  do  the  like  is  hard  to  say, 
excep'n  that  the  night  was  dark,  as  I  said  before,  or  that 
he  had  a  dhrop  too  much  in  ;  but,  howsomever  the  mis- 
take was  made,  and  a  sore  mistake  it  was  for  poor 
Kishogue,  for  he  never  persaivcd  it  at  all,  antil  three 
days  afther,  when  the  polisman  kem  to  him  and  towld 
him  he  should  go  along  with  him. 

*'  For  what  ?  "  says  Kishogue. 

"  Oh,  you  're  mighty  innocent,"  says  the  polisman. 

"  Thrue  for  you,  sir,"  says  Kishogue,  as  quite  (quiet) 
as  a  child,  "  And  where  are  you  goin'  to  take  me,  may 
I  make  bowld  to  ax,  sir .' "  says  he. 

"  To  jail,"  says  the  Peeler.' 

"  For  what?  "  says  Kishogue. 

"Forstaalin'  the  'squire's  horse,"  says  the  Peeler. 

"  It  's  the  first  I  hcerd  of  it,"  says  Kishogue. 

"  Throth  then,  't  won't  be  the  last  you  'U  hear  of  it," 
says  the  other. 

"  Why,  tare  an  ouns,  sure  it 's  no  houscbrakin'  for  a 
man  to  dhrive  home  his  own  marc,"  says  Kishogue. 

■  So  called  from  being  established  by  Sir  Robert  Peel. 
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^^  No/'  says  the  Peeler,  ^  but  it  is  burglaarimis  to 
sarcumvint  another  man's  horse,"  says  he. 

^^  But  supposin'  't  was  a  mistake  ?  "  says  Kishoguc 

^  By  gor  it  'ill  be  the  dear  mistake  to  you,"  says  the 
polisman. 

"  That 's  a  poor  case,"  says  Kishogue. 

But  there  was  no  use  in  talkin'  —  he  might  as  weD 
have  been  whist lin'  jigs  to  a  milestone  as  sthrivin'  to 
invaigle  the  polisman,  and  the  ind  of  it  was,  that  he  was 
obleeged  to  march  off  to  jail,  and  there  he  lay  in  laven- 
dher,  like  Paddy  Ward's  pig,  antil  the  'sizes  kern  an, 
and  Kishogue,  you  see,  bein'  of  a  high  sperrit,  did  not 
like  the  iday  at  all  of  bein'  undher  a  complimint  to  the 
King  for  his  lodgin'.  Besides,  to  a  chap  like  him,  that 
was  used  all  his  life  to  goin'  round  the  world  for  sport, 
the  thoughts  o'  confinement  was  altogether  contagious, 
though  indeed  his  friends  endayvoured  for  to  make  it  as 
agreeable  as  they  could  to  him,  for  he  was  mightily  be- 
loved in  the  counthry,  and  they  wor  goin'  to  sec  him 
mornin',  noon,  and  night  — throth,  they  led  the  turnkey 
a  busy  life,  lettin'  them  in  and  out,  for  they  wor  comin' 
and  goin*,  evermore,  like  Mulligan's  blanket. 

Well,  at  last  the  'sizes  kem  an,  and  down  kern  the 
sheriffs,  and  the  judge,  and  the  jury,  and  the  witnesses, 
all  book-sworn  to  tell  nothin'  but  the  born  thruth :  and 
with  that,  Kishogue  was  the  first  that  was  put  an  his 
thrial,  for  not  knowin'  the  differ  betune  his  own  mare 
and  another  man's  horse,  for  they  wished  to  give  an  ex- 
ample to  the  counthry,  and  he  was  bid  to  howld  up  his 
hand  at  the  bar  (and  a  fine  big  fist  he  had  of  his  own, 
by  the  same  token),  and  up  he  held  it  —  no  ways  danted, 
at  all,  but  as  bowld  as  a  ram.  Well,  then,  a  chap  in  a 
black  coat  and  a  frizzled  wig  and  spectacles  gets  up, 
and  he  reads  and  reads,  that  you  'd  think  he  'd  never 
have  done  readin' ;  and  it  was  all  about  Kishogue— as 
we  heerd  afther  —  but  could  not  make  out  at  the  time 
—  and    no  wondher :    and   in  throth,   Kishogue   never 
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done  the  half  of  what  the  dirty  little  ottomy  was  readin' 
about  him  —  barrin'  he  knew  lies  iv  him  \  and  Kishogue 
himself,  poor  fellow,  got  frekened  at  last,  when  he  heerd 
him  goin'  an  at  that  rate  about  him,  but  afther  a  bit, 
he  tuk  heart  and  said : 

^^  By  this  and  by  that,  I  never  done  the  half  o'  that 
any  how." 

"  Silence  in  the  coort !  !  !  "  says  the  crier  —  puttin' 
him  down  that-a-way.  Oh  there  's  no  justice  for  a  poor 
boy  at  all ! 

"  Oh  murther,"  says  Kishogue,  "  is  a  man's  life  to 
be  swore  away  afther  this  manner,  and  must  n't  spake 
a  word  ?  " 

"  Howl'  your  tongue ! "  says  my  lord  the  judge. 
And  so  afther  some  more  jabberin'  and  gibberish,  the 
little  man  in  the  spectacles  threwn  down  the  paper  and 
asked  Kishogue  if  he  was  guilty  or  not  guilty. 

"  I  never  done  it,  ,my  lord,"  says  Kishogue. 

^^  Answer  as  you  are  bid,  sir,"  says  the  spectacle  man. 

"  I  'm  innocent,  my  lord  !  "  says  Kishogue. 

**  Bad  cess  to  you,  can't  you  say  what  you  're  bid  ?  " 
says  my  lord  the  judge.  —  "  Guilty  or  not  guilty  f  " 

"  Not  guilty,"  says  Kishogue. 

"  I  don't  believe  you,"  says  the  judge. 

"  Small  blame  to  you,"  says  Kishogue ;  *'  you  're  ped 
for  hangin'  people,  and  you  must  do  something  for  your 
wages." 

"  You  've  too  much  prate,  sir,"  says  my  lord. 

"  Faix  then,  I  'm  thinkin'  it 's  yourself  and  your 
friend  the  hangman  will  cure  me  o'  that  very  soon," 
says  Kishogue. 

And  thrue  for  him,  faith,  he  was  n't  far  out  in  sayin' 
that  same,  for  they  murthered  him  intirely.  They 
brought  a  terrible  sight  o'  witnesses  agin  him,  that 
swore  away  his  life  an  the  cross  examination ;  and 
indeed,  sure  enough,  it  was  the  crossest  examination 
altogether  I  ever  seen.     Oh  they  wor  the  bowld  wit- 
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nesses,  that  would  sware  a  Mi  in  an  iron  p«l  any  Aty 
in  the  year.  Not  but  that  Kishoguc's  friends  done  their 
duty  by  him.  Oh  they  stud  to  him  iike  men  and  swore 
a  power  for  him,  and  sthrove  to  make  out  a  iullaby  fix 
him ;  maynin',  by  that  same,  chat  he  was  asleep  in  an- 
■  place,  at    the  time;  —  but   it  wouldn't   do,  th<?y 


could  not  make  it  ptazh. 
my  poor  tCishogue  was  co 
judge  put  an  his  black  i 
comin',  and  discoorscd  the 
gev  Kishogue  a  power  o 
morcyal  pity  Kishogue  di 
words  the  judge  said  wa», 
your  sowl ! " 

"  Thank 'ee,  my  lord,"  • 


judge  and  the  jui^",  and 
icd  for  to  die;  and  the 
id  indeed  it  is  not  be- 
th  of  line  language,  xni 
I  advice,  that  it  was  a 
:t  sooner ;  and  the  last 
le  Lord  have  inarcy  an 


Kisho! 


"though  in- 


deed it  is  few  has  luck  or  grace  afther  your  prayers," 

And  sure  enough,  faith;  for  the  next  Sathurday  Kish- 
ogue was  ordhered  out  to  be  hanged,  and  the  sthreets 
through  which  he  was  to  pass  was  miijhtv  throng  ;  for 
in  them  days,  you  see,  the  people  used  to  be  hanged 
outside  o'  the  town,  not  all  as  one  as  now  when  we  're 
hanged  gentcely  out  o'  the  front  o'  the  jail  ;  but  in  them 
days  they  did  not  attind  to  the  comforts  o'  the  people  at 
all,  but  put  them  into  a  cart,  all  as  one  a  conthrairy  pig 
goin'  to  market,  and  stravaiged  them  through  the  town 
to  the  gallows,  that  was  full  half  a  mile  bevant  it  ;  but, 
to  be  sure,  whin  thev  kem  to  the  corner  of  the  crass 
streets,  where  the  Widdy  Houlaghan's  public-house  was 
then,  afore  them  dirty  swaddlcrs '  knocked  it  down  and 
buih  a  meetin'-house  there,  bad  cess  to  them,  sure 
they  're  spvlin'  divarshin  wherever  they  go,  —  when 
they  kem  there,  as  I  was  tellin'  you,  the  purccsshin 
was  always  stopped,  and  they  had  a  fiddler  and  mulled 
wine  for  the  divarshin  of  the  pres'ner,  for  to  rise  his 
heart  for  what  he  was  to  go  through  ;  for,  by  all  ac- 
counts, it  is  not  plazin'  to  be  goin'  to  be  hanged,  sup- 
>  Melhodisls. 
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posin'  you  die  in  a  gcxxl  cause  itself,  as  my  uncle  Jim 
towld  me  whin  he  sulFer'd  for  killin*  the  gauger.  Well, 
you  sec,  they  always  stopped  tin  minutes  at  the  pubtic- 
bousc,  not  to  hurry  a  man  with  his  dhrink,  and,  besides, 
to  give  the  pris'nor  an  opportunity  for  sayin'  an  odd 
word  or  go  to  a  frind  in  the  crowd,  to  say  nothin'  of 
its  bein'  mighty  impravin'  to  the  throng,  to  see  the  man 
loolcin'  pale  at  the  thoughts  o'  death,  and  maybe  an 
idification  and  a  warnin'  to  thim  that  was  inclined  to 
sihray.  But,  however,  it  happened,  and  the  like  never 
happened  afore  nor  sence  \  but,  as  bad  luck  would  have 
it,  that  day,  the  divil  a  fiddler  was  there  whin  Kishogue 
dhruv  up  in  the  cart,  no  ways  danced  at  all  \  but  the 
minit  the  cart  stopped  rowlin'  he  called  out  as  stout  as 
a  ram,  ^  Sind  me  out  Tim  Rilcy  here,"  —  Tim  Riley 
was  the  fiddler's  name,  — "  sind  me  out  Tim  Riley 
here,"  says  he,  "  that  he  may  rise  my  heart  wid  '  The 
Rakes  o'  Mallow ';"'  for  he  was  a  Mallow  man,  by 
all  accounts,  and  mighty  proud  of  his  town.  Well, 
av  coorse  the  tune  was  not  to  be  had,  bekase  Tim  Riley 
was  not  there,  but  was  lytn'  dhrunk  in  a  ditch  at  the 
same  time  comin'  home  from  confission,  and  when 
poor  Kishogue  heerd  that  he  could  not  have  hit 
favourite  tune,  it  wint  to  his  heart  to  that  degree, 
that  he  'd  hear  of  no  comfort  in  life,  and  he  bid  them 
dhrive  him  an,  and  put  him  out  o'  pain  at  wanst. 

"  Oh  take  the  dhrink  any  how,  aroon,"  says  the 
Widdy  Houlaghan,  who  was  mighty  tindher-hearted, 
and  always  attindcd  the  man  that  was  goin'  to  be 
hanged  with  the  dhrink  herself,  if  he  was  ever  so  grate 
a  sthranger;  but  if  he  was  a  frind  of  her  own,  she'd 
go  every  fut  to  the  gallows  wid  him  and  sec  him  suffer: 
Oh  she  was  a  darlint !  Well,  — "Take  the  dhrink, 
Kiihoguc  my  jewel,"  says  she,  handin'  him  up  a  brave 
big  mug  o'  mulled  wine,  tit  for  a  lord, —  but  he 
would  n't  touch  it.  —  "  Take  it  out  o'  my  sight," 
*  A  favourite  tunf. 
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says  he,  "  for  ray  hean  is  low  bckase  Tim  Riley 
desaived  mc,  whin  I  expected  to  die  game,  like  one  erf 
che  Rakes  o'  Mallow  !  Take  it  out  o'  my  sight,"  says 
he,  puttin'  it  away  wid  his  hand,  and  suie  't  was  the 
first  time  Kishogue  was  ever  known  to  refuse  the  dhrop 
o'  dhrink,  and  many  rem  '  '  that  it  was  tht  thangt 
before  dtath  was  comin'  oi  im. 

Well,  away  they  rowled  lie  gallows,  where  there 

was  no  delay   in   life   for  res'ner,  and   the   sheriff 

asked   him   if  he   had  any  ^  to  say  to  him    before 

he  suffered  ;  but  Kishogue  ■-  n't  a  word  to  throw  to 
a  dog,  and  av  coorse  he  sa  thin'  to  the  sheriff,  and 

would  n'l  say  a  word  that  m  t  be  improvin',  even  to 
the  crowd,  by  way  of  an  idihcati^n  ;  and  inrfecd  a  sore 
disappointment  it  was  to  the  throng,  for  they  thought  he 
would  make  an  iligant  dvin'  speech  ;  and  the  prenthers 
there,  and  the  ballad-singers,  all  ready  for  to  take  it  down 
complatc,  and  thought  it  was  a  dirty  turn  of  Kishogue 
to  chate  them  o'  their  hojicst  penny,  tike;  hut  thev 
owed  him  no  spite,  for  all  that,  for  they  considhered 
his  heart  was  low  an  account  of  the  disappointment, 
and  he  was  lookin'  mighty  pale  while  they  wor  makin' 
matthers  tidy  for  him  ;  and,  indeed,  the  last  words  he  said 
himself  was, "  Put  me  out  o'  pain  at  wanst,for  my  hean 
is  low  bekase  Tim  Riley  desaived  me,  whin  I  thought  he 
would  rise  it,  that  I  might  die  like  a  rale  Rake  o'  Mal- 
low !  "  And  so,  to  make  a  long  stor)'  short,  mv  jcw'l, 
they  done  the  business  for  him  :  it  was  soon  over  wid 
him  i  it  was  just  one  step  wid  him,  aff  o'  the  iaddher 
into  glory  ;  and  to  do  him  justice,  though  he  was  lookin' 
pale,  he  died  bowld,  and  put  his  best  leg  foremost. 

Well,  what  would  you  think,  but  just  as  all  was  over 
wid  him,  there  was  a  shout  outside  o'  the  crowd,  and  a 
shilloo  that  you  'd  think  would  split  the  sky  ;  and  what 
should  we  see  gallopin'  up  to  the  gallows,  but  a  man 
covered  with  dust  an  a  white  horse,  to  all  appearance, 
but  it  was  n't  a  white  horse  but  a  black  horse,  only  white 
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wid  the  foam.  He  was  dhruv  to  that  d^ree,  and  the  man 
had  n't  a  bfeath  to  dhraw,  and  could  n't  spake,  but  dhrew 
a  piece  o'  paper  out  of  the  breast  of  his  coat  and  handed 
it  up  to  the  sheriff;  and,  my  jew'l,  the  sherilF  grewn  as 
white  as  the  paper  itself,  when  he  clapt  his  eyes  an  it ; 
and,  says  he,  **  Cut  him  down  —  cut  him  down  this 
minute ! ! "  says  he;  and  the  dhragoons  made  a  slash  at 
the  messenger,  but  he  ducked  his  head  and  sarcumvinted 
them.  And  then  the  sheriff  shouted  out,  "Stop,  you 
villians,  and  bad  luck  to  yiz,  you  murtherin'  v^abones," 
says  he  to  the  sojers ;  "  is  it  goin'  to  munhcr  the  man 
you  worf — It  isn't  him  at  all  I  mane,  but  the  man 
that 's  hangin'.  Cut  b\m  down,"  says  he  :  and  they  cut 
him  down ;  but  it  was  no  use.  It  was  all  over  wid 
poor  Kisht^ue;  he  was  as  dead  as  small-beer,  and  as 
Stilf  as  a  crutch. 

"  Oh,  tare  an  ouns,"  says  the  sheriff,  tarin'  the  hair 
aff  his  head  at  the  same  time,  with  the  fair  rage,  "  is  n't 
it  a  poor  case  that  he  's  dead,  and  here  is  a  reprieve  that 
is  come  for  him ;  but,  bad  cess  to  him,"  says  he,  "  it 's 
his  own  fault,  he  would  n't  take  it  aisy." 

"Oh  millia  munher,  millia  murther!"  cried  out  the 
Widdy  Houlihan,  in  the  crowd.  "  Oh,  Kishogue,  my 
darlini,  why  did  you  refuse  my  mull'd  wine?  Oh,  if  you 
stopped  wid  me  to  take  your  dhrop  o'  dhrink,  you  'd  be 
alive  and  merry  now  ! " 

So  that  is  the  maynin'  of  the  Curse  o'  Kishogue ;  for, 
you  see,  Kishogue  was  hanged  far  lavin'  his  Hqvor  btbind 
bim. 


"'piNDING    a   fortur  a    phra&c    often    heard 

F  amongst  the  pcasai...y  f  Ireland.  If  any  man 
from  small  beginnings  arrives  at  wealth,  in  a  reasonable 
course  of  time,  the  fact  is  scarcely  ever  considered  as  the 
result  of  perseverance,  superior  intelligence,  or  industry  ; 
it  passes  as  a  bv-wurd  through  the  country  that  "  he 
found  a  fortin';"  whether  bv  digging  up  a  "  crock  o' 
goold  "  in  the  ruins  of  an  old  abbev,  or  by  catching  a 
Leprechaun  and  forcing  him  to  "  deliver  or  die,"  or 
discovering  it  behind  an  old  wainscot,  is  quite  im- 
material :  the  zvhi-n  or  the  ivhere  is  equally  unimportant, 
and  the  thousand  are  satisfied  with  the  rumour,  "  He 
found  a  fortin'."  Besides,  going  into  particulars  destroys 
romance,  —  and  the  Irish  arc  essentially  romantic, — 
and  their  love  of  wonder  is  more  gratified  in  considering 
the  change  from  povertv  to  wcahh  as  the  result  of  super- 
human aid,  than  in  attributing  it  to  the  mere  mortal 
causes  of  industry  and  prudence. 

The  crone  of  every  village  has  plenty  of  stories  to 
make  her  hearers  wonder  how  fortunes  have  been  arrived 
at  by  extraordinarv  short  cuts;  and  as  it  has  been  laid 
down  as  an  axiom,  "That  there  never  was  a  fool  who 
had  not  a  greater  fool  to  admire  him,"  so  there  never 
was  any  old  woman  who  told  such  stories  without  plenty 
of  listeners, 
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Now,  Darby  Kellehcr  was  one  of  the  ktRcr  class,  and 
there  was  a  certain  coUJoch '  who  was  an  extensive 
dealer  in  the  marvellous,  and  could  supply  "wholesale, 
retail,  and  for  exponation,"  any  customer  such  as  Darby 
Kellehcr,  who  not  only  was  a  devoted  listener,  but  also 
made  an  occasional  odcring  at  the  cave  of  the  sibyl,  in 
return  for  her  oracular  communications.  This  tribute 
generally  was  tobacco,  as  the  collioch  was  partial  to 
chewing  the  weed  ;  and  thus,  Darby  returned  a  quid  pra 
quSy  without  having  any  idea  that  he  was  giving  a  practi- 
cal instance  of  the  foregoing  well  known  pun. 

Another  constant  attendant  at  the  hut  of  the  hag,  was 
Oonah  Lcnehan,  equally  prone  to  the  marvellous  with 
Darby  Kellehcr,  and  quite  his  equal  in  idleness.  A  day 
never  passed  without  Darby  and  Oonah  paying  the  old 
woman  a  visit.  She  was  sure  to  be  "  at  home,"  for  age 
and  decrepitude  rendered  it  impossible  for  her  to  be  other- 
wise, the  utmost  limit  of  her  ramble  from  her  own  chim- 
ney corner  being  the  scat  of  sods  outside  the  door  of  her 
hut,  where,  in  the  summer  time,  she  was  to  be  found, 
so  soon  as  the  sunbeams  fell  on  the  front  of  her  abode, 
and  made  the  seat  habitable  for  one  whose  accustomed 
vicinity  to  the  fire,  rendered  heat  indispensable  to  com- 
fort. Here  she  would  sit  and  rock  herself  to  and  fro  in 
the  hot  noons  of  July  and  August,  her  own  appearance 
and  that  of  her  wretched  cabin  being  in  admirable  keep- 
ing. To  a  fanciful  beholder  the  question  might  have 
suggested  itself,  whether  the  hag  was  made  for  the  hovel, 
or  it  for  her;  or  whether  they  had  grown  into  a  likeness 
of  one  another,  as  man  and  wife  arc  said  to  do,  for  there 
were  manv  points  of  rescmhlancc  between  them.  The 
tattered  thatch  of  the  hut  was  like  the  straggling  hair  of 
its  mistress,  and  Time  that  had  gri/,zlfd  the  latter,  had 
covered  the  former  with  gray  lichens.  To  its  mud 
walls,  a  strong  likeness  was  to  be  found  in  the  tint 
of  the  old  woman's  shrivelled  skin ;  they  were  both  seri- 
<  Old  noman. 
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ously  out  uf  the  perpendicular;  and  the  rude  mtid  and 
wicker  chimney  of  the  edifice  having  toppled  over  the 
gable,  stuck  out,  somethijig  in  the  fashion  oT  the  doodecn 
or  short  pipe  that  projected  from  the  old  woman's  upper 
story  J  and  so  they  both  were  smoking  away  from  morn- 
ing till  night;  and  to  complete  the  similitude  sadly,  both 


were  poor,  —  both  lonely, 
Here    were    Darby    K 

sure  to  meet  every  day.      i 

ance  thus :  — 

"  Good  morrow  kindly 
"  The  same  to  you,  av 
"  Here  's  some  'baccy  f 
"  Many  thanks  to  you 

for  seeing  you  so  airly,  the  day.' 
"  No,  nor  you  would  n't  ncithe 

a  way,  runnin'  an  arrand  for  the 

might  as  well  step  in  and  ax  you 
"  Good  bov.  Darby." 


fast  falling  to  decay 
and    Oonah    Lenehao 
night  make  his  ap| 


umbled  out  the  crane. 

I,  granny." 

)y.      I  did  n't  lay  U  out 

er,  only  I  was  passin'  this 
iire,  and  1  thought  I 
iw  you  wor." 


«  Throth 

an'  it  's  a  hot  day  that  "s  in    it,  this  blessed 

day.      Phew 

!      P"ai\  it 's  out  o'  breath  I  am,  and  mighty 

hot  intirclv  ; 

for   1    was    runnin'   a'most    half  the   way, 

bekasc  it 's  a 

n  arrand  you  see,  and  the  squire  towld    me 

to  make  hasi 

:e,  and  so  I  did,  and  wint  acrass  the  fields 

by  the   short 

cut ;  and    as    I    was    passin'    by  the  owld 

castle,  I   rem 

imbercd   what  vou  towld  me  a  while  agon. 

granny, abou 

t  the  crock  o'  goold  that  is  there  far  iarUn^ 

if  a 


"  upoi 


"An'  that's  thruc  indeed.  Darby,  avic — and  never 
heerd  anv  other  the  longest  day  I  can  remember." 

«  Weil,  well  !  think  o'  that !  !  Oh  then  it 's  he 
that  '11  be  the  lucky  fellow  that  finds  it." 

"  Thrue  for  you,  Darby  ,  but  that  won't  be  ant'il  it  is 
laid  ou!  for  some  one  to  rise  it." 

"Sure  that's  what  I  say  to  myself  often;  and  why 
might  n't  it  be  my  chance  to  be  the  man  that  it  was 
laid  out  for  to  find  it  ?  " 
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"  There 's  no  knowin',"  mumbled  the  crone,  mjrste- 
riously,  as  she  shook  the  ashes  out  of  her  tobacco  pipe, 
and  replenished  the  dewUtH  with  some  of  the  fresh  stock 
Dsrby  had  presented. 

"  Faix,  an'  that 's  thnie,  sure  enough.  Oh  but  you  've 
a  power  o'  knowledge,  granny  ! !  Sure  enough  indeed, 
there 's  no  knowin' ;  but  they  say  there 's  great  vaitue 
in  dhrames." 

"  That  's  ondeniable,  Darby,"  said  the  hag,  "  and  by 
the  same  token  maybe  you  'd  step  into  the  house  and 
bring  me  out  a  bit  o'  live  turf*  to  light  my  pipe." 

"  To  be  sure,  granny,"  and  away  went  Darby  to 
execute  the  commission. 

While  he  was  raking  from  amongst  the  embers  on  the 
hearth,  a  piece  of  turf  suAiciently  "  alive  "  for  the  pur- 
pose, Oonah  made  her  appearance  outside  the  hut,  and 
gave  the  usual  cordial  salutation  to  the  old  woman  -,  just 
as  she  had  done  her  civility,  out  came  Darby,  holding 
the  bit  of  turf  between  the  two  extremities  of  an  osier 
twig,  bent  double  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  rustic 
tongs. 

"  Musha  an'  is  that  you.  Darby  *.  "  said  Oonah. 

"  Who  else  would  it  be  f "  said  Darby. 

*'  Why,  you  towld  me  over  an  hour  agon,  down  there 
in  the  big  field,  that  you  wor  in  a  hurry." 

"  And  so  I  am  in  a  hurry,  and  would  n't  be  here, 
only  1  jist  stepped  in  to  say  God  save  you  to  the  mother 
here,  and  to  light  her  pipe  for  her,  the  craythur." 

"Well,  don't  be  standin'  there,  lett in'  the  coal*  go 
black  out.  Darby,"  said  (he  old  woman  ;  "but  let  me 
light  my   pipe  at  wanst." 

"  l"o  be  sure,  granny,"  said  Darby,  applying  the  mor- 
sel of  lighted  ember  to  the  bowl  of  her  pipe,  until  the 

'  In  Ireland  the  tobacco  in  a  pipe  U  very  ^nenlly  ignited  hy 
th«  application  of  a  piece  of  burning  turf  —  or,  ai  i(  ii  figuratively 
called,  live  turf. 

»  The  peasantry  often  lay  '*  a  coal  o'  turf." 
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process  of  ignition  had  been  effected.  "And  now, 
Oonah,  my  darlint,  if  you  're  so  sharp  an  other  people, 
what  the  dickens  brings  you  here,  when  it  is  mindin' 
the  geese  in  the  stubbles  you  ought  to  be,  and  not  here  ? 
What  would  the  misihiss  say  to  that,  I  wondher?" 

"  Oh  I  left  them  safe  enoiioh,  and  they  're  able  to  take 
care  of  themselves  for  a  md   I   wanted  to   ax    tbe 

granny  about  a  dhrame  " 

"Sure  so  do  I,"  said 
come  first  sarvfd  is  a  good  o 
you    own    to    it     that    tl 
dhrames." 

A    long-drawn    whiff  of 
vouchsafed  in  return, 

"  Oh  then  but  that 's  the  iligani  tabaccv  \  masha  but 
it  's  fine  and  sthrong,  and  lakes  the  breath  from  one 
a'most,    it  's    so    good.       Long    life    to    you,    Darbv  — 


I ;   "  and  you  icnow  first 

sayin'.     And  so,  granny, 

a    power  o'    vartue     in 

;  pipe  was  all   the    hag 


"  You  're 

kindly    welkim, 

grannv. 

An'    as    I 

was 

sayin'  about  i 

:he  dhrames  — y 

ou  say  thee 

■c  's  a  pow. 

sr  o' 

vartue  in  thei 

m." 

"Who  sa 

i-s   agin  it?"  sa 

id  the  hag 

auihoritati 

vely. 

and  looking 

Darby. 

"  Sure  an' 

it 's  not  me  you 

■d  suspect 

o'  the  like 

?     I 

was  only    go 

in'  to   sav  that  myu-lf  had 

a  mighty   > 

ihaq> 

dhramc  last    \ 

night,  and  sure  ] 

.   kcni  to  ax  you  about 

:  the 

mavnin'  av  it 

"  Well,  a^ 

;ic,    tell    us    vou 

r  dhrame,' 

■    said   the 

bag. 

sucking  her 

pipe  with   increa 

ised  energy 

"  Well,  vc 

lu  see,"  said  Darby,  "  I  dhremt  I  was  ] 

goin' 

along    a  road 

1,  and   that  allot 

■  a  suddint 

I  kem  to 

roads,  and    yi 

ou    know     there 

's     grate    ■ 

i-anue    in    ■ 

crass 

roads." 

"That'sthrue,  avourneen 

'  —  paush ' 

!  — goan. 

•■ 

"  Well,  as 

1  was  savin',  I  kern  to  the 

cniss  roads. 

,and 

soon  afther  \ 

[    seen    four   walls;  now   I 

think  the 

four 

walls  mants  the  owld  castle." 

The  Fairy  Finder 

"  Likely  enough,  avic." 

"  Oh,"  said  Oonah,  who  was  listening  with  ber  mouth 
as  wide  open  as  if  the  faculty  of  hearing  lay  there,  in- 
stead of  in  her  ears,  "  sure  you  know  the  owld  castle  has 
only  threi  walls,  and  how  could  that  be  it  ? " 

"  No  matther  for  that,"  said  the  crone,  "  it  tugbt  to 
have  four,  and  that 's  the  same  thing." 

**  Well,  well !  I  never  thought  o'  that,"  said  Oonah, 
lifting  her  bands  in  wonder ;  **  sure  enough  so  it  ought ! " 

"  Go  an.  Darby,"  said  the  hag. 

"  Well,  I  thought  the  gratest  sight  o'  crows  ever  I 
seen  flew  out  o'  the  castle,  and  I  think  that  mutt  mane 
the  goold  there  is  in  it." 

*'  Did  you  count  how  many  there  was  ? "  said  the  hag, 
with  great  solemnity. 

"  Faith,  I  never  thought  o'  that,"  said  Darby,  with  an 

"  Could  you  tell  me,  itself,  wor  they  odd  or  even, 
avic  ? " 

"  Faix,  an'  I  could  not  say  for  sartin" 

'*  Ah,  that 's  it  n  "  said  the  crone,  shaking  her  head 
in  token  of  disappointment.  "  How  can  I  tell  the 
maynin'  o'  your  dhramc,  if  you  don't  know  how  it  kem 
out'  exactly  ? " 

"  Well,  granny,  but  don't  you  think  the  crowi  was 
liitly  for  goold  ?  " 

"  Yis  —  if  they  flew  heavy." 

"  Throth  then,  an'  now  I  remimber  they  did  fly  heavy, 
and  I  said  to  myself  there  would  be  rain  soon,  the  c rows 
was  flyin'  so  heavy." 

"  I  wish  you  did  n't  dhrame  o'  rain.  Darby." 

"Why,  granny  ?     What  harm  is  it?  " 

"Oh  nothin',  only  it  comes  in  a  crass  place  there." 

"  But  it  does  n't  spile  the  dhrame,  I  hope." 

"Oh  no.      Go  an." 

"  Well,  with  that,  I  thought  I  was  passin'  by  Doolin's, 

the  miller's,  and  says  he  to  me,  'Will  you  cany  home 
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this  sack  o'  male  for  me?'     Now  you  know,  male  n 
money,  every  fool  knows." 

"  Right,  avic." 

'^And  so  I  tuk  the  sack  o'  male  an  my  sbonldhet 
and  I  thought  the  woight  iv  it  was  killin'  me,  just  as  U 
it  vjai  a  sack  o'  goold." 

"Go  an.  Darby." 

"  And  with  that  I  thoi  it  I  met  with  a  cat,  and  that 
you  know,  manes  an  ill  i     hur'd  woman," 

"  Right,  Darby." 

"  And  says  she  to  mc,  '  Darby  Kelleher,'  says  she 
'  you  're  mighty  yollow,  God  bless  you ;  is  it  the  jaudben 
you  have?'  says  she.  Now  was  n't  that  mighty  sharp] 
I  think  the  jandhers  manes  goold." 

"  Yis,  iv  it  was  the  yollow  jandhers  you  dhremt  iv 
but  not  the  black  jandhers." 

"Well,  it  %vai  the  yollow  jandhers." 

"  Very  good,  avic ;  that  's  makiti'  a  fair  offer  at  it." 

"  1  thought  so  mvself,"  said  Darbv,  "more  bv  tokcr 
when  there  was  a  dog  in  my  dhrame  next;  and  that  's  i 
frind,  you  know." 

"  Right,  avic," 

"  And  he  had  a  silver  collar  an  him." 

"  Oh  bad  luck  to  that  silver  collar,  Darby ;  whai 
made  vou  dhrame  o'  silver  at  all  ?  " 

"Why,  what  harm  ?" 

"Oh  I  thought  you  knew  bctther  nor  Co  dhrame  o 
silver;  why,  cushla  machree,  sure  silver  is  a  disappoint- 
ment all  the  world  over." 

"  Oh  murther !  "  said  Darbv,  in  horror,  "  and  is  my 
dhrame  spylte  (spoiled)  by  that  blackguard  colbr?" 

"  Nigh  hand  indeed,  but  not  all  out.  It  would  b< 
spylte  only  for  the  dog,  but  the  dog  is  a  frind,  and  sc 
it  will  be  only  a  frindly  disappointment,  or  maybe  a 
fallin'  out  with  an  acquaintance." 

"  Oh  what  matthcr,"  said  Darby,  "  so  the  dhrame  is 
to  the  good  still ! !  " 
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**■  The  dhrame  it  to  the  good  still ;  but  tell  mc  if  you 
dhremt  o'  three  sprigs  o'  ipartm'mt  at  the  ind  iv  it  f " 

"  Why,  then,  now  I  could  not  say  for  sanin,  bckasc  I 
was  nigh  wakin'  at  the  time,  and  the  dhramc  was  not  so 
clear  to  me." 

'*  I  wish  you  could  be  sartin  o'  that." 

*'  Why,  I  have  it  an  my  mind  that  there  was  sparemint 
in  it,  beltase  I  thought  there  was  a  garden  in  part  iv  it^ 
and  the  sparemint  was  liitlj  to  be  there." 

"Sure  enough,  and  so  you  did  dhramc  o'  the  three 
sprigs  o'  sparemint." 

"Indeed  I  could  a'most  make  my  book-oath  that  I 
dhremt  iv  it.     I  'm  partly  sartin,  if  not  all  out." 

"  Well,  that 's  raysonable.  It 's  a  good  dhrame, 
Darby." 

"  Do  you  tell  mc  so  ? " 

"'Deed  an'  it  is.  Darby.  Now  wait  till  the  next 
quarther  o'  the  new  moon,  and  dhrame  again,  ihen^  and 
you  'H  see  what  '11  come  of  it." 

"  By  dad  an'  I  will,  granny.  Oh  but  it 's  you  hat 
taken  the  maynin'  out  of  it,  bcyant  every  thing ;  and  (m 
if  I  find  the  crock,  it 's  yourself  won't  be  the  worse  iv 
it ;  but  I  must  be  goin',  granny,  for  the  squire  bid  me 
to  huriy,  or  else  I  would  slay  ioitger  wid  you.  Good 
mornin'  to  you — good  mornin'  Oonah !  I'll  sec  you 
to-morrow  sometime,  granny."  And  off  went  Darby, 
l.isurely  enough. 

The  forgoing  dialogue  shows  the  ready  credulity  of 
poor  Darby  ;  but  it  was  not  in  his  belief  of  the  "vartue 
of  dhrames"  that  his  weakness  only  lay.  He  likewise 
had  a  most  extensive  creed  as  regarded  fairies  of  all  sorts 
and  sizes,  and  was  iilways  on  the  look  out  for  a  Lepre- 
chaun. Now  a  Leprechaun  is  a  fairy  of  peculiar  tastes, 
properties,  and  powers,  which  i[  is  necessary  to  acquaint 
the  reader  with.  His  taste  as  to  occupation  is  very 
humble,  for  he  employs  himself  in  making  shoes,  and  he 
loves  retirement,  being  fond  of  shady  nooks,  where  he 
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can  sit  alone  and  pursue  his  avocalinn  undiscurbcd.  He 
is  quite  a  hermit  in  this  respect,  for  there  is  no  instance 
on  record  of  two  Leprechauns  being  seen  together.  But 
he  is  quite  a  beau  in  bis  dress,  notwithstanding,  for  be 
wears  a  red  square  cut  coat,  richly  laced  with  gold, 
waistcoat  and  inexpressibles  of  the  same,  cocked  hat, 
shoes,  and  buckles.      He  h:  property  of  deceiving, 

in  so  gr-cat  a  degree,  those  hance  to  discover  him, 

that  none  have  ever  yet  bt—  awn  whom  he  has  not 

overreached  in  the  "keen  en.  ter  of  the  wits,"  which 
his  meeting  with  mortals  al  produces.     This  is  oc- 

casioned by  his  possessing  ower  of  bestowing  un- 

bounded wealth  on  whoever  l«  keep  him  within  sight 
until  he  is  weary  of  the  surueil/a  ce,  and  gives  the  ransom 
demanded,  and  tu  this  cud,  the-  oIijl'ci  of  tht-  mortjl  who  is 
so  fortunate  as  to  surprise  one,  is  to  seize  him,  and  never 
withdraw  his  eye  from  him,  until  the  threat  of  destruc- 
tion forces  the  Leprechaun  to  produce  the  treasure;  but 
the  sprite  is  too  many  for  us  clumsy  witted  earihlings, 
and  is  sure,  bv  some  dcv  ice,  to  make  us  avert  our  eyes, 
when  he  vanishes  at  once. 

This  Eiichanted  Cobbler  of  the  meadows.  Darby 
Kellcher  was  alwavs  on  the  look  out  for.  But  though 
so  constantly  on  the  watch  for  a  Leprechaun,  he  never 
had  got  even  within  sight  of  one,  and  the  name  of  the 
Fairy  Finder  was  bestowed  upon  him  in  derision,  .\Ianv 
a  trick  too  was  plaved  on  him  ;  sometimes  a  twig  stuck 
amongst  long  grass,  with  a  red  rag  hanging  upon  it, 
has  bet  raved  Darbv  into  a  cautious  observance  and 
approach,  until  a  nearer  inspection,  and  a  laugh  from 
behind  some  neighbouring  hedge,  have  dispelled  th?  illu- 
sion. But  this,  though  often  repeated,  did  not  cure 
him,  and  no  turkcv-cock  had  a  quicker  eve  for  a  bit  of 
red,  or  flew  at  it'  with  greater  eagerness,  than  Darby 
Kellehcr,  and  he  entertained  the  belief  that  one  day  or 
other  he  would  reap  the  reward  of  all  his  watching,  by 
finding  a  Leprechaun  in  good  earnest. 
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But  that  was  all  in  the  hands  of  Fate,  and  must  be 
waited  for :  in  the  mean  time  there  was  the  castle  and 
ihc  "  crock  o'  goold  "  for  a  certainty,  and,  under  the 
good  omens  of  the  "  sharp  dhrame  "  he  had,  he  deter- 
mined on  taking  that  affair  in  hand  at  once.  For  his 
companion  in  the  labour  of  digging,  and  pulling  the 
ponderous  walls  of  the  castle  to  pieces,  he  selected 
Oonah,  who  was,  in  the  parlance  of  her  own  class,  "  a 
brave  two-handed  long-sided  jack,"  and  as  great  a  be- 
liever in  dreams  and  omens  as  Darby  himself ;  besides, 
she  promised  profound  secrecy,  and  agreed  to  take  a 
small  share  of  the  treasure  for  her  reward  in  assisting  to 


For  about  two  months  Darby  and  Oonah  laboured 
in  vain  ;  but,  at  last,  something  came  of  their  exertions. 
In  the  course  of  their  work,  when  they  occasionally  got 
tired,  they  would  sit  down  to  rest  themselves  and  talk 
over  their  past  disappointments  and  future  hopes.  Now 
it  was  during  one  of  these  intervals  of  repose  that  Dariiy, 
as  he  was  resting  himself  on  one  of  the  coign-stones  of 
the  ruin,  suddenly  discovered  — that  he  was  in  love  with 
Oonah. 

Now  Oonah  happened  to  be  thinking  much  in  the 
same  sort  of  way  about  Darby,  at  that  very  moment, 
and  the  end  of  the  affair  was,  that  Darby  and  Oonah 
were  married  the  Sunday  following. 

The  calculating  Englishman  will  ask,  did  he  Bnd  the 
treasure  before  he  married  the  girl  ?  The  unsophisti- 
cated boys  of  the  sod  never  calculate  on  these  occasions  ; 
and  the  story  goes  that  Oonah  Lcnchan  was  the  only 
treasure  Darby  discovered  in  the  old  castle.  Darby's 
acquaintances  were  in  high  glee  on  the  occasion,  and 
swore  he  got  a  great  lob  -i—  for  Oonah,  be  it  remembered, 
was  on  the  grenadier  scale,  or  what,  in  Ireland,  is  called 
"  the  full  of  a  door,"  and  the  news  spread  over  the  coun- 
try in  some  such  fashion  as  this  — 

"  Arrah,  an'  did  you  hear  the  news  ? " 
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"  Whit  news  ?  " 


"About  Darby  Kellchcr. 

"What  of  him?" 

"  Sure  he  found  a  fairy  ai 

"  Tare  an  ounty  !  " 

"  Thnith  I  'm  tellin'  you 
Lenehan." 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  by  the  | 
fairy!  musha,  more  power 
cotched  it  in  airncst  now  ! " 

But    the  fairy  he  had  c 
so  far,  as  to  make  him  give 
He  was  Still  on  the  watch 
morning    as    hi 
suddenly   on    h 


-  He 's  married  to  Oonih 


:  's  she  that  is  the  rale 
,   Darby,  but  you  Vc 


indine 


did  not  satisfy  Darby 
ic  pursuit  for  the  future, 
a  Leprechaun  \  and  one 

was  going  to  his  work,  he  stopped 
path,  which  lay  through  a  field  of 
d  his  eye  became  riveted  on  some  ob- 


ject with  the  most  eager  c 
crawled,  and    was   making 
towards  the  point  of  his  al 
on  the  back  of  the  head  w 
disturbed  his  visual  powers,  and  th( 
a  vigorous  old  beldame,  saluted  h; 
with    a  hearty  "  Bad  luck  to  you 
are   you    slindging    there  for,    wl 
work  you  ought  to  be?" 

"  Whisht  !    whisht  !   mother,"  : 
his  hand  in  token  of  silence. 

"  What  do  you  mane,  you  oma 

"  Mother  be  quiet,  I  bid  you  ! 

»  What  do  you  see  ?  " 

"Stoop  down  here.      Straight  fc 
see  it  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff?  " 

"See  what  ?  " 

"  That  little  red  thing." 

"  Well,  what  of  it  ?  " 

"See  there,  how 
be  off  afore  I  can  ( 


ion. 
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crouched 
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with 
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t  you,  don't   yoi 


..     Oh  murther!  it 's  goin'  to 
Oh  murther  !  why  did  you 
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come  here  at  all,  makin'  a  noise  and  frightenin*  it 
away  ? " 

"  Frightenin'  what,  you  big  fool  ? " 

"  The  Leprechaun  there.     Whisht !  it 's  quiet  agin." 

"  May  the  d — 1  run  a  huntin'  wid  you  for  a  big 
omadhaun  ;  why,  you  born  nath'ral,  is  it  that  red  thing 
over  there  you  mane  ? " 

**  Yis,  to  be  sure  it  is ;  don't  spake  so  loud,  I  tell 
you." 

"  Why,  bad  scran  to  you,  you  fool,  it 's  a  poppy  it 
is,  and  nothin'  else;"  and  the  old  woman  went  over  to 
the  spot  where  it  grew,  and  plucking  it  up  by  the  roots 
threw  it  at  Darby,  with  a  great  deal  of  abuse  into  the 
bargain,  and  bade  him  go  mind  his  work,  instead  of 
being  a  "slindging  vagabone,  as  he  was." 

It  was  some  time  after  this  occurrence,  that  Darby 
Kellehcr  had  a  meeting  with  a  certain  Doctor  Dionyslus 
Mac  Finn,  whose  name  became  much  more  famous  than 
it  had  hitherto  been,  from  the  wonderful  events  that 
ensued  in  consequence. 

Of  the  doctor  himself  it  becomes  necessary  to  say 
something:  his  father  was  one  Paddy  Finn,  and  had 
been  so  prosperous  in  the  capacity  of  a  cow  doctor,  that 
his  son  Denis,  seeing  the  dignity  of  a  professor  in  the 
healing  art  must  increase  in  proportion  to  the  nobleness 
of  the  animal  he  operates  upon,  determined  to  make  the 
human,  instead  of  the  brute  creation,  the  object  of  his 
care.  I'o  this  end  he  was  assisted  by  his  father,  who 
had  scraped  some  money  together  in  his  humble  calling, 
and  having  a  spice  of  ambition  in  him,  as  well  as  his 
aspiring  son,  he  set  him  up  in  the  neighbouring  village 
as  an  apothccar)'.  Here  Denny  enjoyed  the  reputation 
of  being  an  "  iligant  bone-setter,"  and  cracked  skulls, 
the  result  of  fair  fighting,  and  whisky  fevers,  were 
treated  by  him  on  the  most  approved  principles.  But 
Denny's  father  was  gathered  unto  hh  fathers,  and  the 
son  came  into  the  enjoyment  of  all  the  old  man's 
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money  :   this,  considering   hia  condicion,  was   consii 
able,  and    [he   possession    of  a  few  hundred    pounds 
inflated  the  apothecary,  that  he  determined  on  becoming 
a  "  Doctor  "  at  once.      For  this  purpose  he  gave  up 
apothecary's  shop,  and  set  off  —  where  do  you  think? 


J 

s  g^^H 

ning  ^ 

>  bis 

:_L.J  I 


"•d  for  some  time,  ; 
imself  a  full  physician 
;sj  his  name  of  Denny 
tionysius  Mac  Finn,  or, 

it,    Mac    Fun,  and    fun 
e  binh  to.     The  little 

in  his  pursuit  of  pro- 
led  to  his  native   place 

purse,  and   his  practice 


-to    Spain.      Here    he    re 
returned  to   Ireland,  declai 
of  one  of  the  Spanish  univ 
Finn  transformed  into  Dociw 
a*   his  neighbours  chose  to   < 
enough  the  doctor  certainly 
money   he  once    had  was 
fessional   honours,  and  he 
with  a  full  title  and  an  enii-.i 

did  not  tend  to  fill  it.  At  the  same  time  there  was  a 
struggle  to  keep  up  appearances.  He  kept  a  horse,  or 
wh:it  hf  intendcii  to  he  considered  as  such,  but  't  was 
oiiU*  a  ponv,  and  if  he  ha.l  but  oi.-ca>ion  to  i;o  to  the  end 
of  the  lillage  on  a  visit,  the  p.>ny  was  ordered  on  ser- 
vice. He  was  iilad  to  accept  an  invitation  to  dinner 
whenever  he  haj  the  luck  to  get  one,  and  the  offer  of 
a  bed,  even,  was  sure  to  be  accepted,  because  that  in- 
sured breakfast  the  next  morning'.  Thus,  poor  Doctor 
Dionvsius  made  out  the  cause.  Ofteji  asked  to  dinner 
from  mingled  motives  of  kindness  and  fun,  for  while  a 
good  dinner  was  a  welcome  novelty  to  the  doctor,  the 
absurdities  of  his  pretension  ajid  manner  rendered  him 
a  siibiect  of  unfailing  diversion  to  his  entertainers.  Now 
he  had  gone  the  round  of  all  the  snug  farmers  and 
countrv  iicntleinj:i    in    the    district,  but,  at    last,  he    had 


the    hoi 


fi. 


himself,  and  on  the  appointed  dav  Doctor  Dionvsius 
bestrode  his  pnnv,  attired  in  the  full  dress  of  a  Spanish 
phvsician,  which  happens  to  be  rt^  from  head  to  foot, 
and    presented   himself  at   "The   Hall." 

When  a  groom  appeared   to  take  his  "  horse  "  to  the 

stable,  the    doctor    requested    that    his    steed    might    be 
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turned  loose  into  the  lawn,  declaring  it  to  be  more 
wholesome  for  the  animal,  than  being  cooped  up  in  a 
house  i  the  saddle  and  bridle  were  accordingly  removed, 
and  his  desire  complied  with. 

The  doctor's  appearance  in  the  drawing-room,  attired 
as  he  was,  caused  no  small  diversion,  but  attention  was 
speedily  called  off  from  bim  by  the  announcement  of 
dinner,  that  electric  sound  that  stimulates  a  company  at 
the  same  instant,  and  supersedes  every  other  considera- 
tion whatsoever.  Moreover,  the  squire's  dinners  were 
notoriously  good,  and  the  doctor  profited  largely  by  the 
same  that  day,  and  lost  no  opportunity  of  filling  his  glass 
with  the  choice  wines  that  surrounded  him.  This  he 
did  to  so  much  purpose,  that  the  poor  little  man  was 
very  far  gone  when  the  guests  were  about  to  separate. 

At  the  doctor's  request  the  bel!  was  rung,  and  his 
horse  ordered,  as  the  last  remaining  few  of  the  company 
were  about  to  separate,  but  every  one  of  them  had  de- 
parted, and  still  there  was  no  announcement  of  the 
steed  being  at  the  door.  At  length  a  servant  made  his 
appearance,  and  said  it  was  impossible  to  catch  the 
doctor's  pony. 

*'  What  do  you  mean  by  '  catch  '  \  "  said  the  squire. 
"  Is  it  not  in  the  stable  ?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

Here  an  explanation  ensued,  and  the  squire  ordered 
a  fresh  attempt  to  he  made  to  take  the  fugitive  ;  but, 
though  many  frish  hands  were  employed  in  the  attempt, 
the  pony  baffled  all  their  efforts  i  —  every  manceuvrc, 
usually  resorted  to  on  such  occasions,  was  vainly  put 
in  praeiicf.  lie  was  screwed  up  into  corners,  but  no 
sooner  was  he  there  than,  s(|uealing  and  fliny;ing  up  his 
heels,  he  broke  throu^^h  the  blockade  ;  —  again  his  flank 
was  turned  bv  nimble  runners,  hut  the  ponv  was  nimbler 
still;  a  sieve  full  of  oats  was  presented  as  an  induce- 
ment, but  the  pony  was  above  such  vulgar  tricks,  and 
delied  ail  attempts  at  being  captured. 
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This  was  the  mode  by  which  the  doctor  genenllr 
secured  the  offer  of  a  bed,  and  he  might  have  been  suc- 
cessful in  this  instance,  but  for  a  knowing  old  coachman 
who  was  up  to  the  trick,  and  out  of  pure  fun  chose  to 
expose  it ;  so,  bringing  out  a  huge  blunderbuss,  he  saitl, 
—  "  Never  mind  — just  let  me  at  him,  and  I  "U  eng^c 
I  'II  make  him  stand." 

"  Oh,  my  good  man,"  !  (le  doctor,  "  pray  don't 

take  so  much  trouble  ; — jus.  me  go  with  you;"  and 
proceeding  to  the  spot  wbcrf  pony  was  still  luxuriat- 

ing on  the  rich  grass  of  t>  jire's  lawn,  he  gave  a 

low  whistle,  and  the  little  ami  walked  up  to  his  owner 
with  as  much  tractahility  as  yg.  The  saddling  and 
bridling  did  not  take  much  e,  and  the  doctor  was 
obliged  to  renounce  his  hopes  ot  a  bed  and  the  morrow's 
breakfast,  and  ride  home— or  homewards,  I  should  say, 
for  it  was  as  little  his  destiny  as  his  wish  to  sleep  at 
home  that  night,  for  he  was  so  overpowered  with  his 
potations,  that  he  could  not  guide  the  pony,  and  the 
pony's  palate  was  so  tickled  bv  the  fresh  herbage,  that 
he  wished  for  more  of  it,  and  finding  a  gate,  that  led 
to  a  meadow,  open  bv  the  road  side,  he  turned  into  the 
field,  where  he  \cv\  ^oon  turned  the  doctor  into  a  ditch, 
so  that  they  had  bed  and  board   between   them  to  their 

The  doctor  and  his  horse  slept  and  ate  profoundly  all 
night,  and  even  the  "  rosy- fingered  morn,"  as  the  poets 
have  it,  found  them  in  the  continuance  of  their  enjoy- 
ment. Now  it  happened  that  Darbv  Kelleher  was  pass- 
ing along  the  path  that  bv  bv  the  side  of  the  ditch 
where  the  doctor  was  sleeping,  and  on  perceiving  him, 
Darby  made  as  dead  a  set  as  ever  pointer  did  at  game. 

The  doctor,  be  it  remembered,  was  dressed  in  red. 
Moreover,  he  was  a  little  man,  and  his  gold-laced  hat 
and  ponderous  shoe-buckles  completed  the  resemblance 
to  the  being  that  Darliv  took  him  for.  Darby  was  at 
last  certain  that  he  had  discovered  a  Leprechaun,  and 
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amaze  to  riveted  him  to  the  spot,  and  anxiety  made  his 
pulse  beat  so  fast,  that  he  could  not  move  nor  breathe 
for  some  seconds.  At  last  he  recovered  himself,  and 
stealing  stealthily  to  the  spot  where  the  doctor  slept^ 
every  inch  of  his  approach  made  him  more  certain  of 
the  reality  of  his  prize;  and  when  he  found  himself 
within  reach  of  it,  he  made  one  furious  spring,  and  flung 
himself  on  the  unfonunate  little  man,  fastening  his  tre- 
mendous fist  on  his  throat,  at  the  same  time  exclaiming 
in  triumph,  "Hurra!  —  by  the  hoky,  I  have  you  at 
last  !  !  " 

The  poor  little  doctor,  thus  rudely  and  suddenly 
aroused  from  his  tipsy  sleep,  looked  excessively  bewil- 
dered when  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  met  the  glare  of 
ferocious  delight  that  Darby  Kelleher  cast  upon  him, 
and  he  gurgled  out,  "  What 's  the  matter  f  "  as  well  at 
the  grip  of  Darby's  hand  upon  his  throat  would  permit 
him. 

"  Goold  's  the  matther,"  shouted  Darby  — "GooU ! — 
Goold!!— Goold!!!" 

**  What  about  Goold?  "  says  the  doctor. 

'■'■  Goold  !  — yallow  goold  —  that 's  the  matther." 

*'  Is  it  Paddy  Goold  that 's  taken  ill  again  ? "  said  the 
doctor,  rubbing  his  eyes.  "  Don't  choke  me,  my  good 
man;  I'll  go  immediately,"  said  he,  endeavouring  to 
rise, 

"  By  my  sowl,  you  won't,"  said  Darby,  tightening  hit 
hold. 

"  For  mercy's  sake  let  me  go  !  "  said  the  doctor. 

"  Let  you  go  indeed  !  —  ow  !  ow  !" 

"  For  the  tender  mercy  —  " 

"  Goold  !  goold  !  you  little  vagabone  !  " 

"Well,  I  'm  going,  if  you  let  me." 

"  Divil  a  step  ;  "  —  and  here  he  nearly  choked  him. 

"  Oh  !  murder!—  for  God's  sake  !  " 

"Whisht ! !  —  you  thief — ■  how  liar  you  tay  God,  you 
divil's  imp  I !  I  " 
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The  poor  litrlc  man,  between  (he  suddenness  of  hi* 
waking,  and  the  roughness  of  the  treatment  he  was  under, 
was  in  such  a  state  of  bewilderment,  that  for  the  fira 
time  he  now  perceived  he  was  tying  amongst  grass  and 
under  bushes,  and,  rolling  his  eyes  about,  he  exclaimed— 

"  Where  am  I  ?  —  God  bless  me  !  " 

"  Whisht !  you  little  cr  1  uitomy  —  by  the  Holjr 
farmer,  if  you  say  God  a;  'II  cut  your  throat." 

"  What  do  you  hold  mt  .         ;ht  for  ?  " 

"  Just  for  fear  you  'd  va  you  sec.     Oh,  I  know 

"  Then,  my  good  man,  i  know  me  so  weU,  treat 

me  with  proper  respect,  if)  lease," 

"  Divil  send  vou  respeci  espcct  indeed  !   that  's  a 

good  thing.  Musha  bad  luck  to  your  impidence,  vou 
thievin'  owld  rogue." 

"■  Who  tau!;ht  vou  to  call  such  names  to  your  betters, 
fellow  ?  How  dare  vou  use  a  professional  gentleman  so 
rudely  ?  " 

"  Oh,  do  vou  hear  this  !  !  —  a  profissionil  gintleman ! 
—  Arrah,do'you  think  I  don't  know  you,  you  little  owld 
cobbler  ?  '■ 

"  Cobbler  !  — Zounds,  what  do  vou  mean,  you  ruf- 
fian ?      Let   mc  gu,  sirrah  !  "   and   he  struggled  violentlv 


till  vou  give  mc  what  1  want. 

"  What  do  you  want,  then  ?  " 

"  Goold  — goold!  " 

"  Ho  !  ho !  so  you  're  a  robber,  sir ;  you  want  to  rob 
me,  do  vou  ?  " 

"Oh  I  what  robbcrv  it  is  !  I  —  throth  that  won't  do, 
as  cunniii"  :is  vou  think  yourself;  vou  won't  frighten 
mc  that  wav.  Come,  give  it  at  wanst — vou  may  as 
well.  I  '11  ne\cr  let  go  my  grip  o'  you  antil  you  hand 
me  out  the  goold." 

"  'Pon  the  honour  of  a  gentleman,  gold  nor  silver  is 
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not  in  my  company.  I  have  rourpcnce  halfpenny  in 
my  breeches  pocket,  which  you  are  welcome  to  if  you 
let  go  my  throat," 

"  Fourpence  ha'pny ! ! !  —  Why,  then,  do  you  think 
me  sitch  a  gem^  all  out,  as  to  put  mc  o(F  wid  fourpence 
ha'pny  ?  Throth,  for  three  sthraws,  this  minit  I'd  thrash 
you  within  an  inch  o'  your  life  for  your  impidince. 
ComCf  no  humbuggin'  \  out  with  the  goold  !  " 

**  I  have  no  gold.  Don't  choke  me  :  if  you  murder 
me,  remember  there 's  law  in  the  land.  You  'd  better 
let  me  go." 

"  Not  a  fut.  Gi'  me  the  goold,  I  tell  you,  you  little 
vagabone  \ !  "  said  Darby,  shaking  him  violently. 

"  Don't  murder  mc,  for  Heaven's  sake." 

"  I  will  murdher  you  if  you  don't  give  me  a  hatful  o' 
goold  this  minit." 

"A  hatful  of  gold!  —  Why,  who  do  you  take  me 
for  ?  " 

"  Sure  I  know  you  're  a  Leprauchaun,  you  desatver  o' 
the  world  \ " 

*'  A  Leprauchaun  !  "  satd  the  doctor,  in  mingled  indig- 
nation and  amazement.     "  My  good  man,  you  mistake." 

"  Oh,  how  soft  I  am  !  —  'T  won't  do,  I  tell  you.  I 
have  you,  and  I  'II  howld  you ;  —  long  I  've  been  lookin* 
for  you,  and  I  cotcL  /ou  at  last,  and  by  the  'tarnal  o' 
war  I  'II  have  your  life  or  the  goold," 

"My  good  man,  be  merciful  —  you  mistake  —  I'm 
no  Leprauchaun  ;  —  I  'm  Doctor  Mac  Finn." 

"  That  won't  do  cither !  you  think  to  desaive  mc,  but 
't  won't  do :  — just  as  if  I  did  n't  know  a  docthor  from  a 
Leprauchaun.     Gi'  mc  the  goold,  you  owld  chatc  I " 

"  I  tell  you  I  'm  Doctor  Dionysius  Mac  Finn.  Take 
care  what  you  're  about !  —  there  's  law  in  the  land  ;  — 
and  I  think  I  begin  to  know  you.  Your  name  is 
Kellchcr!" 

"Oh,  you  cunnin'  owld  thief!  oh,  then  but  you  are 
the  complate  owld  rogue;  only  I  'm  too  able  for  you, 
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You  want  to  freken  me,  do  you  ?  —  Oh,  you  little  scnp 
o'  deception,  but  you  are  deep !  *' 

^^  Your  name  is  Kelleher  —  I  remember.  My  good 
fellow,  take  care ;  —  don't  you  know  I  'm  Doctor  Mac 
Finn  —  don't  you  see  I  am  ?  ** 

^Why  thin  but  you  have  the  dirty  yoUow  pinched 
look  iv  him,  sure  enough  ;  but  don't  I  know  you  've  onlj 
put  it  an  you  to  desaive  me;  besides,  the  doctor  has 
dirty  owld  tatthers  o'  black  clothes  an  him,  and  is  n't  as 
red  as  a  sojer  like  you." 

^^  That 's  an  accident,  my  good  man." 

^  Gi'  me  the  goold  this  minit,  and  no  more  prate  wid 
you ! " 

"  I  tell  you,  Kelleher  —  " 

^  Howld  your  tongue,  an'  gi'  me  the  goold." 

"By  all  that's  —  " 

«  Will  you  give  it  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  ?  " 

"  Very  well.  You  '11  see  what  the  ind  of  it  'ill  be," 
said  Darby,  rising,  but  still  keeping  his  iron  grip  of  the 
doctor.  ^^  Now,  for  the  last  time,  I  ask  you,  will  you  gi* 
me  the  goold  ?  or,  by  the  powers  o'  wild  fire,  I  '11  put 
you  where  you  '11  never  see  daylight  antil  you  make  me 
a  rich  man." 

"  I  have  no  gold,  I  tell  you." 

"  Faix  then  I  '11  keep  you  till  you  find  it,"  said  Darby, 
who  tucked  the  little  man  under  his  arm,  and  ran  home 
with  him  as  fast  as  he  could. 

He  kicked  at  his  cabin  door  for  admittance  when  he 
reached  home,  exclaiming  — 

"  Let  me  in !  let  me  in  !  —  Make  haste  ;  I  have  him." 

"  Who  have  you  ? "  said  Oonah,  as  she  opened  the 
door. 

"  Look  at  that !  "  said  Darby  in  triumph ;  "  I  cotch 
him  at  last !  " 

"  Weira  then,  is  it  a  Leprauchaun,  it  is  ? "  said 
Oonah. 

172 


The  Fairy  Finder 

"  Divil  a  less/'  said  Darby,  throwing  down  the  doctor 
on  the  bed,  and  still  holding  him  fast.  —  ^^  Open  the  big 
chest,  Oonah,  and  we  '11  lock  him  up  in  it,  and  keep  him 
antil  he  gives  us  the  goold." 

"  Murder !  murder ! "  shouted  the  doctor.  "  Lock  me 
up  in  a  chest ! !  " 

"  Gi'  me  the  goold,  then,  and  I  won't." 

^^  My  good  man,  you  know  I  have  not  gold  to 
give. 

"  Don't  believe  him.  Darby  jewel,"  said  Oonah ; 
^^them  Leprauchauns  is  the  biggest  liars  in  the  world." 

"  Sure  I  know  that !  "  said  Darby,  *'  as  well  as  you. 
Oh  !  all  the  throuble  I  've  had  wid  him ;  throth  only 
I  'm  aiqual  to  a  counsellor  for  knowledge,  he  'd  have 
namplushed  me  long  ago." 

"  Long  life  to  you.  Darby  dear !  " 

"  Mrs.  Kellcher,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Oh  Lord  !  "  said  Oonah,  in  surprise,  "  did  you  ever 
hear  the  like  o'  that  ?  —  how  he  knows  my  name !  " 

"  To  be  sure  he  does,"  said  Darby,  "  and  why  nat  ? 
Sure  he  's  a  fairy,  you  know." 

"I'm  no  fairy,  Mrs.  Kelleher.  I 'm  a  doctor  — 
Doctor  Mac  Finn." 

"Don't  b'lieve  him,  darlin',"  said  Darby.  "Make 
haste  and  open  the  chest." 

"  Darby  Kelleher,"  said  the  doctor,  "  let  me  go,  and 
I  '11  cure  you  whenever  you  want  my  assistance." 

**  Well,  I  want  your  assistance  now,"  said  Darby, 
**  for  I  'm  very  bad  this  minit  wid  poverty ;  and  if  you 
cure  me  o'  that,  I  '11  let  you  go." 

"  What  will  become  of  me  ?  "  said  the  doctor  in  de- 
spair, as  Darby  carried  him  towards  the  big  chest  which 
Oonah  had  opened. 

**  I  '11  tell  you  what  '11  become  o'  you,"  said  Darby, 
seizing  a  hatchet  that  lay  within  his  reach ;  —  "by  the 
seven  blessed  candies,  if  you  don't  consint  before  night 
to  fill  me  that  big  chest  full  o'  goold,  I  '11  chop  you 
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as    small    as   aribs    (herbs)   for  the  pot,"     And   Darby 
crammed  him  into  the  box. 

"Oh,  Mrs.    Kelleher,  be  merciful  to  me,"   said  (be 


doctor, ' 

"  God  forbid  ! 


ou  're  sick  I  'II  attend 


you. 


luck 


I  want  when  1  'm   sick  ;  - 
you,  you  little  ' 


;  "  it 's  not  the  likts  o' 
attind  me,  indeed  !  bad 
le  you  'd  run  away  with 
lU  'd  turn  yourself  into, 
im  up.  Darby  ;  it  's  not 
'id  the  likes  iv  hin>." 
ut  his  cries  were  soon 
ng  closed  on  him.  The 
rinkled  some  holy  water 
ung  in  one  corner  of  the 
nt   tlie   fairy   having    any 


niy  babby,  or  it 's  a  Banihe 
and  sing  for  my  death.  Shut 
looky  to  be  howldin'  discoon^ 

"Oh!"    said    the    docto' 
stifled  by  the  lid  of  the  chei 
key   was  turned,  and  Oonan 
she  had  in  a  little  bottle  that 
cabin    over   the    lock,  to   prcv 

Darhv  ami  Oonah  now  sat  down  in  consultation  on 
their  artairs,  and  began  formiiis;  their  plans  oil  an  exten- 
sive scale,  as  to  what  thev  were  to  do  with  their  monev, 
for  have  it  thev  must,  now  that  the  Leprechaun  was 
fairly  in  their  power.  N'ow  and  then  Uarbv  would  rise 
and  go  over  to  the  chest,  vcn-  much  as  one  goes  to  the 
door  of  a  room  where  a  jiaughtv  child  has  been  locked 
up,  to  know  "it  it  be  c"od  vet,"  and  giving  a  thump  on 
the  lid  would  exclaim,^"  Well,  you  little  vagabone,  will 
you  gi'  me  the  goold  vet  ?  " 

A  groan  and  a  faint  answer  of  denial  was  all  the  repiv 
he  received. 

"  Very  well,  stay  there;  liLJt,  remember,  if  you  don't 
consint  before  nighi  I  'II  chop  vou  to  pieces,"  He  then 
got  his  hill-hook,  and  began  to  sharpen  it  close  by  the 
chest,  that  the  Leprechaun  might  hear  him  ;  and  when 
the  poor  doctor  heard  this  process  goint;  forward,  he  fell 
more  dead  than  alive  ;  the  horrid  scraping  of  the  iron 
against  the  stone  being  interspersed  with  occasional  in- 
terjectional  passages  trom  Darbv,  such  as,  "  Do  vou  hear 
that,  vou  thief?  I'm  gcttin'  readv  for  you."  Xhen 
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VKVj  be'd  rasp  at  the  grind-stone  again,  and,  as  he 
paused  to  feel  the  edge  of  the  weapon,  exclaim,  '^  By 
the  powers,  I  '11  have  it  as  sharp  as  a  razhir." 

In  the  meantime  it  was  well  for  the  prisoner  that 
there  were  many  large  chinks  in  the  chest,  or  sufFocation, 
from  his  confinement,  would  have  anticipated  Darby's 
pious  intentions  upon  him;  and, when  he  found  matters 
likely  to  go  so  hard  with  him,  the  thought  struck  him, 
at  last,  of  affecting  to  be  what  Darby  mistook  him  for, 
and  regaining  his  freedom  by  stratagem. 

To  this  end,  when  Darby  had  done  sharpening  his 
bill-hook,  the  doctor  replied,  in  answer  to  one  of  Darby's 
summonses  for  gold,  that  he  saw  it  was  in  vain  longer 
to  deny  giving  it,  that  Darby  was  too  cunning  for  him, 
and  that  he  was  ready  to  make  him  the  richest  man  in 
the  country. 

"  I  'II  take  no  less  than  the  full  o'  that  chest,"  said 
Darby. 

"  You  'II  have  ten  times  the  full  of  it,  Darby,"  said 
the  doctor,  "  if  you  'II  only  do  what  I  bid  you." 

"  Sure  I  'II  do  any  thing." 

"  Well,  you  must  first  prepare  the  mystificandherunw 
bnndhenim." 

"Tare  an  ouns,  how  do  I  know  what  that  is  ?  " 

"  Silence,  Darby  Kcllehrr,  and  attend  tome:  that's 
a  magical  ointment,  which  I  will  show  you  how  to 
make;  and  whenever  you  want  gold,  all  you  have  to  do 
is  to  rub  a  little  of  it  un  the  point  of  a  pick-axe  or  your 
spade,  and  dig  wh«rcvcr  you  please,  and  you  will  be  sure 
to  find  treasure." 

"  Oh,  think  o'  that !  faix  an'  I  '11  make  plenty  of  it 
when  you  show  me.      How  is  it  made?  " 

"You  must  go  into  the  town,  Darby,  and  get  me 
three  things,  and  fold  them  three  times  in  three  rags 
torn  out  of  the  left  side  of  a  petticoat  that  has  not  known 
water  for  a  year." 

"  Faith,  I  can  do  that  much  any  how,"  said  Oonah, 
■75 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 

who  began  tearing  the  prescribed  pieces  out  of  her  under 
garment  — 

"  And  what  three  things  am  I  to  get  you  ?  " 

^^  First  bring  me  a  grain  of  salt  from  a  house  that 
stands  at  cross  roads." 

^^  Crass  roads  !  "  said  Darby,  looking  significantly  at 
Oonah.  **•  By  my  sowl,  but  it 's  my  dhrame  's  comin* 
out !  " 

"  Silence,  Darby  Kelleher,"  said  the  doctor  with  so- 
lemnity J  "  mark  me.  Darby  Kelleher;  "  —  and  then  be 
proceeded  to  repeat  a  parcel  of  gibberish  to  Darby, 
which  he  enjoined  him  to  remember,  and  repeat  again; 
but  as  Darby  could  not,  the  doctor  said  he  should  only 
write  it  down  for  him,  and,  tearing  a  leaf  from  hb 
pocket-book,  he  wrote  in  pencil  a  few  words,  stating  the 
condition  he  was  in,  and  requesting  assistance.  This 
slip  of  paper  he  desired  Darby  to  deliver  to  the  apothe- 
cary in  the  town,  who  would  give  him  a  drug  that 
would  complete  the  making  of  the  ointment. 

Darby  went  to  the  apothecary's  as  he  was  desired, 
and  it  happened  to  be  dinner  time  when  he  arrived. 
The  apothecary  had  a  few  friends  dining  with  him,  and 
Darby  was  detained  until  they  chose  to  leave  the  table, 
and  go,  in  a  body,  to  liberate  the  poor  little  doctor. 
He  was  pulled  out  of  the  chest  amidst  the  laughter  of 
his  liberators  and  the  fury  of  Darby  and  Oonah,  who 
both  made  considerable  fight  against  being  robbed  of 
their  prize.  At  last  the  doctor's  friends  got  him  out  of 
the  house,  and  proceeded  to  the  town  to  supper,  where 
the  whole  party  kept  getting  magnificently  drunk,  until 
sleep  plunged  them  into  dizzy  dreams  of  Leprechauns 
and  Fairy  Finders. 

The  doctor  for  some  days  swore  vengeance  against 
Darby,  and  threatened  a  prosecution ;  but  his  friends 
recommended  him  to  let  the  matter  rest,  as  it  would 
only  tend  to  make  the  affair  more  public,  and  get  him 
nothing  but  laughter  for  damages. 
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As  for  Darby  Kelleher,  nothing  could  ever  persuade 
him  that  it  was  not  a  real  Leprechaun  he  had  caught, 
which,  by  some  villanous  contrivance,  on  the  Faiiy's  part, 
changed  itself  into  the  semblance  of  the  doctor ;  and  he 
often  said  the  great  mistake  he  made  was  ^^  givin'  the 
little  vagabone  so  much  time,  for  that  if  he  done  right, 
he  'd  have  set  about  cutting  his  throat  at  wanst." 

As  the  superstitious  reader  may  have  been  disap- 
pointed in  not  hearing  of  a  real  fairy  in  the  foregoing 
tale,  I  will  now  give  an  account  of  a  meeting  between 
two  superhuman  beings ;  and  as  prose  is  too  heavy  a 
material  wherewith  to  treat  such  a  subject,  I  will  attempt 
the  story  in  rhyme. 


VOL.  II.  —  12 
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THE    LEPRECHAUN    AND    THE 
GENIUS 

HIBERNIA'S  Genius  passed  one  day 
Through  one  of  her  sweel  mountain  vallies 
Whose  emerald  Verdure  is  begot 

Where  Sun  with  Show'r  so  frequent  dallies. 

Turning  around  a  granite  rock, 

She  popp'd  upon  a  shadv  nook, 
Where,  whispVing  to  some  blushing  flow'rs. 

There  lisp'd  an  amatory  brook. 

It  was  the  verv  place  for  love, 

For  vows,  that  never  should  be  broken. 

And  fortv  other  sillv  thinjis. 

That  never,  never  should  be  spoken. 

Fancy  her  wonder  then,  when  in 

This  sweetest  "  place  for  lovers  only," 

She  saw  a  Cobbler  —  making  love? 

No  i  —  making  brogues  —  and  all  alonec. 
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Alonee,  proudee,  like  a  child, 

None  more  conceited  could  you  meet ; 

Though  his  pride  was  not  for  his  own. 
But  for  his  neighbour's  greater y>//. 

Like  most  conceited  men,  too,  he 

Was  little,  and  like  little  men 
Was  very  active  too ;  in  short, 

With  him  't  was,  "  Cut  and  come  again/' 

And  on  he  cut,  and  on  he  stitch'd. 

And  seem'd  to  be  in  greatest  gig. 
For  every  stitch  he  gave  his  brogue. 

He  put  another  in  his  wig.^ 

Sips  from  a  bottle  oft  were  taken. 
In  which,  from  mountain  side,  a  few 

Bright  dew-drops  from  the  heath  were  shaken ; 
In  fact  his  drink  was,  mountain  dew. 

The  Genius,  —  (by  the  by  't  is  odd 
What  lots  of  geniuses  we  boast  here ;) 

First,  as  a  lady  always  ought, 

Look'd  round  about  to  see  the  coast  clear. 

For  she,  in  sooth  a  lingle  lady. 

The  monster  Scandal  well  might  gobble  her. 
If  in  a  solitary  glen 

She  was  seen  talking  to  a  Cobbler. 

'T  is  true  that  he  was  very  little. 

And  age  upon  his  face  did  linger ; 
But  there  's  much  mischief,  it  is  said. 

Even  in  the  devil's  little  finger. 

*  **  Stitching  your  wig  "  means  getting  tipsy. 
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And  years  don't  always  virtue  bring. 

But  he  was  verj-,  very  old, 
And  veiy,  very,  iy — ry  little  i 

In  shon,  the  truth  may  's  well  be  told^ 

He  was  not  more  than  two  feet  high. 

With  three-cor'-'^  hat,  red  inexpressible. 

Which,  lucky  do^    vas  all  his  own, 
Seeing  be  h^, ;.   home,  no  Jezebel, 

A  coat  to  match,  and  a  flapp'd  vest. 
Over  his  body  —  somewhat  logy,  — 

At  once,  to  cut  description  short. 
He  was  just  like  a  cut-down  fi^y.* 

She  saw  he  was  a  Leprechaun, 

And  at  the  drams  he  swill'd  galore  ( 

As  he  was  of  chc  "world  of  spirits," 
Her  wonder  graduallv  wore  olf. 
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The  Leprechaun  and  the  Genius 

And  here,  the  fate  I  might  lament 

Of  Irish  genius  in  particular, 
Whose  shaft  of  Hope  is  sadly  bent 

From  its  original  perpendicular. 

The  deadly  Demon  of  Decay 

Has  had  a  fatal  sweeping  lap  at  all ; 

Not  only  is  the  column  bent. 

But  where  the  d — 1  is  our  capiul  ? 

Little  is  left  —  and  what  remains 

How  few  there  are  that  will  "■  tmbari  "  it. 

Except  in  steam-packets,  to  feed 
The  interest  of  a  foreign  market. 

But  this  is  foreign  to  my  tale. 

And  bordering  upon  political 
Economy  —  on  which  I  don't 

Intend  to  become  analytical. 

But  it  accounts  the  further,  why 

The  nymph,  of  whom  my  story  *<  told. 

Should  strive,  her  tattcr'd  robe  of  green 
To  'broidcr  with  the  fairy's  gold. 

She  stole  upon  him,  but  the  sprite 

Was  up  to  trap  —  not  lurking  blindly  — 

And,  as  he  finish'd  a  heel-tap, 

Look'd  up,  and  said,  "  Good  morrow  kindly." 

Whether  the  heel-tap  of  his  glass 

It  was,  or  the  heel-tap  of  leather 
He  finished,  I  don't  know,  —  but  it 

Was  either  —  or  p'rhaps  both  tt^ether. 

"  Good  morrow,"  said  the  Genius,  though 
She  wish'd  he  had  not  been  so  circum- 

-Spcct, —  for  she  thought  the  lad  to  clutch, 
Altho'  she  did  not  mean  to  Burk  him. 
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She  ask'd  politely  after  's  health, 

And,  touching  next  upon  the  news, 
Inquir'd  what  'C  was  he  work'd  upon ; 

He  said,  "  A  pair  of  dead  man's  shoes." 

"  A  dead  man's  shoes  ?  "  she  said  s  —  "  why  be 
Won't  want  them  ? " —  With  a  devilish  air, 

**  No,"  said  the  sprite  ]         it  I  can  get 
What  price  I  fix  on,        n  his  heir." 

"  Well,  that  's  more  seni  e,"  said  she, 

"Than  making  brog  for  living  folk,  ■ 

For  while  I'm  to  the  (■  indeed,  ^^H 

That  would  be  an  i  ling  joke."  ^^^| 

"  You  ?  "  said  the  Leprechaun  ;  "  I  'd  heat 

All  women  cobblers  put  together; 
You  ladies  may  have  finer  seuh. 

But  match  me  at  an  upper-leather! 

»  For  cobbler's  duty  I  will  yield 

To  no  brogue-maker  in  the  nation  ; 
My  work  is  super,  ma'am." — Said  she, 

"  Indeed  't  is  super — erogaiion. 

"  Give  o'er  thy  toil,  thou  senseless  sprite ; 

Thy  labour's  vain.      You  ought  to  see 
'T  is  useless  making  brogues  for  those 

Whose  broguiri  are  ready-made  by  me. 

"Your  brogues  are  good,  I  don't  deny; 

But  though  you  made  them  ne'er  so  stout. 
They  can't  endure  as  long  as  mine. 

For  those  I  give  will  ne'er  wear  out. 

"  Take  up  your  awl,  good  man,  and  trudge; 

And  as  for  bragging  —  I'oce  SoitOy 
Your  u^^/r-1  eat  hers  lia^vn  must  go. 

And  give  up  mending  htels  in  lee  toe. 
1S2 
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"  Take  up  your  awl,  I  say,  and  go." 

She  hoped  he  'd  turn,  and  she  could  catch  him  } 

But  he  'd  a  trick  worth  two  o'  that. 

For,  as  to  tricking,  who  could  match  him  i 

"  Maybe  you  'd  give  it  me,"  says  he ; 

"  'T  is  there,  behind  you,  on  the  stone." 
She  turn'd  —  and  bit  awl  was  not  there,  — 

When  she  look'd  back — htr  all  was  gone. 
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THE    SPANISH    BOAR    AND    THE 
IRISH    BULL 

A   ZOOLOGICAL  PUZZLE 

HITHKRTO,  it  has  been  believed,  that  no  animals 
could  be  more  distinct,  than  the  two  whose  names 
form  the  heading  of  this  chapter.  But  I  will  show,  that 
in  the  case  I  am  aliouc  to  adduce,  the  Irish  Bull  has  been 
produced  in  a  great  state  of  perfection  from  the  Spanish 
Boar.  It  will  be  objected,  perhaps,  by  the  learned,  that 
there  was  a  cr&n  in  thc/rmaU  line,  on  one  side,  and  I  do 
not  denv  it,  but  still,  when  the  facts  come  to  be  de- 
veloped, as  I  hope  thcv  shall  be,  in  a  clear  anJ  s.itisfac- 
tory  manner,  in  the  following  pages,  I  am  sure  there  will 
not  be  found  any  zoologist,  either  of  the  J,jriiin  ii,s 
Planus,  the  Rc!;ent's  Park,  the  Surrev,  or  the  Dublin 
Gardens,  chat  will  not  acknowledge  the  case  I  have  to 
lay  before  them  as,  at  least,  vi-ry  extraardinary. 

I  was  for  a  long  time  undecided  as  to  the  mode  in 
which  I  should  treat  this  curious  affaii.  To  do  so, 
scientifically,  is  beyond   my  power  —  therefore  the  next 
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best  way  I  had  of  doing  it,  was  to  put  it  somewhat  into 
the  shape  of  a  memoir.  And  here  lay  another  difficulty, 
for  the  rage  has  been  so  great  for  autobiographies,  that 
I  fancied  my  memoir  must  be  put  before  the  world  in 
this  shape,  and  neither  of  my  personages  were  felicitous 
subjects  for  such  a  mode  of  treatment.  The  Bull  would 
prove,  I  fear,  as  unprofitable  a  hero  in  an  autobiography 
as  in  a  china  shop,  where,  in  the  true  spirit  of  an  auto- 
biographer,  he,  proverbially,  ^^  has  it  all  his  own  way." 
And  as  for  the  Boar,  the  fact  is,  that  so  many  horei  have 
turned  autobiographers  of  late,  I  did  not  like  running  the 
risk  of  surfeiting  the  public,  therefore  I  decided,  as  the 
safest  course,  to  speak  in  the  third  person  of  my  principals, 
and  the  first  I  shall  treat  of,  is  the  Boar. 

The  humblest  biographer  will  scarcely  commence  with 
less  than  stating  that  his  hero  has  been  descended  from 
a  good  family  :  now  my  hero  being  a  Spaniard,  a  merely 
good  family  would  not  be  enough,  he  must,  in  right  of 
his  national  pride,  come  from  a  great  one,  and  I  can 
safely  assert  that  mine  was  one  of  a  very  great  family  — 
there  were  sixteen  of  them  at  a  litter.  With  my  hero, 
the  season  of  youth,  which,  amongst  the  swinish  race, 
is  proverbially  that  of  beauty  also,  rapidly  passed  away, 
and  he  increased  in  age,  ugliness  and  devilment,  in  more 
than  the  usual  ratio,  until  his  pranks  in  the  woods  were 
suddenly  put  a  stop  to,  by  his  being  taken,  one  fine  day, 
in  a  toil,  and  carried  a  prisoner  into  the  town  of  Bilboa. 

It  chanced,  that  at  the  period  of  his  capture,  the 
captain  of  a  ship,  bound  for  Dublin,  then  lying  in  the 
port,  was  very  anxious  to  take  home  with  him  some 
rarity  from  "  foreign  parts  "  as  a  present  to  a  lady  in 
the  aforesaid  city  of  Dublin,  from  whom  he  had  received 
some  civilitv.  It  happened  also,  that  the  entry  of  the 
Boar  into  Bilboa  had  created  a  prodigious  sensation 
amongst  the  worthy  townsfolk,  and  was  quite  a  godsend 
to  the  wonder-mongers.  Now  the  captain  heard  the 
news  amongst   some   gossip,  just  at   the  time   he   was 
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debating  in  his  own  mind,  whether  he  should  take  hq 
some  hanks  of  onions  or  a  Spani^ih  guitar  for  his  inicoi 
present,  and  the  bright  thought  struck  him,  that  if 
could  only  procure  this  wonderful  savage  of  the  woo 
at'  whom  report  spoke  so  prodigiously,  that  it  would 
the  most  acceptable  oifering  he  could  make  to  his  I 
friend,  and  he  accordingly  set  to  work  to  obtain  the  brii 
curiosity,  and  succeeded  i  his  negotiation.  It  was  agn 
that  the  Boar  should  rk>nain  ashore  until  the  ship  \ 
ready  for  sea,  in  the  pos  ssion  of  his  captor,  who  und 
took  to  lodge  the  curii.  ity  safely  on  board,  whene 
required,  but  the  captai  ,  having  occasion  to  sail  si 
denly,  was  unable  to  sei  I  timely  notice  to  the  Spania 
who  happened  not  to  I  at  home  when  the  captain, 
persoii  went  to  demand  nis  Hoar, 

This  was  unfortunate,  but  as  the  occasion  was  urge 
and  the  Irishman  could  not  possibly  wait,  he  was  oblig 
to  endeavour  to  get  his  pet  pig  to  the  ship  as  well  as 
could  without  the  assistance  of  the  Spaniard,  who  und 
stood  all  about  "such  small  deer,"  and  the  consequct 
was,  that  the  Boar  was  too  much  for  the  sailor,  and 
use  the  captain's  own  words,  the  headstrong  bn 
"slipped  his  cable  and  bore  right  away  down  the  towr 
to  the  infinite  horror  of  the  worthv  townspeople. 

"The  boar!  the  boar!  "  was  shouted  on  all  sides,  a 
according  to  the  established  rule  in  such  cases,  those 
front  of  the  danger  ran  before  it,  and  those  in  the  ri 
ran  after  it,  until  such  a  prodigious  crowd  was  screechi 
at  the  heels  of  the  Boar,  that  he  was  the  most  terrifi 
of  the  party,  and  in  his  panic,  he  turned  down  the  fi 
open  court  he  saw,  off  the  high  street,  and  ran  for  \ 
Hfe. 

Now  it  happened,  that  of  all  places  in  the  world,  I 
spot  he  selected  was  the  Exchange — and  moreover 
was  'Change  hour,  and  the  merchants  were  vet)'  solemt 
engaged  in  the  mysteries  of  percentage,  when  the  B( 
made  his  appearance  amongst  them.  The  Exchange, 
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Bilboa,  happens  to  be  surrounded  by  fine  old  trees,  and 
in  that  space  of  time  which  is  vulgarly  called  *'thc 
twinkling  of  an  eye,"  the  stately  merchants  were  startled 
out  of  their  solemnity,  and  were  seen  clambering  like  so 
many  monkeys  into  the  trees  to  get  out  of  the  way  of 
the  new  comer,  and  so  universal  was  this  arborial  ascent, 
that,  in  fact,  our  hero  had  the  honour  of  producing  the 
greatest  rue  on  ^Change  ever  remembered  in  Bilboa.  His 
first  achievement  in  this  court  of  commerce  was  to  make 
an  endorsement  on  an  elderly  gentleman  who  was  not  so 
active  as  some  of  his  neighbours,  and  a  Jew,  who  was 
next  overthrown,  never  had  such  a  horror  of  pork  before. 
Cloaks  and  sombreros,  dropt  in  the  hurry  of  flight,  were 
tossed  in  horrid  sport  by  the  intruder,  and  having  been 
hunted  into  one  of  the  corners  of  the  square,  he  kept  the 
assembled  multitude  at  bay,  until  the  arrival  of  the  regu- 
lar bull-fighters  terminated  the  adventure,  by  retaking  the 
vagrant.  He  had  a  narrow  escape  of  his  life,  for  had  it 
not  been  for  the  entreaties  of  the  captain,  the  matadors 
would  have  made  short  work  with  him.  He  was  got  on 
board  at  last,  and  put  into  a  place  of  security. 

When  our  hero  arrived  in  the  Irish  metropolis,  he 
was  handed  over  to  his  new  owner  by  the  captain,  much 
to  the  satisfaction  of  both.  The  lady  being  one  of  those 
who  are  delighted  at  having  something  that  nobody  else 
has,  was  charmed,  of  course,  at  having  obtained  such  a 
rarity,  and  the  captain  blessed  his  stars  at  having  got  rid 
of  the  greatest  nuisance  ever  was  on  board  his  ship. 

A  small  enclosure  at  the  rear  of  the  city  tenement 
was  dedicated  to  the  use  of  the  Boar,  and  for  some  days, 
while  the  charm  of  novelty  gave  a  zest  to  the  inspection, 

Mrs. used  to  sit,  for  hours,  eyeing  the  foreigner 

with  infinite  delight,  through  a  hole  cut  in  a  strongly 
barricaded  door  that  shut  in  the  wonder.  In  those  cases, 
as  Campbell  says, 

<<  *T  is  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view.** 
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And  she  used  to  issue  caids  of  inviiaiion  to  her  friends, 
to  come  and  see  the  only  wild  boar  in  Ireland.  This 
was  a  great  triumph,  but  alas  !  for  all  sublunary  enjoy- 
ments, th^y  fade  but  too  tasi,  and  tvhen  the  first  blush 
of  novelty  had  faded,  and  that  the  celebrity  attached  to 

being   a  boar-owner  had  become  hackjiicd,  Mrs,   

began  to  think   this  acq      "  of  a  wild  pig  no   such 

enviable  matter,  and  she  1    rather  have    seen   him 

hanging  to  the  rafters  of  tchcn  in  ham  and  flitch, 

than    parading   up  and   di  icr   premises;  —  besides, 

the  yard  which  he  occupie  rendered  useless  for  any 

other  purpose  than  a  "pa"  for  the  pig,"  for  the  un- 
mannerly gentleman  had  i  military  possession  of  bis 
domain,  and  no  one  in  th  ilishment  dared  approach 
him  ;  to  such  a  de'^ree  haJ  mis  terror  arrived,  that,  st 
last,  his  prog  was  thrown  to  him  over  the  wall,  and 
serious  thoushts  were  cntcnained  bv  his  owner  of  making 
"swift  conveyance  of  her  dear"  wild  boar,  when  she 
was  relieved  from  further  dire  intents  upon  our  hero, 
bv  the  following  occurrence: 
'  A    distinguished    member   of  the    Dublin    Zoological 

Society   waited  upon  Mrs. as  ^he  sat  at  breakfast 

one  morning:,  an.l  rL-que^tcd  permission  to  see  "  her  Boar." 
This  wovil  J"  have  Wen  a  great  delight  a  fortnight  before  : 
to  have  a  member  of  the  Zoological  Societv  soliciting 
the  honour  of  jeeing  (■.•■-  Hoar,  but  the  truth  was,  that 
Don  Pig  had  rendered  himself  so  intolerable,  that  noth- 
ing could  compensate  for  the  nuisance,  and  this  addi- 
tional offering  to  her  vanitv  as  a  wonder-proprietor,  came 
too  late  to  be  valued.  Still  >he  atSected  a  tone  of  triumph, 
and  !eJ  the  zoological  professor  to  the  treat  he  sought 
for,  and  poi;i:in_-  with  di^nitv  to  the  loophole  cut  in  the 
door,  she  said,  -  There,  sir."" 

After  the  pr.->itssor,  in  silent  woni^er,  had  feasted  his 
eyes  for  some  time  on  the  harbariLin  through  this  S3fet\- 
val.  c,  he  c\j!,-;  :u\i,  "  What  a  noble  specimen  !  —  The 
finest  boar  1  ever  saw'  " 
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Is  n't  he  a  lovely  creature  ?  "  said  Mrs, . 

^  Charming,  madam." 

"  And  his  tail,  doctor !  " 

^^  Has  the  true  wild  curl,  madam.  —  Oh,  madam,  you 
surely  do  not  mean  to  keep  this  fine  creature  all  to 
yourself;  —  you  really  ought  to  present  him  to  the 
Society." 

^^  How  could  you  think  of  asking  me  to  part  with  my 
pet,  doctor  ? " 

^^  I  'm  sure  your  own  public  spirit,  madam,  would 
suggest  the  sacrifice  \  —  and  of  course  a  very  handsome 
vote  of  thanks  from  the  Society,  as  well  as  the  gift 
securing  to  you  ail  the  privileges  of  a  member." 

Here  was  something  to  be  gained,  so  instead  of  Mrs. 
giving  her  lodger  a  dose  of  prussic  acid,  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort,  which  she  contemplated,  she  made  a 
present  of  him  to  the  Zoological  Society,  and  the  pro- 
fessor took  his  leave,  in  great  delight  at  having  secured 
so  fine  an  animal,  but  not  half  so  happy  as  the  lady  was 
in  getting  rid  of  him. 

The  next  day,  the  proper  authorities  secured  the 
bristly  don,  and  he  was  consigned  to  the  cart  of  the 
Zoological  Society  to  be  carried  forthwith  to  the  Phcenix 
Park,  where  the  Gardens  of  that  learned  body  are  situ- 
ated. The  driver  of  the  cart,  who,  it  happened,  was 
quite  ignorant  of  the  pains  it  had  cost  to  place  his  inside 
passenger  in  his  scat,  was  passing  up  Barrack  Street, 
when  he  was  accosted  by  a  friend  on  the  flags,  with, 
"  Why  then  blur-an-agers,  Mike,  is  that  you  ?  "  —  "  By 
gor,  it's  myself,  and  no  one  else,"  says  Mike  —  "and 
how  is  yourself?  "  —  "  Bravely  !  "  says  Jim  ;  "  and  it 's 
myself  is  glad  to  sec  you  lookin'  so  clane  and  hearty, 
Mikee  dear,  and  well  off  to  all  appearance."  —  "By 
dad,  I  'm  as  happy  as  the  day  's  long,"  says  Mike,  "  and 
has  an  iligant  place,  and  divil  a  thing  to  do,  good,  bad, 
or  indifferent,  but  to  dhrive  about  this  cart  from  morning 
till  night,  excep'n  when  I  may  take  a  turn  at  feedin'  the 
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basics." — "Why,  have  you  more   hones  nor  the   oo« 
you  're  dhriving  to  mind  ? "  says  Jim. 

"Oh,  ihey  're  not  horses  at  all,"  says  Mike,  "but 
K^nath'nU  basics,  you  see,  that  they  keep  up  in  the  Park 

"  And  what  would  they  be  at  all  ?  "  says  Jim. 

"  Och,  the  quaresc  outla.  craythurs  ye  iver  seen," 

says   Mike,  "and  alt  bel>  to    the   gintlemin  that 

employs  me;  and  indeed  a  sant  life  I  have,  dhrivin' 

all  day;  —  indeed,  it 's  a'm  i  good  as  a  gintleman's, 

only    I    ait    an   a    cart     in;,.  of    being    sayted    in  a 

Cabrowley." 

'^  And  what  do  you   c  ra  at  all  ? "    asked    the 

inquisitive  Jim. 

"  They  call  themselves  the  Sorrow -logical  Sisiety,  and 
indeed  some  o*  them  is  black  lookiii'  enough,  but  others 
o'  them  is  as  merry  as  if  they  worn't  belongin'  to  a 
Sorrow-logical  Sisiety,  at  all  at  all." 

"  And  what  is  it  y'r  dhrivin'  now  ?  "  asked  Jim. 

"  Indeed  an'  it  's  a  wild  boar,"  savs  Mike. 

"  And  is  he  like  a  nath'ra!  boar  ? '"  says  Jim. 

"  Faix  myself  does  n't  know,  for  I  never  seen  him, 
bekase  while  they  wor  kecchin'  him  and  putting  him  in 
the  cart,  the  masthfr  sint  me  fur  to  ordher  gingerbread 
nuts  for  the  monkeys." 

"  Oh,  queen  iv  heaven,  an'  is  it  gingerbread  nuts  they 

"Throth  an'  it  is,"  savs  Mike;  —  "they  get  ginger- 
bread nuts,  when  the  hazels  is  not  in  sayson  ;  and  sure 
I  hear,  in  their  own  counthry,  the  gingerbread  grows 
nath'ral." 

"  Blur  an'  ouns,  do  vou  tel!  me  so .'  "   says  Jim. 

"Divilaliein  it,"  says  Mike. 

"And  where  would  thiit  be  at  all?  "  says  Jim. 

"Undher  the  line,  I  hear  them  say." 

"  And  where  's  that  ?  "  savs  Jim. 

"Oh,  thin,  don't  you  know  that,  you  poor  ignorant 
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cnythur  ? "  says  Mike ;  "  sure  that 's  in  the  noitb  t& 
Amerikay,  where  the  Hot-in-pots  lives." 

"  Ah,  you  thief,"  says  Jim,  ** you  didn't  know  that 
yourself  wanst ;  but  you  're  pickin'  up  larnin'  in  your 
new  place." 

**■  Indeed  and  I  always  knew  that,"  says  Mike ;  "•  and 
sure  you  never  seen  a  monkey  yet  that  they  bad  n't  a 
line  for  him  to  run  up  and  down,  accordin'  to  the  natbur 
o'  the  beast." 

**  Well,  I  give  up  to  you  as  for  the  monkeys,  but  as 
I  never  seen  a  wild  boar  yet,  don't  be  iil-naihureti  to  an 
owld  frind,  but  let  me  have  a  peep  at  him  Mike, 
agrab  !  " 

"Throth  an'  I  will,  and  wclkim,"  says  Mike;  "just 
get  up  behind  there,  and  rise  the  lid  of  the  cart." 

Jim  did  as  be  was  desired;  and  the  moment  the  lid 
of  the  cart  was  raised,  so  far  from  the  sense  of  seeing 
being  gratified  in  the  explorer,  according  to  his  own 
account,  "be  thought  the  sight  id  lave  his  eyes  when 
he  seen  all  as  one  as  two  coals  o'  (ire  looking  at  him, 
and  the  unnath'ral  brustly  divil  making  a  dart  at  him, 
that  it  was  the  marcy  o'  hivin  did  n't  take  the  life  iv 
him," 

Jim  was  sent,  heels  over  head,  into  the  mud,  by  the 
Boar  brushing  by  him  in  plunging  out  of  the  cart,  and 
preferring  the  "  pedestrian  to  the  vehicular  mode,"  as 
Dominic  Sampson  says,  the  foreigner,  again  in  freedom, 
charged  down  Barrack  Street,  in  all  the  glory  of  liberty 
regained.  Now  Bariack  Street,  as  its  name  implies, 
being  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  garrison,  it  may  be 
supposed  is  much  more  populous  than  the  street  of 
Bilboa,  where  the  Boar  made  his  first  appearance  in 
public  ;  and  in  fulfilment  of  the  adage,  "  The  more  the 
merrier,"  the  consternation  was  in  proportion  to  the 
numbers  engaged.  Apple-stands,  stalls  of  gilt  ginger- 
bread, baskets  of  oysters,  and  still  more  unlucky  eggs 
(for  the  Boar,  like  many,  was  one  of  those  ignorant 
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people  who  don't  know  the  difference  between  an  egg 
and  an  oyster),  were  upset  with  the  utmost  impanislitv; 
and  ere  he  had  arrived  at  Queen's  Bridge,  fiill  five 
hundred  pursuers,  wiih  ten  times  the  number  of  all 
sorts  of  the  most  elaborate  curses  upon  him,  were  at 
his  heels.  Were  I  to  plu^  a  "  full  and  true  account " 
of  the  chase,  the  far-fan  liddery   hunt   would    be 

nothing  to  it ;  suffice  it  i  he  never  cried  "  stop  " 

until  he  arrived  at  the   M  lospjial,  a  run  of  about 

a  mile  and  a  half.      Thcr  Aank  being  turned,  he 

was  driven   into  a  court,  v  he  held   his  pursuers  at 

bay  for  some  time,  as  in  tb*^  loa  aflair,  until  a  Paddy, 

more  experienced  than  his  ibours  in  the  taming  of 

unruly  cattle,  flung  his  frie..v  >,Jt  over  the  head  of  the 
fugitive,  and  finally,  with  some  help,  secured  him. 

I  shall  not  enter  into  the  particulars  of  how  he  was, 
at  last,  installed  in  the  gardens, —  of  huw  the  zoologists 
triumphed    in   their   new  acquisition,  —  of  the   vote   of 

thanks  passed   to   Mrs. for  her  Ubiralhy  in  gcttine 

rid  of  a  nuisance, —  nor  of  the  admiration  which  he 
excited  in  the  visitors  of  the  garden,  until  his  demolition 
of  three  breadths  of  a  silk  gown,  and  his  eating  a  reti- 
cule containing  a  bunch  of  keys  belonging  to  a  worthv 
burgess's  wife  who  approached  too  near  the  piggen, 
rendered  future  admirers  more  cautious.  Indeed,  ai 
last,  the  gentleman  became  so  unrulv,  that  a  large 
placard,  readable  a  mile  and  a  hall  off,  bearing  the 
one  significant  word,  davgeroij,  was  put  up  over  his 
domicile.  The  intractabiiicv  of  the  beast  amounted  to 
such  a  pitch,  that  the  gallantn'  uni\ersallv  existing,  even 
in  the  brute  species,  from  the  male  to  the  female,  was 
not  to  be  found  in  our  hero;  for  a  tame  female  of  his 
kind  was  introduced  into  his  den,  with  a  view  to  im- 
proving the  race  of  pigs  in  Ireland,  and,  as  one  of  the 
professors  an  amateur  in  pigs\  declared,  for  the  purpo>e 
of  enabling  the  Hibernian  market  to  compete  in  some 
time  with  Westphalia,  in  the  article  ol  ham  —  of  which 
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the  projector  of  this  scheme  was  particularly  fond ;  but 
the  lady,  that  it  was  intended  should  have  the  honour 
of  introducing  the  aristocratic  Spanish  blood  into  the  race 
of  Paddy  pigs,  was  so  worried  by  her  intended  lord  and 
master,  that  she  was  obliged  to  be  withdrawn,  and  as  it 
has  frequently  happened  before,  to  the  mortitication  of 
match-makers  —  the  affair  was  broken  off. 

In  the  mean  time,  the   Boar  became  more  and  more 

mischievous.     It  was  then  that   Mrs.- was  waited 

upon  again  by  the  zoologist,  who  wheedled  her  out  of 
her  darling,  and  was  requested  to   take  back  her  gift ; 

but  Mrs. knew  a  trick  worth  two  of  that,  and  said 

she  had  been  so  convinced  by  the  professor's  former 
ai^umcnts,  that  the  garden  was  the  only  pbce  for  him, 
she  could  not  think  of  depriving  the  public  of  such  an 
inestimable  benefit. 

The  professor  hinted  a  second  vote  of  thanks;  but  it 

would  not  do,  and  Mrs. declared  she  was  perfectly 

content  with  the  first. 

So  the  Society's  bad  bargain  remained  on  their  hands, 
and  the  Westphalia  project  failed. 

Why  it  did  so,  was  never  cleared  up  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  learned  ;  but  Mike,  who  sometimes  "took  a 
turn  at  feedin'  the  bastes,"  had  his  own  little  solution  of 
the  mystery  —  very  unaUnlific,  I  dare  sav,  but  appearing 
quite  natural  to  such  poor  ignorant  creatures  as  his  con- 
fidential friends,  to  whom  he  revealed  it  under  the  seal 
of  solemn  secrecy,  they  being  all  "book-sworn  never  to 
tell  it  to  man  or  mortyal,"  for  fear  of  Mike  losing  his 
place.  But  Mike  darkly  insinuates  to  ihisc  his  com- 
panions, with  as  manv  queer  grimaces  as  one  of  his  own 
monkcvs,  and  a  knowing  wink,  and  a  tone  almost  suffi- 
ciently soft  for  a  love  secret  —  that,  "  bv  the  powdhcrs  o' 
war,  accordin'  to  his  simple  idays,  the  divil  a  bit  of  the 
Boar  but  's  a  Snv." 

So  much,  gentle  reader,  for  Spanish  boars  and  Irish  built, 
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THH  words  great  and  little  arc  sometimes  c 
tory  terms  to  their  <uvn  meanijiy;.  This  is  st; 
the  case  rather  confusedly,  but  as  I  am  an  Irishman, 
writing  an  Irish  story,  it  is  the  more  in  character,  I 
might  do  perhaps,  like  a  yerv  clever  and  agreeable  friend 
of  mine,  who,  when  he  deals  in  some  extrayagance  which 
vou  don't  quite  understand,  says,  "Well,  you  know  what 
I  mean."  But  I  will  not  take  that  for  granted,  so  what 
I  mean  is  this  —  that  your  great  man,  (as  far  as  size  is 
concerned"),  is  often  a  nobody;  and  your  little  man,  is 
often  a  great  man.  Nature,  as  far  as  the  human  race 
is  concerned,  is  at  variance  with  Art,  which  generally 
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couples  greatness  vith  size.  The  pyramid;,  the  temple 
of  Jupiter  Olympius,  St.  Peter's,  and  St.  Paul's,  are  vast 
in  their  dimensions,  and  the  heroes  of  Painting  and 
Sculpture  are  always  on  a  grand  scale.  In  Language, 
the  dim'mulivt  is  indicative  of  endearment  —  in  Nature,  it 
appears  to  me,  it  is  the  type  of  distinction.  Alexander, 
CKsar,  Napoleon,  Wellington,  etc.  etc.  (for  I  have  not 
room  to  detail)  are  instances.  But  do  we  not  hear  every 
day  that  "  such-a-body  is  a  big  booby,"  while  "  a  clever 
little  Jellow "  has  almost  passed  into  a  proverb.  The 
poets  have  been  more  true  to  nature  than  painters,  in 
this  particular,  and  in  her  own  divine  art,  her  happiest 
votaries  have  been  iiving  evidences  of  her  predilection  to 
"packing  her  choicest  goods  in  small  parcels."  Pope 
was  "  a  crooked  little  thing  that  asked  questions,"  and  in 
our  own  days,  our  own  "little  Moore"  is  a  glorious 
testimony  to  the  fact.  The  works  of  fiction  abound 
with  instances,  that  the  author  does  not  consider  it  neces> 
sary  his  hero  shall  be  an  eligible  candidate  for  the  "  gren- 
adier corps  i  "  the  earlier  works  of  fiction  in  particular: 
Fairy  talcs,  univcreally,  dedicate  some  giant  to  destruction 
at  the  hands  of  some  "clever  little  fellow."  "Tom 
Thumb,"  "Jack  and  the  Bean  Stalk,"  and  fifty  other 
such  for  instance,  and  I  am  now  going  to  add  another  to 
the  list,  a  brilliant  example,  I  trust,  of  the  unfailing  rule, 
that  your  little  man  is  always  a  great  man. 

If  any  gentleman  six  foot  two  inches  high  gets  angry 
at  reading  this,  I  beg  him  to  remember  that  I  am  a  little 
man  myself,  and  if  he  be  a  person  of  sense  (which  is 
supposing  a  great  deal),  he  will  pardon,  from  his  own 
feeling  of  indignation  at  this  expoi'e  of  Patagonian  infcri- 
oritv,  the  consequent  triumph,  on  my  part,  of  Lilliputian 
distinction.  If,  however,  his  inches  get  the  better  of 
him,  and  he  should  call  me  out,  I  beg  of  him  to  remem- 
ber, again,  that  I  have  the  advantage  of  him  there  too, 
in  being  a  little  man.  There  is  a  proverb  also,  that 
*'■  Utile  said  is  soon  mended,"  and  with  all  my  preaching, 
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I  fear  I  have  been  forgetting  the  wholesome  adage.  So 
I  shall  conclude  this  little  introduction,  which  I  only 
thought  a  becoming  flourish  of  trumpets  for  incroduciog 
my  hero,  by  placing  Uttlt  Fairly  before  my  readers,  and 
I  hope  they  will  not  think,  in  the  words  of  another 
adage,  that  I  have  given  them  znai  cry  and  Unit  wool. 

You  sec  owld  Fairly  nighty  dacent   man   that 

lived,  as  the  story  goes,  ;r  the  back  o'   the  hills 

bcyant  there,  and  was  a  I  man  ever  afthcr  he  mar- 

ried little  Shane  Ruadh'-  hthcr,  and  she  was  little, 

like  her  father  before  dawnshee  crayibur,  but 

mighty  cute,  and  industl  )OH'er,  always,  and  a  fine 

wife  she  was  to  a  sthrivi  up  early  and  down  tate, 

and  shurc  If  she  was  dom'  iiothln"  else,  the  bit  Iv  3 
stocking  was  never  out  iv  her  hand,  and  the  knittin' 
needles  goin'  like  mad.  Well,  sure  they  thruv  like  a 
flag  or  a  bulrush,  and  the  snuggc'*!  cabin  in  the  counthn' 
side  was  owld  Fairly's.  And,  in  due  coor>e  she  brought 
him  a  son,  throth  she  lost  nu  time  about  it  either,  for  she 
was  never  given  to  loithcrin',  and  he  was  the  picthur  o' 
the  mother,  the  little  ottomv  that  he  was,  as  slim  as  a 
ferret  and  as  red  as  a  fox,  but  a  hardy  cravthur.  Well, 
owld  Fairly  did  n't  like  the  thoughts  of  bavin'  sitch  a  bit 
iv  a  brat  for  a  son,  and  besides  he  thought  he  got  on  so 
well  and  prospered  in  the  world  with  one  wife,  that,  bv 
gor,  he  detarmincd  to  improve  his  Kick  and  get  another. 
So,  with  that,  he  ups  and  goes  to  one  Doody,  who  had  a 
big  daughter  —  a  whopper,  by  mv  sowl !  throth  she  was 
the  full  of  a  door,  and  was  called  bv  the  neighbours 
garran  morel,^  for  in  throth  she  was  a  garran,  the  dirtv 
dhrop  was  in  her,  a  nasty  stag  that  never  done  a  good 
turn  for  any  one  but  herself;  the  long-sided  jack,  that 
she  was,  but  her  father  had  a  power  o'  money,  and  above 
a  hundher  head  o'  cattle,  and  divil  a  chick  nor  child  he 
had  but  herself,  so  ihat  she  was  a  great  catch  for  who- 
1  Red  John.  ^  Big  Hotse. 
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ever  could  get  her,  as  for  as  the  fortin'  wint  j  but  throth, 
the  boys  did  not  like  the  looks  iv  her,  and  let  herself  and 
her  fortin'  alone.  Well,  as  I  was  sayin',  owld  Fairly 
ups  and  he  goes  to  Doody  and  puts  his  comttbtr  an  the 
girl,  and  faix  she  was  glad  to  be  ax'd,  and  so  matthers 
was  soon  settled,  and  the  ind  of  it  was  they  wor 
married. 

Now  maybe  it 's  axin'  you  'd  be  how  he  could  many 
two  wives  at  wanst  \  but  I  towld  you  before,  it  was  long 
ago,  in  the  good  owld  ancient  times,  whin  a  man  could 
have  plinty  of  every  thing.  So,  home  he  brought  the 
dirty  garran,  and  sorra  long  was  she  in  the  place  whin 
she  began  to  breed,  (arrah,  lave  off  and  don't  be  laughin' 
now ;  1  don't  mane  that  at  all,)  whin  she  began  to  breed 
ructiens  in  the  fam'ly,  and  to  kick  up  aniagiont  from 
mornin'  till  night,  and  put  betune  owld  Fairly  and  his 
first  wife.  Well,  she  had  a  son  of  her  own  soon,  and 
he  was  a  big  boss  iv  a  divil,  like  his  mother — a  great 
fat  lob  that  had  no  life  in  him  at  all ;  and  while  the 
little  daunshec  craythur  would  laugh  in  your  face  and 
play  wid  you  if  you  chcrrup'd  to  him,  or  would  amuse 
himself  the  craythur,  crawlin'  about  the  flure  and  playin' 
wid  the  sthraws,  and  aicin*  the  gravel,  the  jewel,  —  the 
other  bosthoon  was  roarin'  from  mornin'  till  night,  barrin' 
he  was  crammed  wid  stirabout  and  dhrowndcd  a'most  wid 
milk.  Well,  up  they  grew,  and  the  big  chap  turned  out 
a  gommoi/', ind  the  little  chap  was  as  knowin'  as  a  jailor; 
and  though  the  big  mother  was  always  puttin'  up  her 
lob  to  malchratc  and  abuse  little  Fairly,  the  dickins  a 
one  but  [he  little  chap  used  to  sarcunivint  him,  and  gev 
him  no  pace,  but  led  him  the  life  iv  a  dog  wid  the 
cunnin'  thricks  he  played  an  him.  Now,  while  all  the 
neighbours  a'most  loved  the  ground  that  little  p"airly  throd 
Oil,  thcv  cud  n't  abide  the  garran  more's  foal,  good,  bad, 
or  indilfcrcMt,  and  many  's  the  sly  malavoguein'  be  got 
behind  a  hedge,  from  one  or  another,  when  his  mother 
or  father  was  n't  near  to  purtect  him,  for  owld  Fairly 
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was  as  great  a  Tooi  about  him  as  the  mother,  and  would 
give  him  his  eyes,  a'most  to  play  manels,  while  he  did  n't 
care  three  thranum  for  the  darlint  little  chap.  And  't  was 
the  one  thing  as  long  as  he  lived  \  and  at  last  he  fell  sick, 
and  sure  many  thought  it  was  a  judgment  an  him  for 
his  unnath'ral  dojn's  to  his  own  ilesh  and  blood,  and 
the    sayin'  through  the  was,  from  one  and  all, 

"  There  's  owld  Fairly  is  cd  /«  takt  tt  hh  bed  ■a.ith 

the   weight  b/  his  sins."  ;ure  enough   off  o'   that 

same    bed   he   never  riz,   I  sw  weaker  and   weaker 

every  day,  and  sint  for  thi  t  to  make  his  sowl,  the 

wicked  owld  sinner,  God  ;  mc  for  sayin'  the  word, 

and  sure  the  priest  done  m  r  he  could  for  him  ;  but 

after  the  priest  wint  away  led  his  two  wives  beside 

his  bed,  and  the  two  sons,  and  says  he,  "I  'm  goin'  to 
lave  yiz  now,"  says  he,  "and  sorry  I  am,"  says  he,  "  for 
I  '<1  rather  star  in  owld  Ireland  than  go  anywhere  else," 
says  he,  "  for  a  raison    I   have  — ■  heigh  !    heigh  !   heigh  ! 

—  Oh,  mtirther,  this  cough  is  smotherin'  me,  so  It  is. 
Oh,  wurra  !  wurra  !  but  it  "s  sick  and  sore  I  am.  Well, 
come  htTC  viz  both,"  savs  he  to  the  women,  "you  wor 
good  wives  both  o'  vc  ;  I  have  nolhin'  to  say  agin  it  — 
(.Molly,  don't  forget  the  whatc  is  to  be  winnv'd  the 
first  fine  day)  —  and  ready  you  wor  to  make  and  to  mind 

—  (Judv,  there  's  a  hole  in  the  foot  of  my  left  stockin'), 
and  —  " 

"  Don't  be  thinkin'  o'  vour  footin'  here,"  savs  little 
Judy,  the  knowledgable  craythur,  as  she  was,  "  but 
endavvour  to  make  vour   footin'  in   heaven,"  savs  she, 

"Don't  put  in  your  prate  'till  you  re  ax'd,"  says  the 
owld  savage,  no  wavs  oblcegcd  that  his  trusty  little  owld 
woman  was  waniin'  to  give  him  a  helpin'  hand  tow'rds 
puttin'  his  poor  sinful  sowl  in  the  way  o'  glorj'. 

"  Lord  look  down  an  vou  !  "  savs  she, 

"  Tuck  the  blanket  round  my  feet,"  says  he,  "  for  I  'm 
geltin'  ver)'  cowld," 
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So  the  b^  owld  hag  of  2  wife  tucked  the  blankets 
lound  him. 

'■'■  Ah,  you  were  always  a  comfort  to  mc,"  says  owM 
Fairly. 

«  Well,  remember  my  son  for  that  same,"  says  she, 
"  for  it 's  time  I  think  you  'd  be  dividin'  what  you  have 
bechuxt  uz,"  says  she. 

**  Well,  I  suppose  I  must  do  it  at  last,"  says  the  owld 
chap,  (( though,  hegh !  hegh  !  hegh  !  Oh  this  thievin' 
cough  —  though  it 's  hard  to  be  oblccgcd  to  lave  one's 
hard  aimins  and  comforts  this-a-way,"  says  he,  the 
unfort'nate  owld  thief,  thinkin'  o'  this  world  instead  of 
his  own  poor  sinful  sowl. 

"  Come  here,  big  Fairly,"  says  he,  "  my  own  bully 
boy,  that 's  not  a  starved  poor  ferret,  but  worth  while 
lookin'  at.     I  lave  you  this  house,"  says  he. 

*'  Ha  !  "  says  the  big  owld  sthrap,  makin'  a  &ce  over 
the  bed  at  the  poor  little  woman  that  was  cryin',  the 
craythur,  although  the  owld  villian  was  usin'  her  so 
bad. 

"  And  I  lave  you  all  my  farms,"  says  he. 

"  Ha  1 "  says  the  big  owld  sthreel  ^ain. 

"  And  my  farmin'  ingraydients"  says  he. 

"  Ha !  "  says  she  again,  takin*  a  pinch  o'  snufF. 

"And  all  my  catlle,"  says  he. 

"  Did  you  hear  that,  ma'am  ?  "  says  the  garran  more, 
stickin'  her  arms  akimbo,  and  lookin' as  if  she  was  goin' 
(o  bate  the  woman. 

"  All  my  cattle,"  says  the  owld  fellow,  "  every  head," 
says  he,  "barrin'  one,  and  that  one  is  for  that  poor 
scaldcrow  there,"  says  he,  "little  Fairlv." 

"And  is  it  only  one  you  lave  my  poor  boy?"  says 
the  pour  little  woman. 

"  If  you  say  much,"  says  the  owld  dyin'  vagabone, 
"the  divil  resave  the  taste  of  any  thing  I  '11  lave  him  or 
you,"  says  he. 

"Don't  say  divil,  darlin'." 
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"  Howld  your  prate  I  tell  you,  and  listen  to  me.  I 
say,  you  little  Fairly." 

"Well,  daddy,"  says  the  little  chap, 

"  Go  over  to  that  corner  cupboard,"  says  he,  "  and  in 
the  top  shelf,"  says  he,  "in  the  bottom  of  a  crack'd 


« 


taypot,  you'll  find  a  piece  of 
here  to  me." 

an  owid  rag,  and  bring  it 

With  that  little  Fairly 

to  do  as  he  was  bid,  but 

he  could  not  reach  up   '%o 
and  he  run  into  the  next  ro 

as  the  corner  cupboard, 
)r  a  stool  to  stand  upon 

to  come  at  the  crack'd  tayp 

id  he  got  the  owld  piece 

iv  a  rag  and  brought  it  to  h: 
"  Open  it,"  says  the  fat 
"  I  have  it  open  now,"  ™ 

"What 'sin  it?"  says  the  i 
"Six  shiUin's  in  silver,  and 

her. 

nle  Fairly.                  ^ 
3wld  boy. 
three  fanhin's,"  says  little 

Fairly. 

"That  was  vour  mother's 

fortune,"  says  the  father, 

"and  I  'm  goiii'  to  behave  like  the  hoighth  of  a  gentle- 
man, as  I  am,"  says  he;  "I'll  give  you  yuur  mother's 
fortune,"  says  he,  "  and  I  hope  you  won't  squandher  it," 
savs  he,  "the  way  that  cvcrv  blackguard  now  thinks  he 
has  a  right  to  S([uandher  any  decent  man's  money  he  is 
the  heir  to,"  savs  he,  "but  be  careful  of  it,"  says  he, 
"as  I  was,  for  \  never  touched  a  rap  iv  it,  but  let  it  lie 
gotherin'  in  that  taypot,  ever  since  the  day  I  got  it  from 
Shane  Ruadh,  the  day  we  sthruck  the  bargain  about 
Judy,  over  bcyant  at  the  'Cat  and  Bagpipes,'  comin' 
from  the  fair;  and  I  lave  you  that  »x  shillings  and  five 
stone  o'  mouldy  oats  that 's  no  use  to  me,  and  four 
broken  plates,  and  that  f/';<v-lcgged  stool  you  stood 
upon  to  get  at  the  cupboard,  you  poor  nharmugh  that 
you  are,  and  the  /wj  spoons  yi'ithout  handles,  and  the 
me  cow   that's  gone  back   of  her   milk." 

"  What  use  is  the  cow,  daddy,"  says  little  Fairly, 
"widout   land  to  feed   her  an.'" 

"Maybe  it's  land  you  want,  you  plnkeen,"  says  the 
big  brother.  200 
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**  Rightf  my  bully  boy,"  says  the  mother,  **  nand  up 
for  your  own." 

*'  Well,  well,"  says  the  owld  chap,  "  I  tell  you  what, 
big  Fairly,"  says  he,  "  you  may  as  well  do  a  dacent  tura 
for  the  little  chap,  and  give  him  grass  for  his  cow.  I 
lave  you  all  the  land,"  says  he,  '*  but  you  'II  never  miss 
grass  for  one  cow,"  says  he,  "  and  you  'II  have  the  sati»- 
&ction  of  bein'  bountiful  to  your  little  brother,  bad  cess 
to  him,  for  a  starved  hound  as  he  is." 

But,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  ould  chap  soon 
had  the  puff  out  iv  him  ;  and  whin  the  wake  was  over, 
and  that  they  put  him  out  to  grass  —  laid  him  asleep, 
snug,  with  a  da'ny  quilt  over  him  —  throth  that  minit  the 
poor  little  woman  and  her  little  a^iprlgvTis  turned  out  body 
and  bones,  and  forced  to  seek  shelter  any  w;iy  they  could. 

Well,  little  Fairly  was  a  cute  chap,  and  so  he  made 
a  little  snug  place  out  of  the  back  iv  a  ditch,  and  wid 
moss  and  rishes  and  laves  and  brambles,  made  his  ould 
mother  snug  enough,  antil  he  got  a  little  mud  cabin 
built  for  her,  and  the  cow  gcv  them  milk,  and  the  cray- 
thurs  got  on  purty  well,  antil  the  big  dirty  vagabone  of 
a  brother  began  to  grudge  the  cow  the  bit  o'  grass,  and 
he  ups  and  says  he  to  little  Fairly  one  day,  "  What 'i 
the  raisun,"  says  he,  "  your  cow  docs  be  thrcspassin'  an 
my  fields  ?  "   says  he. 

"  Sure  and  was  n't  it  the  last  dyin'  words  o'  my  father 
to  you,"  says  little  Fairly,  "  that  you  would  let  me  have 
grass  for  my  cow  ?  " 

"  I  don't  remember  it,"  says  big  Fairly  —  the  dirty 
naygur,  who  was  put  up  to  it  all,  by  the  garran  more, 
his  mother. 

"Yiv  a  short  memory,"  says  little  Fairly. 

"  Yis,  but  1  've  a  long  stick,"  says  the  big  chap,  shakJn' 
it  at  him  at  the  same  time,  "  and  I  'd  rckimmind  you  to 
keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,"  says  he. 

"  You  're  mighty  ready  to  bate  your  little  brother,  but 
would  you  light  your  match  ? "  says  little  Fairly. 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ire/and' 

"  Match  or  no  match,"  says  big  Fairly,"  I  'I!  brake  your 
bones  if  you  give  me  more  o'  your  prate,"  says  he ;  "  and 
I  tell  you  again,  don't  let  your  cow  be  threspassin'  an  my 
land,  orl  warn  you  that  you'll  be  sorry,"  andotf  he  wint. 

Well,  little  Fairly  kept  never  mindin'  him,  and  brought 
his  cow  to  graze  every  day  on  big  Fairly's  land;  and  the 
big  fellow  used  to  come  ami  "ih  her  off  the  land,  but 
the  cow  was  as  little  and  cuti 
a  Kerry  cow,  and  there  's  a 
o'  Kerry.  Well,  as  I  was  -- 
off  as  quite  as  a  lamb ;  but 
used  to  turn  his  back,  ■whao  ^ 
the  ditch  as  clever  as  a  hun''' 
to  graze,  and  faix  good  U! 
she  got  bnn'c  and  hearty.,  ; 
though  she  ivas  goin'  back  of 


lasther  —  she  was 
;r  o'  cuteness  comes  out 
ig,  the  cow  used  to  go 
minit  the  big  bosthoon 
'  jewel,  she  used  to  leap 
and  back  wid  her  again 
;  made  of  her  time,  for 
id  pev  a  [lower  o'  milk, 
t  shortly  before,  but  there 
airly,  and  all  belongin'  to  him,  and 
all  [hat  he  put  his  hand  to  thruv  with  him.  Well,  now 
I  must  tell  you  what  big  Fairly  done  —  and  the  dirty 
turn  it  was  ;  but  the  dirt  was  in  him  ever  and  always, 
and  kind  mother  it  was  for  him.  Well,  what  did  he 
do  but  he  dug  big  pits  all  through  the  field  where  little 
Fairly's  cow  used  to  graze,  and  he  covers  them  up  with 
branches  o'  threes  and  sods,  makin'  it  look  fair  and  even, 
and  all  as  one  as  the  rest  o'  the  field,  and  with  that  he 
goes  to  little  Fairly,  and,  says  he,  "  I  tould  you  before," 
says  he,  "  not  to  be  scndin'  vour  little  blackguard  cow 
to  threspass  on  mv  fields,"  savs  he,  "and  mind  I  tell 
you  now,  that  it  won't  be  good  for  her  health  to  let  her 
go  there  again,  for  I  tell  vou  she'll  come  to  harm,  and 
it's  dead  she'll  be  before  long." 

"Well,  she  may  as  well  die  one  way  as  another,"  says 
little  Fairly,  "  for  sure  if  she  does  n't  get  grass  she  must 
die,  and  I  tell  you  again,  divil  an  off  your  land  i  'II  take 
my  cow." 

"  Can't   vou  let  your  dirtv  cow  graze  along  the  road 
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"  Why  then  do  you  think,"  says  little  Fairly,  answer- 
ing him  mighty  smart,  "do  you  think  I  have  so  little 
respect  Tor  my  father's  cow  as  to  turn  her  out  2  be^ar 
an  the  road  to  get  her  dinner  off  the  common  highway  ? 
Throth  I  '11  do  no  sitch  thing." 

"Well,  you'll  soon  sec  the  end  iv  it,"  says  big 
Fairly,  and  off  he  wint  in  great  delight,  thinkin'  how 
poor  little  Fairly's  cow  would  be  killed.  And  now 
was  n't  he  the  dirty  threacherous,  black-heaned  villian, 
to  take  advantage  of  a  poor  cow,  and  lay  a  ihrap  for  the 
dumb  baste.'  —  but  whin  the  dirty  dhrop  is  in  it  must 
come  out.  Well,  poor  Fairly  sent  his  cow  to  graze 
next  mornin',  but  the  poor  little  darlin'  craythur  fell 
into  one  o'  the  pits  and  was  kilt;  and  when  little  Fairly 
kem  for  her  in  the  evenin' there  she  was  cowld  and  stiff, 
and  all  he  had  to  do  now  was  to  sing  drimmin  dhu 
dhitlisb  over  her,  and  dhrag  her  home  as  well  as  he 
could,  wid  the  help  of  some  neighbours  that  pitied  the 
craythur,  and  cursed  the  big  bosthooii  that  done  such  a 
threacherous  turn. 

Well,  little  Fairly  was  the  fellow  to  put  the  best  face 
upon  every  thing;  and  so,  instead  of  givin'  in  to  fret, 
and  makin'  lamentations  that  would  do  him  no  good,  by 
dad,  he  began  to  think  how  he  could  make  the  best  of 
what  happened,  and  the  little  craythur  sharpened  a  knife 
immcdiantly,  and  began  to  shkin  the  cow,  "and  any 
how,"  savs  he,  "  the  cow  is  good  mate,  and  my  ould 
mother  and  me  'ill  have  beef  for  the  winther." 

"  Thrue  for  you,  little  Fairly,"  said  one  of  the  neigh- 
bours was  helpin'  him,  "and  besides,  the  hide  'ill  be 
good  to  make  soals  for  your  brogues  for  manv  a  long 
day." 

"  Oh,  1  "11  do  betther  wid  the  hide  nor  that,"  says 
little  Fairly. 

"  Why  what  better  can  you  do  nor  that  wid  it  ?  " 
says  the  neighbour, 

"  Oh,  I  know  myself,"  says  little  Fairly,  for  he  was 
203 


Legends  and  Stories  of  Ireland 


u  cute  as  s  fox,  as  I  said  before,  and  wouM  n't  tdl  hit 
saycrets  to  a  stone  wall,  let  alone  a  companion.  And 
what  do  you  think  he  done  wid  the  hide  ?  Guess  now 
—  throth  I  'd  let  you  guess  from  this  to  Christmas,  and 
you  'd  never  come  inside  it.  Fatx  it  was  the  com|^ea 
thing  ever  you  heerd.  What  would  you  think  hut  be 
tuk  the  hide  and  cut  six  little  holes  an  partic'lar  placet 
be  knew  av  himself,  and  thin  he  goes  and  he  gets  hit 
mother's  fortin',  the  six  sbillin's  I  tould  you  about,  and 
he  hides  the  six  sfaillin's  in  the  six  holes,  and  away  he 
wint  to  a  fair  was  convenient,  about  three  days  aftber, 
where  there  was  a  great  sight  o'  people,  and  a  power  o' 
■ellin*  and  buyin',  and  dbrinkin'  and  fightin*,  1^  course, 
and  why  nat  f 

Well,  Fairly  ups  and  he  goes  right  into  the  Tcry  bean 
o'  the  ^ir,  an'  he  spread  out  his  hide  to  the  greatest 
advantage,  and  he  began  to  cry  out  (and  by  the  same 
token,  though  he  was  little  he  had  a  mighty  sharp  voice 
and  could  be  h'ard  farther  nor  a  bi^er  man)  well  he 
began  to  cry  out,  "Who  wants  to  buy  a  hide? — the 
rale  hide  —  the  ould  original  goulden  bull's  hide  that 
kem  from  furrin  pans  —  who  wants  to  make  their 
fortin'  now  ? " 

"  What  do  you  ax  for  your  hide  ? "  says  a  man  to 
him. 

"  Oh,  I  only  want  a  thrifle  for  it,"  says  Fairly, "  seein' 
I'm  disthresscd  for  money,  at  this  present  writin',"  says 
be,  "  and  by  fair  or  foul  manes  I  must  rise  the  money," 
says  he,"  at  wanst,  for  if  I  could  wait,  it 's  not  the  thrifle 
I  'm  axin'  now  I  'd  take  for  the  hide." 

"  By  gor  you  talk,"  says  the  man,  "  as  if  the  bide 
was  worth  the  King's  ransom,  and  I  'm  thinkin'  you 
must  have  a  great  want  of  a  few  shillin's,"  says  he, 
"whin  the  hide  Is  all  you  have  to  the  fore,  to  dipind 
an." 

"  Oh,  that  'i  all  you   know   about    it,"  says    Fairly, 

"  shillin's  indeed ;   by  gor  it 's   handfuls  o'  money  the 
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hide  is  worth.  Who'll  buy  a  hide  —  the  rale  goolden 
bull's  hide ! ! !  " 

**  What  do  you  ax  for  your  hide  ? "  says  another  man. 

"Only  a  hundher  guineas,"  says  little  Fairly. 

**  A  hundher  what  ?  "  says  the  man. 

"  A  hundher  guineas,"  says  Fairly. 

"  Is  it  takin'  lave  of  your  siven  small  sinses  you  are  ?  " 
says  the  man. 

"  Why  thin  indeed  I  b'lieve  I  am  takin'  lave  o'  my 
sinses  sure  enough,"  says  Fairly,  **to  sell  my  hide  so 
chape." 

"  Chape,"  says  the  man,  "  arrah  thin  listen  to  the 
little  mad  vagabone,"  says  he  to  the  crowd,  that  was 
gother  about  by  this  time,  ^^  listen  to  him  askin'  a  hun- 
dher guineas  for  a  hide." 

"  Aye,"  says  Fairly^  "  and  the  well  laid  out  money  it 
'ill  be  to  whoever  has  the  luck  to  buy  it.  This  is  none 
o'  your  common  hides  —  it 's  the  goolden  bull's  hide  — 
the  Pope's  goolden  bull's  hide,  that  kem  from  furrin 
parts,  and  it 's  a  fortune  to  whoever  'ill  have  patience  to 
bate  his  money  out  iv  it." 

"  How  do  you  mane  ?  "  says  a  snug  ould  chap,  that 
was  always  poachin'  about  for  bargains  — **  I  never 
heard  of  batin'  money  out  of  a  hide,"  says  he. 

"  Well,  then,  I  '11  show  you,"  says  Fairly,  "  and  only 
I  'm  disthressed  for  a  hundher  guineas,  that  I  must  have 
before  Monday  next,"  says  he,  "  I  would  n't  part  wid 
this  hide ;  for  every  day  in  the  week  you  may  thrash  a 
Astful  o'  shillin's  out  iv  it,  if  you  take  pains,  as  you  may 
see."  And  wid  that,  my  jew'l,  he  ups  wid  a  cudgel,  he 
had  in  his  hand,  and  he  began  leatherin'  away  at  the  hide ; 
and  he  hits  it  in  the  place  he  knew  himself^  and  out  jump'd 
one  o'  the  shillin's  he  hid  there.  "  Hurroo  !  "  says  little 
Fairly,  "  darlint  you  wor,  you  never  desaived  me  yet! ! " 
and  away  he  thrashed  agin,  and  out  jumped  another 
shillin'.  **  That's  your  sort!"  says  Fairly,  "the  devil 
a  sitch  wages  any  o'  yiz  ever  got  for  thrashin'  as  this  " 
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—  and   then    another   whack,   and   away   wid    another 

shillin'. 

"Stop,  stop!"  says  the  ould  cravin'  chap,  "I  *U  give 
you  the  money  for  the  hide,"  says  he,  "  if  you  'II  let  me 
see  can  I  bate  money  out  iv  it."  And  wid  that  he  be^an 
to  thrash  the  hide,  and,  by  cnii"e,  another  shilhn' jumped 
out. 

"  Oh  !   it  's   yourself  ic    rale    twist    in     your 

elbow  for  it,"  says  Fairij-  --  jid  I  sec  by  that  same, 
that  you're  above  the   cc  n,  and  dcsarvin'  of  my 

favour." 

Well,  my  dear,  at  the  t"  '  daarviri'  t'  my  favour" 

the  people  that  was  gothi  id,  (for  by  this  time  all 

the  fair  a'most  was  there\  in^^.i  to  look  into  the  rights 
o'  the  thing,  and,  oiiu  ajiJ  all,  thev  agreed  tlut  httle 
Fairly  was  one  o'  the  ^'- good  people ;  "  for  if  he  was  ti't  a 
fair\',  how  could  he  do  the  like  ?  and,  besides,  he  was 
sitch  a  dawnshee  craylhur  they  thought  what  else  could 
he  be  ?  and  says  thcv  to  themselves,  "  That  ould  divil, 
Mulligan,  it's'the  likes  iv  him  id  have  the  luck  iv  it; 
and  let  alone  all  his  gains  in  this  world,  and  his  scrapin' 
and  screwin',  and  it  's  the  fairies  themselves  must  come 
to  help  him,  as  if  he  was  n't  rich  enough  before."  Well, 
the  ould  chap  paid  down  a  hundher  guineas  in  hard  goold 
to  little  Fairly,  and  off  he  wint  wid  his  bargain. 

"  The  divil  do  you  good  wid  it,"  says  one,  grudgin' 
it  to  him. 

"  What  business  has  he  wid  a  hide?  "  says  another, 
jealous  of  the  ould  fellow's  luck, 

"  Why  nat  ?  "  says  another,  "  sure  he  'd  shkin  a  flint 
any  day,  and  why  would  n't  he  shkin  a  cow  ?  " 

Well,  the  owld  codger  wint  home  as  plased  as  Punch 
wid  his  bargain  ;  and  indeed  little  Fairly  had  no  raison 
not  to  be  satisfied,  for,  in  throth,  he  got  a  good  price 
for  the  hide,  considherin'  the  markets  was  n't  so  high 
thin  as  they  are  now,  bv  rayson  of  the  staymers,  that 
makes  giniUmhi  av  the  pigs,  sendin'  them  an  their  thraveU 
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to  fiirrin  parts,  so  that  a  nsher  o'  bacon  in  poor  Ireland 
is  gettin'  scarce  even  on  a  Aisther  Sunday.' 

You  may  be  sure  the  poor  owM  mother  of  little  Fairly 
was  proud  enough  whin  she  seen  him  tumble  out  the 
hard  goold  an  the  table  fominst  her,  and  *'my  darljnt 
you  wor,"  says  she,  **  an'  how  did  you  come  by  that 
sight  o*  goold  \ " 

"  I  'H  tell  you  another  time,"  says  little  Fairly,  "  but 
you  must  set  off  to  my  brother's  now,  and  ax  him  to 
lind  me  the  loan  av  his  scales." 

"■  Why,  what  do  you  want  wid  a  scales,  honey  ? "  says 
the  owld  mother, 

"  Oh !  I  '11  tell  you  that  another  time  too,"  says  little 
Fairly,  "  but  be  aff  now,  and  don't  let  the  grass  grow 
undher  your  feet." 

Well,  off  wint  the  owld  woman,  and  maybe  you  'd 
want  to  know  yourself  what  it  was  Fairly  wanted  wid 
the  scales.  Why,  thin,  he  only  wanted  thim  just  for  to 
make  big  Fairly  curious  about  the  matthcr,  that  he  might 
play  him  a  thricic,  as  you  'II  sec  by-an-by. 

Well,  the  little  owld  woman  was  n't  long  in  bringjn* 
back  the  scales,  and  whin  she  gave  them  to  little  Fairly, 
**  There,  now,"  says  he,  '^  sit  down  beside  the  fire,  and 
there 's  a  new  pipe  for  you,  and  a  quarther  o'  tobaccy, 
that  I  brought  home  for  you  from  the  fair,  and  do  you 
make  yourself  comfortable,"  says  he,  "till  I  comeback;" 
and  out  he  wint,  and  sat  down  behind  a  ditch,  to  watch 
if  big  Fairly  was  comin'  to  the  house,  for  he  thought 
the  curosity  o'  the  big  gommoch  and  the  garran  more 
would  make  them  come  down  to  spy  about  the  place, 
and  see  what  he  wanted  wid  the  scales ;  and,  sure  enough, 
he  was  n't  there  long  when  he  seen  them  both  crassin' 
a  style  hard  by,  and  in  he  jumped  into  the  gripe  o'  the 

'  On  Easier  Sunday,  in  Ireland,  nhoever  a  not  proscribed,  by  (he 
'  ndu licence,  has  a  morsel  of  meai, 
[  fawing  in  Lent,  enjoined  by  the 
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diich,  and  run  along  under  the  shelter  o'  the  back  av 
it,  and  whipped  into  the  house,  and  spread  all  his  gcxtld 
out  an  (he  table,  and  began  to  weigh  it  in  the  scales. 


the 

dhrawn,  and  in  marched 
more,  his  mother,  without  " 
you,"  for  they  had  no  brec 
the  minit  they  clapped  tl 
think  the  sight  id  lave  th 
their  eyes,  lei  alone,  but 
was  no  use  to  thim,  for  t.. 
could  spake  for  bevanc  a 
time,  little  Fairly  kept  .. 
an  a  weighin'  the  goold,  a^  ^ 


hin  the  cord  o  the  latch  was 
Fairly,  and    the   garran 


*hin   the  bif: 
says 


our  lave,"  or  "  God  * 

t  all,'     Well,  my  jewel, 

es  an  the  goold,  you  'd 

Si   and  indeed  not  only 

tongues    in   their    beads 

a  word  cither  o'   them 

So,  all  that 

r  them,  but    wint 

nailor,  and  at  la&t, 

brute  kem  to  his  speech,  "Why,  thin," 

that   I   ! 


only    div 


ivhat    ■ 


ight 


"I'l 


ttle  to  rob  any  c 


t   a  tine  bi 
"Thin  how  did  voi 
ivagc.  — "I   towld 


fciloi 


I   doin  r       says   he. 
ielf  1    am,"    says    little 
i"    goold    \    got    for    mv 

e  big  chap,  "  1  suppose 
m    the   road,    you    little 

le,"  says  little  Fairh". 
Hie  you,  to  <io  that 
by  the  goold 


savs 


the  big  savage. — "I  towld  you  before,  by  sellin"  my 
goods,"  says  the  little  fellow.  —  "  Whv,  what  goods  have 
y^u,  you  poor  uiisignilicd  Utile  brat  i"  "  savs  big  Fairlv, 
"  you  never  had  any  thing  but  vour  poor  beggarly  cow, 
and  she's  dead." 

"  Throth,  then,  she  is  dead  ;  and  more  by  token,  't  was 
yourself  done  for  her,  complate,  any  how  ;   and  I  'i 


hou 

Iden  to 

yo 

u  for  that  s 

ame. 

the  1. 

ongest 

day 

I  ha 

ve  to 

live 

,  for  ii 

as  the  maki 

n'  o' 

me. 

You 

woi 

r  evet 

■  and 

alw 

ays  the 

gm. 

'/  brother  to  i 

'<ii  i  i 

ind  n 

ever  re- 

lore 

than 

whin 

you 

killed 

my 

cow,  for  it ' 

sthe 

maki 

le. 

The 

divil 

1  Good  m,->, 

nncrs. 
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a  rap  you  KC  here  I  'd  have  had  if  my  cow  was  alive,  for 
I  wint  to  the  Tair  to  sell  her  hide,  brakin'  my  heart  to 
think  that  it  was  only  a  poor  hide  I  had  to  sell,  and 
wishin'  it  was  a  cow  was  to  the  fore  \  but,  my  dear, 
whin  I  got  there,  there  was  no  ind  to  the  demand  for 
hides,  and  the  divil  a  one,  good,  bad,  or  indiSerent,  was 
there  but  my  own,  and  there  was  any  money  for  hides, 
and  so  1  got  a  hundher  guineas  for  it,  and  there  they  are." 

'■'■  Why  thin  do  you  tell  me  so  ?  "  says  the  big  chap. 

"  Divil  a  lie  in  it,"  says  little  Fairly  — "  I  got  a  hun- 
dher guineas  for  the  hide.  Oh,  I  wish  I  had  another  cow 
for  you  to  kill  for  me,  —  throth  would  I !  " 

"  Come  home,  mother,"  says  big  Fairly,  without  sayin' 
another  word,  and  away  he  wint  home,  and  what  do 
you  think  he  done  but  he  killed  every  individyal  cow  he 
had,  and  "  By  gor,"  says  he,  "  it 's  the  rich  man  I  '11  be 
when  I  get  a  hundher  guineas  apiece  for  all  their  hides," 
and  accordingly  off  he  wint  to  the  next  fair,  hard  by,  and 
he  brought  a  car  load  o'  hides,  and  began  to  call  out  in 
the  fair, '^  Who  wants  the  hides?  —  here's  the  chape  hides 

—  only  a  hundher  guineas  apiece  \ " 

"  Oh  do  you  hear  that  vagabone  that  has  the  assurance 
tocomcchatin' the  country  again?"  says  some  people  that 
was  convaynient,  and  that  heerd  o'  the  doin's  at  the  other 
fair,  and  how  the  man  was  chated  by  a  sUevtin  vagabone 

—  "  and  think  of  him,  to  have  the  impudence  to  come 
herty  so  nigh  the  place  to  take  in  uz  now  I  But  wc  'II  be 
even  wid  him,"  says  they  ;  and  so  they  went  up  to  him, 
and  says  they  to  the  thievin'  rogue, "  Honest  man,"  says 
they,  "  what 's  that  you  have  to  sell  ?  " 

"Hides,"  says  he. 

"What  do  you  ax  for  them?  "  says  they. 

"A  hundher  and  ten  guineas  apiece,"  says  he  —  for 
he  was  a  greedy  crathur,  and  thought  he  never  could  have 
enough. 

"  Why  you  riz  the  price  on  them  since  the  last  time," 
says  they, 
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"  Oh  these  are  better,"  says  big  Fairlv  ;  "  but  J  don't 

mind  if  I  sel!  them  for  a  huiidher  apiece,  if  you  give  me 

the  money  down,"  says  he. 

"  Ym  thall  be  ped  an  tbt  spot,"  says  they  —  and  with 

that  they  fctl  an  him,  and   thrash'd   him  hke  a  iba/e,  till 

they  did  n't  lave  a  spark  o'  sinse  in    him,  and  then    they 

left  him   Savin',   ^'^ Art  you  • 

y,  my  Ajy/  —  faix  you'll 

be  a  wamin'  to  all  rogues 

futhur,  how  they  come 

to  fairs,  chacin'  honest  min 

their  money,  wid  cock- 

and-bull  stories  about  their 

—  but  in  throth  I  think 

your  own  hide  is  n't  much             i 

:ter  of  the  tannin'  it  got 

to-day  —  faix  an'  it  was  the 

mk  bark  was  put  to  it. 

and  that 's  the  finest  tan  st 

the  world,  and  1  think 

it  'ill   sarvc  vou   for  the   re: 

your  life."  — And  with 

that  thev  left  him  for  dead. 
But    vou    mav   remark, 
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■  to  bis  sthrcnth  at  all,  he  dctarmini  to  be 
revenged  on  little  Fairly  for  what  he  had  done,  and  so 
off  he  set  to  catch  him  while  he'd  be  at  brekquest,  and 
he  bowltcd  into  the  cabin  wid  a  niurtherin'  shillelv  in 
his  fist  — and  "Oh,"  says  he,  "you  little  mischievous 
miscravant,"  savs  he,  "what  made  vou  ruinale  me  by 
makin'  me  kill  mv  cows  ?  "  savs  he.  ' 
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a  stool,  and  kept  tiggin'  about  from  one  place  to  th'  other, 
that  the  big  botch  could  n't  get  a  right  offer  at  him  at  all 
at  all,  and  at  last  the  little  owld  mother  got  up  to  put  a 
Stop  to  the  ruction,  but  if  she  did,  my  jew'l,  it  was  the 
unlooky  minit  for  her,  for  by  dad  she  kem  in  for  a  chance 
tap  o'  the  cudgel  that  b^  Fairly  was  weltin*  away  with, 
and  you  know  there  *s  an  owld  sayin',  "  a  chance  shot 
may  kill  the  divil,"  and  why  not  an  owld  woman  ? 

Well,  that  put  an  end  to  the  ikrimmage,  for  the 
phillilew  that  little  Fairly  set  up  whin  be  seen  his  ould 
mother  kilt,  would  ha'  waked  the  dead,  and  the  big  chap 
got  frekencd  himself,  and  says  little  Fairly,  "  By  gor, 
if  there  's  law  to  be  had,"  says  he,  "  and  I  think  /  havt  a 
chance  o'  justice,  nnti  that  I  have  mmuy  to  spare,  and, 
if  there  's  law  in  the  land,  I  'II  have  you  in  the  body  o* 
the  jail  afore  to-morrow,"  says  he;  and  wid  that  the 
big  chap  got  cowed,  and  wint  ufF  like  a  dog  without  his 
tail,  and  so  poor  little  Fairly  escaped  bein'  murthered 
that  offer,  and  was  left  to  cry  over  his  mother,  an'  indeed 
the  craythur  was  sorry  enough,  and  he  brought  in  the 
neighbours  and  gcv  the  ould  woman  a  dacent  wake,  and 
there  was  few  pleasanther  cvcnin's  that  night  in  the 
county  than  the  same  wake,  fur  Fairly  was  mighty  fond 
of  his  mother,  and  faix  he  done  the  thing  ginteely  by 
her,  and  good  raisoh  he  had,  for  she  was  the  good  mother 
to  him  while  she  was  alive,  and  by  dad,  bv  his  own  cutc- 
ness,  he  conthrived  she  should  he  the  useful  mother  to 
him  afther  she  was  dead  too.  For  what  do  you  think 
he  done  ?  Oh  !  by  the  Piper  o'  Blessintown  vou  'd  never 
guess,  if  you  wor  gucssin"  from  this  to  Saint  Tib's  eve, 
and  that  falls  neither  before  nor  afther  Christmas  wc  all 
know.  Well,  there  's  no  use  guessin',  so  I  must  tell 
you.  You  sec  the  ould  mother  was  a  nurse  to  the  Squire 
that  lived  hard  bv,  and  so,  bv  coorse,  she  had  a  footin' 
in  the  house  any  day  in  the  week  she  pleased,  and  used 
often  to  go  over  to  see  the  Squire's  childhre,  for  she  was 
as  fond  o'  them  a'most  as  if  she  nursed  ihim  too;  and 
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so  what  docs  Fairlv  do  but  he  carried  over  the  ould 
mother,  stiff  as  she  was,  and  dhressed  in  her  best,  and  he 
stole  in,  unhiewiity  into  the  Squire's  garden,  and  he 
propped  up  the  dead  ould  woman  stan'iii'  hard  by  a  well 
was  in  the  gardin,  wid  her  face  forninsi  the  gate,  and 
her  back  to  the  well,  and  wid  that  he  wint  into  the 
house,  and  made  out  the  '  ' "  -^  and  savs  he,  "  God  save 
you,  Masther  Tommy,"  e,  "  God  save  you,  Mas- 

ther  Jimmy,  Miss  Mattj  Miss  Molshee,"  says  he, 

"an'  I'm  glad  to  sec  y^  II,  and  sure   there's   the 

ould  Mammy  nurse  coir  «  yiz,  childhrc,"  says  he, 

"  and  she  'g  down  by  the  n  the  garden,  and  she  has 

gingerbread  for  yiz,"  saj  and  whoever  o'  yti  runs 

to  her  fiist  'ill  get  the  m.  retbread ;  and  [  'd  rekim- 

mind  viz  to  lose  no  time  mit  run  a  race  and  sthrive 
who  '11  wiii  the  ginccrbread."  Well,  mv  dear,  to  be 
sure  off"  SCI  thf  young  imps  runnin"  and  scrccchin", 
"  Here  I  am,  mammv  mirse,  here  1  am,"  and  the\  wor 
brakin'  their  necks  a'most,  lo  sec  who  'd  be  there  first, 
and  wid  that,  thcv  run  wid  sitch  v.yh-iKe,  that  the  first  o' 
ihim  run  whack  up  agin  the  poor  ould  woman's  corpse, 
and  threwn  it  o\cr  plump  into  the  middle  o'  the  well. 
To  be  sure  the  childhrc  was  frekened,  as  well  thcv  might, 
and  back  asjin  ihev  ran,  as  fast  as  thev  kem,  roarin' 
niurthcr,  and  thev  x\i.  the  house  in  no  time,  and  little 
fairlv  was  among  the  first  to  go  see  what  was  the 
matther,  (by  the  way)  and  he  set  up  a  hutlagane  mv 
jewel  that  ud  split  the  heart  of  a  stone;  and  out  kem  the 
Squire  and  his  wife,  and  "Wh:it's  the  matther  ?"  savs 
they-  "  Is  it  what  's  the  matther  \  "  savs  Fairly,  "  don't 
viz  see  m\  lovclv  ould  mother  is  dhrowned  bv  these 
devil's  imps  o'  chijdhre  .=  "  says  he.  "  Oh  Masther  Jimmy, 
is  that  the  wav  vou  thratcd  the  poor  ould  mammy  nurse, 
to  go  dhrownd  her  like  a  rit  afiher  that  manner  ? " 
"Oh,  the  childhrc  didn't  intind  it,"  said  the  Squire. 
"  I  'm  sorry  for  your  mother,  Fairlv,  but  —  " 

"  But  what  f  "   says  little  Fairly,  "sorry  —  in    ihroth 
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and  I  'U  make  you  sony,  for  I  'II  rise  the  counthiy,  or 
I  'II  get  justice  for  sitch  an  unnath'ral  munher;  and  who- 
ever done  it  must  go  to  jail,  if  it  was  even  Miss  Molshee 
herself." 

Well  the  Squire  did  not  like  the  matther  to  go  to 
that,  and  so  says  he,  "  Oh,  I  'II  make  it  worth  your 
while  to  say  nothing  about  it,  Fairly,  and  here  's  twenty 
goolden  guineas  for  you,"  says  he. 

"  Why  thin  do  you  think  me  such  a  poor-blooded 
craythur,  as  to  sell  my  darlin'  ould  mother's  life  for 
twenty  guineas  \  No  in  throth,  tho'  if  you  wor  to  make 
it  fifty  I  might  be  talkin'  to  you." 

Well,  the  Squire  thought  it  was  a  dear  mornin')  work, 
and  that  he  had  very  little  for  his  money  in  a  dead  ould 
woman,  but  sooner  than  have  the  childhre  get  into  throuble 
and  have  the  matther  made  a  hlawin'  ham  of,  he  gev  him 
the  fifty  guineas,  and  the  ould  mother  was  dhried  and 
waked  over  agin,  so  that  she  had  greather  respect  pcd 
to  her  than  a  Lord  or  a  Lady.  So  you  see  what  clever- 
ness and  ijanius  for  cuteness  does. 

Well,  away  he  wint  home  afther  the  ould  woman  was 
buried,  wid  his  fifty  guineas  snug  In  his  pocket,  and  so 
he  wint  to  big  Fairly's  to  ax  for  the  loan  of  the  scales 
once  more,  and  the  brother  ax'd  him  for  what.  "Oh, 
it 's  only  a  small  thrifle  more  o'  goold  I  have,"  says  the 
little  chap,  "that  I  want  to  weigh." 

"Is  it  more  goold?"  says  big  Fairly,  "why  it's  a 
fully  to  talk,  but  you  must  be  either  a  robber  or  a  coiner 
to  come  by  money  so  fast." 

"  Oh,  this  is  only  a  thrifle  I  kcm  by  the  death  o'  my 
mother,"  says  little  Fairly. 

"Why  bad  luck  to  the  rap  ihe  had  to  lave  you,  any 
way,"  says  the  big  chap. 

"  I  did  n't  say  she  left  me  a  fortin',"  says  little  Fairly. 

"You  said  you  kcm  by  the  money  by  your  mother's 
death,"  says  the  big  brother. 

"  Well,  an*  that 's  thruc,"  says  the  little  fellow,  "  an' 
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I  '11  tell  you  how  it  was.  You  sec,  afther  you  killed  her, 
1  thought  I  might  as  well  make  the  most  I  could  of 
her,  and  says  I  to  myself,  faix  and  I  had  great  good  luck 


wid  the  cow  he  killed  for 
more  for  my  mother  nor  a  cc 
the  town,  and  I  offered  her 
he  was  greatly  taken  w 
let  mt  lave  the  house  i 
faix  he  gev  me  fifty  guin. 
"Is  it  fifty  guineas  fo 
"  It 's  thrmh  I  'm  tell 
into  the  bargain,  and  the 
no  sitch  thing  to  be  hs 
ould  woman  —  there's 
that  a  dead  ould 


and  why  \ 
'  ?  ^d  so 


Id  n't  I  get 
ly  I  wint  to 
docthor  there,  and 
and  by  dad  he  would  n't 
t  sellin'  her  to  him,  and 
■  her." 
pse? " 

,  iuid  was  much  obleeged 
1  is,  you  see,  that  there 's 
ove  or  money,  as  a  dead 
lln'  them  at  all  at  all,  so 
is  quite  a  curosity." 
"Well,  there's  the  scales  for  you,"  says  big  Fairlv, 
and  away  chc  little  chap  wint  to  weigh  his  goold  (as  he 
let  on)  as  he  did  before.  But  what  would  you  think, 
my  dear  —  throth  you'll  hardly  b'licve  me  whin  I  tell 
you.  Little  FairK-  had  n't  well  turned  his  back,  whin 
the  big  savage  wint  into  the  house  where  his  ould  mother 
was  and  tuck  up  a  rapin'  hook,  and  kilt  her  an  the  spot 
—  divil  a  lie  in  it.  Oh,  no  wondher  you  look  cruked 
at  the  thoughts  of  it;  but  it's  moriallv  thrue,  —  falx  he 
cut  the  life  out  iv  her,  and  he  detarmined  to  turn  in  his 
harvist,  for  that  same,  as  soon  as  he  could,  and  so  awav 
he  wint  to  the  docthor  in  the  town  hard  bv,  where  little 
Fairlv  towld  him  he  sowld  his  mother,  and  he  knocked 
at  the  door  and  walked  into  the  hall  with  a  sack  on  his 
shouldher,  and  scttin'  down  the  sack,  he  said  he  wanted 
to  spake  to  the  docthor.  Well,  when  the  docthor  kem, 
and  heerd  the  vagabone  talkin'  of  fifty  guineas  for  an 
owld  woman,  he  began  to  laugh  at  him;  but  whin  he 
opened  the  sack,  and  seen  how  the  poor  owld  cravthar 
was  murthercd,  he  set  up  a  shout.  "  Oh,  vou  vagabone," 
says  he,  "  you  sack-im-up  villian  !  "  savs  he,  "vou've 
Burked  the  woman,"   says  he,  "and   now  you  come  to 
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rape  the  fruits  o'  your  murdher"  Well,  the  minit  big 
Fairly  hecrd  the  word  murdher^  and  rapitt"  the  reward, 
he  thought  the  docthor  was  up  to  the  way  of  it,  and 
he  got  frekened,  and  with  that  the  docthor  opened  the 
hall-door  and  called  the  watch,  but  Fairly  bnik  loose 
from  him,  and  ran  away  home  ;  and  when  once  be  was 
gone,  the  iscthor  ihiugbt  there  wauld  be  m  use  in  rising 
a  ruction  about  it,  and  so  he  shut  the  door,  and  never 
minded  the  police.  Big  Fairly,  to  be  sure,  was  so  frekened, 
he  never  cried  stop,  antil  he  got  clean  outside  the  town, 
and  with  that,  the  first  place  he  wint  to  was  little 
Fairly's  house,  and,  bur^tin'  in  the  door,  he  said,  in  a 
tarin'  passion,  *'  What  work  is  this  you  have  been  at 
now,  you  onlooky  miscrayint?"  says  he. 

"  I  have  n't  been  at  any  work,"  says  little  Fairly. 
"  See,  yourself,"  says  he,  "  my  sleeves  it  new"  says  he, 
howldin'  out  the  cuffis  av  his  coat  to  him  at  the  same 
time,  to  show  him. 

"  Don't  think  to  put  me  a(F  that-a-way  with  your  little 
kimmeens,  and  your  divartin'  capers,"  says  the  big  chap, 
**  for  I  tell  you  I  'm  in  airnest,  and  it 's  no  jokin'  matther 
it  'ill  be  to  you,  for,  by  this  an'  that,  I  'II  have  the  life 
o'  you,  you  little  spidhegue  of  an  abortion,  as  you  are, 
you  made  me  kill  my  cows.  Don't  say  a  word,  for  you 
know  it 's  thrue," 

"  I  never  made  you  kill  your  cows,"  says  little  Fairly, 
no  ways  dantcd  by  the  fierce  looks  o'  the  big  bosthoon. 

"Whisht!  you  vagabonc  !  "  says  the  big  chap.  "You 
did  n't  bid  mc  do  it,  out  o'  the  face,  in  plain  words,  but 
you  made  me  sinsiblc." 

"  Faix,  an'  that  teas  doin'  a  tuondher"  says  little  Fairly, 
who  could  n't  help  havin'  the  laugh  at  him,  though  he 
was  sore  afeard. 

"  Had  luck  to  you,  you  little  sncerin'  vagabonc,"  says 

the  big  chap  again,  "  I  know  what  you  mane,  you  long 

headed  schkamer,  that  you  are ;  but  by  my  sowl,  your 

capers  'ill  soon  be  cut  short,  as  you  'II  see  to  your  cost. 
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But,  before  I  kill  you,  I  "11  show  you,  to  your  face,  the 
villian  that  you  are,  and  it  is  no  use  your  cndayvourin* 
to  connle  your  bad  manners  to  me,  for  if  you  had  a  veil   , 
as  thick  as  the  shield  of  A — jax,  which  was  made  o'  siv'n 


bull  hides,  it  would  not  s 


you  're  puttin'  an  us  m 
faith  it's  the  only  thing  ' 
him." 

"Yis,  I  lamed  how  fi 
chap  less  than  myself,  uj 
how  good  a  scholar  I  am 
it,  for  I   towld  you  just 


r  that. 


:  for  to  cover  the   half  a' 

:hoolmasther's  speech 
's  little  Fairly,  "  and 
lamed,  I   b'lieve,  from 

ig  it  is  to  whop  a  little 
II  see,  with  a  blessin', 
ante  ;  and  you  dcsarve 
;fore  you  inthemipted 

mv  cows,  fand  thnt  was 
whin  vol.  could  do   no 

other,  and  divil  a  good  it 
ic  into  the  watch-house  ; 
I  won't  play  me  any  more 
5,  in  the  deepest  bogholc, 
u  thiouhle  me  afthcr  that. 


the   sore    loss),  and 

more,  you  made  me   kill  my  n 

done  nic,  but   nigh  hand  got  n 

and  so  now  1  'm  detarmint  vol 

thricks,  for  I  '11   hide  vou,  snuj 

in  the  Bog  of  Allen,  and  if  yo 

faix  I  think  it  'ill  be  the  wondher  ;  "  and,  with  that    he 

made  a  grab  at  the  little  chap,  and  while  vou  'd  be  savin' 

"thrap  stick,"    he  colch    him,  and    put    him,  body    and 

bones,  into  a  sack,  and  he  threwn  the  sack  over  the  back 

of  a  horse  was  at  the   door,  and  away  he  wint  in  a  tarin' 

rage,  straight  for  the  Bog  of  Allen.      Well,  to  be  sure, 

he  could  n't  help  stoppin'  at  a   public-house,  bv  the  road 


side, /or  hi  wai  dhr\. 

,  iL-iih   the  ragt ;   an'  he  tuk  the  sack 

where    little  Fairly'  ^ 

,vas  tied  up,  and   he    lifted    it  afF  0' 

the    horse,  an'  put  ii 

t  standin'  up  beside   the   door  goin' 

into  the  public-houst 

;  ;  an'  he  was  n't  well  gone  in,  whin 

a    farmer  was  comir 

1'  bv  too,  and   he  was  as   dhrv   wid 

the  dust,  as  ever  big 

Fairly  was  with  the  rage,  (an'  indeed 

it 's   wondherful    ho' 

:w  aisv  it    is  to  make  a   man   dhn-)  ; 

•  A  lady  assured  m 

e  of  (his  as  (he  genuine  speech  of  a  hedge 
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and  so,  as  he  was  goin'  in,  he  sthruck  agin  the  sack  that 
little  Fairly  was  in,  and  little  Fairly  gev  a  groan  that 
you'd  think  kem  from  the  grave;  and  says  he  (from 
inside  o'  the  sack),  "  God  forgive  you,"  says  he. 

"  Who  's  there  ?  "  says  the  farmer,  startin',  and  no 
wondher. 

"  It 's  me,"  says  little  Fairly,  **  and  may  the  Lord 
forgive  you,"  says  he,  ^^  for  you  have  disturbed  me,  and 
I  half-way  to  heaven ^^ 

"  Why,  who  are  you  at  all  ? "  says  the  farmer. 
"  Are  you  a  man  ? "  says  he. 

^^  I  am  a  man,  now,"  says  little  Fairly,  ^^  though,  if 
you  did  n't  disturb  me,  I  'd  have  been  an  angel  of  glory 
in  less  than  no  time,"  says  he. 

^^  How  do  you  make  that  out,  honest  man  ? "  says  the 
farmer. 

"  I  can't  explain  it  to  you,"  says  little  Fairly,  ^for 
it '/  a  mysthery ;  but  what  I  tell  you  is  thruth,"  says  he, 
^^and  I  tell  you  that,  whoever  is  in  this  sack  at  this 
present,"  says  he,  ^^is  as  good  as  half-way  to  heav'n, 
and  indeed  I  thought  I  was  there,  a'most,  only  you 
sthruck  agin   me,  an'  disturbed  me." 

"  An'  do  you  mane  for  to  say,"  says  the  farmer, 
^^  that  whoiver  is  in  that  sack  will  go  to  heaven  ?  " 

"  Faix,  they  are  on  their  road  there,  at  all  events," 
says  little  Fairly,  ^*'  and  if  they  lose  their  way,  it 's  their 
own  fault." 

"  Oh  thin,"  says  the  farmer,  "  maybe  you  'd  let  me 
get   into  the  sack  along  wid  you,  for  to  go  to  heaven 


too." 


"  Oh,  the  horse  that 's  to  bring  us  ibes  rCt  carry 
double ^^  says    little  Fairly. 

"  Well,  will  you  let  me  get  into  the  sack  instead  iv 
you  ?  "   says  the  farmer. 

"  Why,  thin,  do  you  think  I  'd  let  any  one  take  sitch 
a  dirty  advantage  o'  me  as  to  go  to  heaven  afore  me  ?  " 
says  little  Fairly. 
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"Oh,  I'll  make  il  worth  your  while,"  says  the 
farmer. 

"  Why,  thin,  will  you  ontie  ihe  sack,"  says  little 
Fairly,  "and  jist  let  me  see  who  it  is  that  has  the 
impidince  to  ax  me  to  do  the  like."  And  with  that, 
the  farmer  ontied  the  sack,  and   little  Fairly  popped  out 


his  head,     "  Why,  thin. 
a  hangin'-bone  lookin' 
to  heaven  afore  me  ? " 

"  Oh,"  says  the  farmi 
in  my  time,  and  I  have 
tell  you  the  thruth,  I  *d 
sack,  ir  it 's  thrue  what 

"  Why,"   says  little 
by    saciirhlh   and  aihei   tha 


ve  been  a  wicked  sinner 
h  longer  to  live;  and,  to 
to  get  to  heaven  tn  that 
me." 

'^  don't  you  know  k 
c  faithful   see  the  light 


"ThrL 


for 


er,  Ic-t    I 
while." 


I  her 


says   the    far 
and    I'll   m; 


ke   i 


k,"  says  he,  "  that 
has  a  right  to  go 


y 


"Oh 

worth 


"  How  do  \  oil  miikc  that  out :  "  savs  little  Fairly. 

"  Whv,  1  11  givt  vou  tivc  hundher  guineas,"  savs  the 
farmer,  "  and  I  think  that 's  a  power  o'  money." 

"  But  what  's  a  power  o'  money  compared  to 
heaven?"  says  little  Fairly;  "and  do  you  think  I'd 
sell    my   sowl   for  iivc  hiindher  guineas  ?  " 

"  \Vcll,  there  "s  five  huiulhcr  more  in  an  owld  stockin', 
in  the  oak  box,  in  the  cabin  by  the  crass-roads,  at 
Dhrumsnookie,  for  I  am  owld  Tiiiis  o'  Dhrumsnookie, 
and  you  '11  inherit  all  I  have,  if  you  consim." 

"  But  what  's  a  thousand  guineas  compared  to 
heaven  ?  "    says  little  Fairlv. 

"  Well,  do  you  sec  all  them  heads  o'  cattle  there  ?  " 
says  the  farmer.  "  I  have  just  dhruv  them  here  from 
Ballinasloe,"  says  he,  "and  every  head  o'  cattle  you  see 
here,  shall  he  yours  also,  if  you  let  me  Into  that  sack, 
that  I  may  go  to  heaven  instead  o'  vou." 

"Oh  think  o'  my  poor  little  soul,"  says  Fairly. 


Little  Fairly 

"  Tut,  man,"  says  the  farnft^^"  I  *ve  twice  aa  big  a 
gowl  as  you  i  and  besides,  I  'm  owld,  and  you  're  young, 
and  I  have  no  time  to  spare,  and  you  may  get  absolution 
aisy,  and  make  your  pace  in  good  time." 

*'  Well,"  says  little  Fairly,  "  I  feel  for  you,"  says  he, 
**  an'  I  'm  half  inclined  to  let  you  overpcrsuade  me  to 
have  your  will  o'  me." 

"  That 's  a  jewel,"  says  the  farmer. 

"  But  make  haste,"  says  little  Fairly,  "  for  I  don't 
know  how  soon  you   might  get  a  refusal." 

"  Let  me  in  at  wanst,"  says  the  farmer.  So,  my  dear. 
Fairly  got  out,  and  the  farmer  got  in,  and  the  little  chap 
tied  him  up  i  and  says  he  to  the  farmer,  "  There  will  be 
great  naratieni  made  agin  you,  all  the  way  you  're  goin' 
along  \  and  you  '11  hear  o'  your  sins  over  and  over  agin, 
and  you  'II  hear  o'  things  you  never  done  at  all,"  says 
little  Fairly,  "  but  never  say  a  word,  or  you  won't  go 
where  I  was  goin'.  Oh  \  why  did  1  let  you  per- 
suade me  ? " 

"  Lord  reward  you  !  "  says  the  poor  farmer. 

"  And  your  conscience  will  be  sthreckin'  you  all  the 
time,"  says  little  Fairly  ;  '*■  and  you  '11  think  a'most  it 's 
a  Slick  it  sthrekin'  you,  but  you  must  n't  let  an,  nor  say 
a  word,  but  pray  imvardfy  in  the  sack." 

"  1  'II  not  forget,"  says  the  farmer. 

"  Oh  !  you  '11  be  reminded  of  it,"  says  Fairly,  "  for 
you  've  a  bad  conscience  I  know  ;  and  the  seven  deadly 
sins  will  be  goin'  your  road,  and  kcepin'  you  company, 
and  every  now  and  then  they  '11  be  puttin'  their  comether 
an  you,  and  callin'  you  '  brother,'  but  don't  let  on  to 
know  them  at  all,  for  they  '11  be  mislaydin'  you,  and  just 
do  you  keep  quite  (quiet)  and  yau  'II  set  the  ind  iv  it." 
Well,  just  at  that  minil  little  Fairly  hecrd  big  Fairly 
comin',  and  away  he  run  and  hid  inside  iv  a  churn  was 
dhryin'  at  the  ind  u'  the  house  ;  and  big  Fairly  lifted  the 
sack  was  standin'  at  the  door,  and  feelin'  ii  mure  weighty 
nor  it  was  before,  he  said,  "  Thruth,  1  think  yuu  're 
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growin'   heavy  with  grief;    bur  here  goes,  any   how," 
and,  with  that,  he  hoist  it  up  oo  the  horae's  back,  an' 
away  he  wint  to  the  Bog  iv   Alien- 
Now,  you  see,  big   Fairly,  like  every  blackguard  thai 


has  the  bad  blood  i: 
dhrink  in,  the  dirty  turr 
along  he  began  to  wol!( 
where  his  little  brother  * 
and  to  gibe,  and  jeer  h 
poor  farmer  did  as  littli 
word  he  said  at  all,  thoi 
every  now  and  thin,  v 
Fairly's  shillelah  across  . 
fool  thought  it  was  his 
deadly  sins  was  taxin'  h' 
word  for  all  that,  ihi 
him  everv  fut  o'  thi 


had  the  sup  c 

I   out :  and  so,  as   he  wint 

poor  baste,  and  the  sack 

he  thought,  the  big  fool), 

his  divarshin.     But  the 

'   towld   him,  ail"  never  a 

:ould  n't  help  roaring  out 

felt   the  soft   ind   of  big 

cbone  ;   and  sure  the  poor 

anscience   and  the   seven 

lut  he  would  n't   answer  a 

igh  the  big  savage  was  aggravaiin' 

road   aiitil  thev    kem   to   the    bog; 


and 

whi, 

1   he   h 

ail    hint    there,   f 

iiv'he  w 

as  n't  loot;  in 

choi 

isiii'  i 

1  hogho 

le  for  him  — and, 

mv  jew' 

1,  in 

he  popped 

the 

poor 

farmer 

neck  and  heels,  s 

;ack  'and 

alii 

and  as  the 

soft 

bog 

stuff  a 

nd  muddy   wather   closed 

ovt 

!r    him,  "I 

wisl 

a  safe 

iournev  to  the  bo 

ttom,  vol 

ing 

man,"  savs 

the 

bill  bi 

rute,  sjr 

■innin'  hkc  a  cat 

at  a'ch 

■,  "and  as 

clcv 

er"a  chap  a. 

ron  arc,  I  don't 

thnik  vol 

I'll 

come  back 

out  o'  that  ill  a  burn' ;  and  it  "s  thniublcd  1  was  wid  you 
long  enouijh,  vou  little  2o-the-(;round  schkamcr,  but  1  "II 
have  a  quiet  life  for  the  futhur."  And  wid  that  he  got 
up  an  his  horse,  and  awav   he  wint   home;  but    he   had 


nilc,   . 


iher 


not  gone  i 

he  sec  but  litclc    Fairlv   mounted 

dhrivin'  the  bi;:L:est  dhrovc  o'  black 

and,  by  dad,  big  Fairlv  grcwn  as  v 

he  clapt  his  eyes  an  him,  for  be  thu 

self  at  all  was  in  it,  but  his  ghost ; 

turn  and  gallop  off",  whin   little   Fair 

to  stay,  for  that  he  wanted   to  speak   to  him.     So  whin 

he  seen  it  was  himself,  he  wondhered,  to  be  sure,  and 


IV,  whin  who  should 
the  farmer's  horse, 
cattle  you  ever  seen; 
bite  as  a  sheet  whin 
ight  it  was  not  him- 
ind  he  was  coin'  to 
^.0  bin 
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small  blame  to  him  —  and  says  he,  "  Well,  as  cute  as  I 
knew  you  wor,  by  gor,  this  last  turn  o'  yours  bates 
Bann^her—  and  how  the  divil  are  you  here  at  all,  whin 
I  thought  you  wor  cuttin'  turf  wid  your  sharp  little  nose, 
in  the  Bog  of  Allen  ?  for  I  '11  take  my  affidowndavy,  I 
put  you  into  the  deepest  hole  in  it,  head  foremost  not 
half  an  hour  agon." 

^*Throth  you  did,  sure  enough,"  says  little  Fairly, 
"  and  you  wor  ever  and  always  the  good  brother  to  me, 
as  I  often  said  before,  but  by  dad,  you  never  done  rightly 
for  me  antil  to-day,  but  you  made  me  up  now  in  airnest." 

"  How  do  you  mane  ?  "  says  big  Fairly, 

"  Why,  do  you  see  all  this  cattle  here  I  'm  dbrivin'  ? " 
says  little  Fairly. 

"  Yes  I  do,  and  whose  cattle  are  they  ?  " 

"They're  all  my  own  —  every  head  o'  them." 

"  An'  how  did  you  come  by  them  ? " 

"Why  you  see,  when  you  tbrewn  me  into  the  bog- 
hole,  I  felt  it  mighty  cowld  at  first,  and  it  was  mortial 
dark,  and  I  felt  myself  goin'  down  and  down,  that  I 
thought  I  'd  never  stop  sinking,  and  wondhcrcd  if  there 
was  any  bottom  to  it  at  all,  and  at  last  I  began  to  feel  it 
growin'  warm,  and  pleasant,  and  light,  and  whin  I  kem 
to  the  bottom,  there  was  the  loveliest  green  field  you 
ever  clapped  your  eyes  on,  and  thousands  upon  thousands 
o'  cattle  feedin'  and  the  grass  so  heavy  that  they  wor  up 
to  their  cars  in  it  —  it's  thruth  I'm  tellin'  you  —  O, 
divil  sitch  meadows  I  ever  seen,  and  whin  I  kem  to  my- 
self, fur  indeed  I  was  rather  surprised,  and  thought  it  was 
dhramin'  I  was  —  whin  I  kem  to  myself,  I  was  wcl- 
kim'd  by  a  very  gintccl  spoken  little  man,  the  dawn- 
shiest  craythur  you  ever  seen,  by  dad  I  'd  have  made  six 
iv  him,  myself,  and  says  he,  'You're  welkim  to  the 
undhcr  story  o'  the  Bog  iv  Allen,  Fairly.'  — '  Thank  you 
kindly,  sir,'  says  I.  —  'And  how  is  all  wid  you  ^ '  says 
he.  — '  Hearty  indeed,'  says  I.  — '  And  what  brought  you 
here?'   says  he.  —  'My  big  brother,'  says  I.  —  'That 
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was  very  good  iv  him,'  says  he.  — '  Xhruc  for  you,  sir,' 
says  I.  '  He  is  always  doin'  me  a  good  turn,"  says  I. — 
'  Oh  then  he  never  done  you  half  so  good  a  turn  as  this,' 
says  he  ;  '  for  you  'U  be  the  richest  man  in  Ireland  soon.' 
— '  Thank  you,  sir,'  says  I ;  '  but  I  don't  see  how.'  — 
'  Do  you  see  all  them  cattle  erazin'  there  ? '  says  he.  — 


'  To  be  sure  I  do,'  says  1, 

many  o'  them  as  your  he: 

wid  you,' — '  Why  sure,' 

myself,  up  out  of  the  bogi 

afther  me  ?  '  — '  Oh,'  say 

for  you  have  nothin'  to  t 

way  over  there,'  says   he 

enough,  my  darlinc,  I  got 

dhruv  them  out,  and  here  I  am  goin' 

maybe  I  won't  be  the  rich  man  —  a' 

best  o'  thanks  to  the  little  owld   ma 

hoighth  o'  good  language  for  his  behai 

says  he,  '  You  may  come  back  agaii 

o'  them  '  savs  he  — and   faix   sure  e 


Veil,'  says  he,  '  take  as 

res,  and  bring  them  home 

,  '  how  could  1  get  back, 

:  alone  dhraggin'  bullocks 

'  the  way  is  aisy  enough, 

Ihrive  them  out  the  back 

in*  to  a  gate.     And   sure 

bastes  vou  see  here,  and 

goin'  home  wid  'em,  and 

I  —  av  coorse  I  gev   the 

id  gev  him  the 

And  with  that, 

A  take  the  rest 

igh  I  '11  go  back 


the  minit  I  get  these  bastes  home,  and  have  another 
out  o'  the  boiihole." 

"  Faix  and  I  'II  be  beforehand  wid  vou,"  says  big 
Fairly. 

"Oh,  but  you  shan't,"  savs  little  P'airly  ;  "it  was  I 
discovered  the  place,  and  why  should  n't  I  have  the  good 
iv  it  ?  " 

"You  greedy  little  hound,"  says  the  big  fellow,  "  I  'II 
have  my  share  o'  them  as  well  as  you."  And  with  that 
he  turned  about  his  horse,  and  away  he  galloped  to  the 
bogholc,  and  the  little  fellow  galloped  afther  him,  pur- 
tendin'  to  be  in  a  desperate  fright  afeard  the  other  would 
get  there  first,  and  he  cried  "Stop  the  robber!"  afther 
him,  and  whin  he  came  to  the  soft  place  in  the  bog, 
they  both  lit,  and  little  Fairly  got  before  the  big  fellow, 
and  purtended  to  be  makin'  for  the  boghole  in  a  power- 
ful hurry,  cryin'  out  as  he  passed  him,  "  I  '11  win  the  day  ! 


Little  Fairly 

I  '11  win  the  day !  "  and  the  big  fellow  puUcd  fut  afthcr 
him  as  hard  as  he  could,  and  hardly  a  pu(F  left  in  him  be 
run  to  thai  d^rce,  and  he  was  afearcd  that  little  Fairly 
would  bate  him  and  get  all  the  cattle,  and  he  was  wishin' 
for  a  gun  that  he  might  shoot  him,  wbin  the  cute  little 
divil,  just  as  he  Item  close  to  the  edge  o*  the  boghole,  Ut 
an  that  his  fut  slipped  and  he  fell  down,  cryin'  out,  **  Fair 
play !  fair  play !  —  wait  till  I  rise  ! "  but  the  words  was  n't 
well  out  of  his  mouth  whin  the  big  fellow  kem  up. 
"  Oh,  the  divil  a  wait,"  says  he,  and  he  made  one  des- 
perate dan  at  the  boghole,  and  jumped  into  the  middle 
of  it.  "  Hurroo  1 1 "  says  little  Fairly,  gettin'  an  his  legs 
agin  and  runnin'  over  to  the  edge  o'  the  bc^hole,  and 
just  as  he  seen  the  great  splaw  feet  o'  the  big  savage 
sinkin'  into  the  sludge,  he  called  afther  him,  and  says  he, 
"  I  say,  big  Fairly,  don't  take  all  the  cattle,  but  lave  a 
thrifle  for  me.  I'll  wail,  houievtr^  till  you  emu  bad" 
says  the  Httlc  rogue,  laughin'  at  his  own  cute  conlhriv- 
ance,  "and  I  think  now  I  'II  lade  a  quiet  life,"  says  he; 
and  with  that  he  wint  home,  and  from  that  day  out  he 
grewn  richer  and  richer  every  day,  and  was  the  greatest 
man  in  the  whole  counthry  side  ;  and  all  the  neighbours 
gev  in  to  him  that  he  was  the  most  knowledgable  man 
in  thim  parts,  but  they  all  thought  it  was  quare  that  his 
name  should  be  Fairly^  for  it  was  agreed,  one  and  all, 
that  he  was  the  iiggeit  rogti*  eut^  —  barrin'  Balfe,  the 
robber. 


I 


JUDY   OF 

"  Here  irill  be  in  aid  abuaog  of 


DWOOD ' 

n  ind  the  KJne'i  Eog&di." 


THERE   is  a  Utile 
1 


village  in  Wicklow, 
named  Roundwoo~  s  a  soit  of  outpost  to 

the  many  beauties  of  thai  ic  and  lovely  county, 

and,  conscquentlv,  often  maue  a  sioppint;  place  bv  those 
ramblers  who  can  steal  a  dav  or  two  from  toi!  and  care, 
and  have  the  dust  of  Dublin  blown  from  about  them  bv 
the  mountain  brce-zes  of  the  alpine  county  I  have  named. 
I,  for  one,  confess  the  enormity  of  having  eaten  eggs 
and  bacon  in  the  little  inn  of  Roundwood,  served  to  me 
by  the  hand  of  Judy;  —  her  surname  has  never  reached 
me,  for,  as  the  Italians  called  manv  of  their  celebrated 
painters  after  the  towns  or  cities  that  gave  them  birth, 
so  Judy  has  been  named,  "Judy  of  Roundwood." 

Her  principal  peculiaritv  was  stintini;  every  word  she 
could  of  its  fair  proportion,  whether  from  anv  spite  she 
had  against  the  alphabet,  or  from  wishing  to  clear 
her  sex  from  the  charge  of  overwordiness,  1  know  not  ; 
but  Judy  talked  shorthand,  if  an  Irishman  may  be  allowed 
the  phrase.  Her  merits  in  this  particular  cannot  be  ap- 
preciated in  modern  times,  but  Judy  would  have  been  a 
darling  among  the  Spartans. 

At  the  door  of  the  inn,  which  owed  much  of  its 
custom    to   this  original,  Judy   would    salute   the  weary 

•  This  sketch   was  OT[gin3.]]y   wrilten  for  Mr.  J.  Russel,  who 
gave  il,  with  an  admirable  personation  of  Judy,  in  his  very  clever 
cmenainmeni  of  "The  Standard  Actor." 
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traveller  with  a  low  courtesy,  crossing  her  hands  before 
h'er  upon  her  chequered  apron,  and  say,  "  Consoia  to 
the  gent"  —  meaning  thereby  consolation  to  the  gentle- 
man—  Judy  considering  refreshment  the  greatest  cottiela 
—  the  ft (f  could  have.  Whisky  she  called  by  the 
poetical  name  of  "  Temptation  "  —  abbreviated  of  course 
to  "  7(m^/«." — Dublin  was  either  familiarly  Duhf  — 
or  dubbed  with  the  more  high  sounding  title  of  Meinp  — 
and  being  also  given  to  rhyming,  whenever  a  tag  was  to 
be  made,  she  jumped  at  it. 

When  first  I  visited  Judy  in  company  with  a  friend 
who  was  equally  anxious  with  myself  to  draw  her  out, 
we  affected  not  to  comprehend  the  meaning  of  all  her 
abbreviations,  with  a  view  to  force  her  upon  an  explana- 
tion ;  and  she  said  —  "  You  sec,  sir,  Ju  deals  in  abrevia  — 
because  that  is  the  perfec  of  the  Englhh  iang.  —  Din^  for 
dinner;  ^f>,  for  breakfast  j  r^/,  for  relish.  ^\i'%  eonversa 
is  alltgor.  I  calls  the  dinner  latis/ac,  and  the  drop  o' 
comfort  the  timpta  ;  and  this  little  apart  where  we  give 
censola  to  the  gentsy  I  call  the  bower  of  hap." 

After  having  had  some  rustic  refreshment,  we  ordered 
whisky,  and  when  Judy  brought  it  to  us,  her  look  and 
manner  were  highly  amusing.  With  a  steahhy  step  and 
an  air  of  mock  mystery  she  stole  across  the  room  towards 
us,  and  withdrawing  her  apron  with  one  hand,  from  over 
the  measure  of  spirits  she  held  in  the  other,  she  said  — 
"  Ju  was  only  throwing  an  iibi(u  over  the  opportu." 
We  then  noticed  to  her  some  vetscs  that  were  written 
on  the  walls  of  the  apartment  in  her  praise.  "That 's 
the  rayson  I  call  it  the  bower  of  hap"  said  she;  "but 
sure  I  'm  not  such  an  ignora  as  to  believe  all  the  Jlat  of 
the  cits.  Good  bye,  dear  -,  y'vr.  arc  gav  gents  goin'  round 
the  world  for  sport ;  may  you  never  be  wretched  ;  may 
you  share  in  the  wisdom  of  Sal ;  may  you  never  have 
to  climb  the  rocks  of  dif;  or  be  cast  on  the  quicksands 
of  adver^  or  stray  from  the  paths  of  v'tr" 

But  perhaps  the  best  thing  I  can  do  to  put  Judy  more 
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completely  tn  tviitnu  is,  to  give  a  conversation  in  ber 
own  style  ;  that  will  serve,  as  Judy  hereelf  vrould  say, 
as  the  best  eximplifica, 

Consola  to  the  gents ;  happy  to  see  you,  dear  !  WaJk 
in — you  can  sit  in  the  bower  of  hafi.  If  you  want 
your  tret,  h  's  a  good  one  you  may  rxpec ;  if  you  want 
your  Jin,  this  is  the  place  'fc  in;  and  Ju   will  give 

you   thr   eppjrtu,  the    <:ans  i    the  materia^  and    the 

timpta;  and  if  you  only  w  /,  ring  the  bfil.     That 's 

what    I    said  the  other   i  O'Toolc  ;  the  ignorant 

people  calls  him   Mr.  0  but  he's  not    Alistker 

O'Toole,   but    O'Toolc  dcscindcd    from     ICing 

O'Toole,  of  these  parts.  morrow,  Judy,  says  he. 

—  Thank  you,  kindly,  sii,  I.  Here's  agent  that 
is  come  to  see  you,  says  nc,  ^lor  there  was  an  artless 
sprisan  along  wid  him).  Kindlv  wclkim,  sir,  says  1.  — 
You'll  do  all  you  can  for  us,  savs  he.  —  Sir,  says  I, 
Fiilel  is  mv  wsf  —  Ju's  niot  —  The  furriners  calls  it, 
Judy'i  maf  — that's  French,  sir  i — but,  as  I  said, /^f/ 
is  my  mot  : 

Submissive  to  mv  sii|iivriori, 
Cnndesccndinii  ti>  my  inlhvriors, 
Faitlifiil  lo  mV  tHiia-, 
Charitable  lo 'my  inLinits. 

You  had  a  great  panv  here  the  other  day,  as  I  'm  towld, 
says  he.  —  Vis,  sir,  says   I.  —  Who  wor  they  ?   says  he. 

—  Indeed,  says  I,  they  did  not  indulge  me  with  much 
commuiiiLa  i  so  I  could  not  come  lo  a  coiclu  ;  —  but 
though  I  could  not  be  pos,  I  had  my  suspiih.  ■ —  And  who 
wor  they  ?  says  he.  —  They  were  no  less  than  Sir  Tra} 
and  .Miss  Edge.~-W\io  are  th,-\^  savs  O'Toole's  friend, 
for  he  was  mightv  artless.  —  Whv,  then,  don't  you 
know    Sir  /^tfCsays   I,  —  and    Miss    Edgr  ? —  \    hope 

you     admire     my     ainvla,     savs     I Certainly,    savs 

O'Toole,  who  was  plased  with  me  about  mv  u^ia,  for 
the  bothera  of  the  innocent  gent,  and  he  could  hardlv 
help  laughin'  at  him,  and  to  hide  his  laughin'   he  took  a 
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pinch  o'  snuiF:  and  he,  bein'  a  nde  gintieman,  2.v  coorse 
liked  the  bladguard ;^  and  so  takin'  out  his  box,  he  said, 
like  a  rale  gintleman,  Judy,  says  be,  will  you  have  a 
pinch? — Thank  you,  sir,  says  I,  for  the  candeictiiy  — 
and  with  that  bis  friend,  not  likin'  to  be  worse  nor  an- 
other, said.  Maybe  you  'It  take  a  pinch  from  me,  says 
he —  hajidin'  me  a  box  of  the  dirty  soft  wet  thrash  them 
fiirriners  takes,  sure  there 's  no  good  in  any  thing  or 
anybody  that  is  n'l  always  dbry^  as  I  says  to  the  gtnti 
from  Dub^  when  I  keeps  continually  bringin'  them  the 
whisky  and  the  hot  wather.  —  Well,  to  come  back  to  my 
story,  the  two  handed  me  their  boxes  —  and  so  O'Toole 
said,  says  he.  Which  will  you  have,  Judy?  —  take  what- 
ever you  plaze ;  which  do  you  like,  the  common  snuff, 
or  the  scented  snuff  ?  —  Sir,  says  I  —  makin'  a  low 
curtshec  for  the  civil  —  I  give  the  com  the  pre/.  —  But  I 
was  forgettin'  about  Sir  IVal  and  Miss  Edge.  Sure, 
they  kem  here  to  take  the  epporlu  to  see  ^u,  to  incrase 
their  admira  for  the  beauties  of  na  —  in  the  county  IVici 
in  panic  —  and  so  when  they  arrived  in 

A  poit  chijr 

From  "  Quin  Bray," 

I  was  ready  to  give  ceniola  to  the  gents ;  and  they  asked 
for  brek.  —  What  do  you  expec  f  says  I. 


says  I,  there  's  no  sitch  thing  here,  at  all  at  all.  There 
is  neither  coffee  tay,  nor  chocolaritec  tay  \  but  there  is 
the  best  of  Bohay,  says  I.  —  Have  you  no  green?  says 
he.  —  Plenty  in  the  fields,  says  I.      But  nowhere  else? 

—  But  I  'IJ  make  up  for  the  defiih.  How  ?  says  he.  — 
I'll  give  lyou  a  rrl,  savs   I.  —  What's  that?  says  he. 

—  A  rathy  says  I.  —  I  don't  know  what  you  mane,  says 
he  —  so  J    was  obleeged  to  explain:  —  A  relish,  or  a 

>  Lundy  Fool'i  cclcbmed  snulF. 
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rasher,  says  !;  for  the  arlif  of  my  abrnj'ta,  was  beyond 
his  cenjec. — Bring  it  in  at  wanst,  says  he. — So,  no 
sooner  said  than  done  —  but  you  see  I  was  oWeeged  to 
bring  in  the  rasher  an  a  cracked  plate —  and  very  well 
I  had  it —  for  Roundwood  was  mighty  throng  that 
mornin'  —  loads  of  gents  —  barrowfuls  o'  gents  from  Dub 
to  sec  Jh — coming  into  th  ty  IVttli  with  a  short  itiei 

to  enjoy  the  admlra  of  ilies  of  na — Weil,  as    I 

said,  I  brought   in  the  rt 


1  cracked  plate,  and  Sir 
flow  dar  you  bring  the 
hat  do  you  think  1  said? 
thought  he  'd  split  him- 
i  that  he  wJnt  to  reading 
at  last  he  kem  to  one 
.   VnivfT—  Tr,'n. 


Wal  was  intiig;  and,  say- 
like  to  a  dacent  man  ?  — 
says  I,  the  neeess  is  my  a** 
self  wid  the  laughin'.  — 
the  po'thn'  an  the    walls  ; 
that  a  young  vag  —  from  the  Co! —  the 
GilL  Dub,  wrote  an  me  —  and  I  put  my  hand    over    it  ; 

—  Don't  read  that,  sir,  sa\s  I  —  for  I  purrcnded  not 
to  know  who  he  was,  thuuizh  I  knew  verv  well  all 
the  time;— don't  read   that,  says  I.- — Why?   savs  he. 

—  Because,  says  I,  't  was  written  bv  a  ■;  a/f «,  and 
't  would  shock  your  linsih:/,  if  any  thing  came  under 
your  contempla   bordering   on   the  iiid,i. 

Then,  says  Miss  Edge,  that 's  very  proper  of  vou,  Ju, 
says  she.  —  Yis,  ma'am,  says  I.  1  was  always  a  Dia  ; 
for  I  have  had  a  good  fduea. 

How  couid  you  have  a  good  education?  savs  Sir  If  a!. 

Bekase  the  gintlemin  o~larnin'  comes  to  see  Ju  ;  and 
where  would  I  larn  tduca,  savs  I,  it  not  from  them  ? 

Why  what  gintlemcn  o'  larnin'  comes  here  ?  savs  Sir 
IVal. 

More  than  o\vm  to  it,  sa\s  I —  lookin"  mighty  signified 

Indeed!  says  he. — Yis,  says  1  —  and  one  o'  the 
gintlemin  was  no  gintlrman^he  was  only  a  vng ;  for 
he  put  me  in  a  mag;  —  but  in  gineral  they  are  the  rale 
quolity,  and  I  know  a  power  o'  them. 

Name  one,  says  he. 


yudy  of  Roundwood 

T.  M.,  says  I. 

Who  's  T.  M.  ?  says  he. 

You  're  mighty  ignorant,  says  I,  to  Sir  Wal.  Was  n*t 
that  a  good  thing  to  say  to  him  \  I  thought  Min  Edgt 
and  he  would  die  with  the  laughin'. 

Well,  but  who  is  T.  M.  ?  says  he. 

Tom  Moore,  says  I,  the  glory  of  Irebnd,  says  I, 
crassin'  myself. 

Oh,  Moore  the  poet,  says  &V  Wal. 

By  dad,  he 's  no  poet  at  all,  says  I ;  but  a  rale  gintle- 
man  j  for  he  gcv  me  half  a  crown. 

Well,  I  thought  the  both  o'  them  would  die  with  the 
laughin'  i  and  so  when  they  wor  goin',  says  I  to  the  lady. 
Good  mornin',  and  many  thanks  to  you,  ma'am,  says  I, 
for  your  candtictn  —  long  may  you  reign,  says  I,  Miss 
Edgt.  Well,  she  looked  mightily  surprised  at  me;  for 
you  see  I  had  a  conjee  who  they  wor  from  the  sarvants, 
by  a  way  o'  my  own. 

You  've  taken  the  Visrth  out  of  my  name,  Judy,  says 
she,  mighty  good- nathu red. 

Throih,  then,  that 's  more  nor  I  could  do,  ma'am, 
says  I ;  for  there  's  more  worth  in  the  half  o'  your  name 
than  in  the  whole  o'  mine,  though  I  am  Judy  O'Round- 
wood. 

Well,  with  that  &>  Wal  laughed  out ;  and,  says  he. 
How  did  you  find  the  lady  out  ?  says  he. 

Only  by  suppcsish^  says  I  )  for  I  would  n't  be  guilty 
of  infidel  to  the  sarvants  who  let  on  to  me. 

Then  I  suppose  you  found  out  who  /  am  too,  says 
Sir  IVal. 

No,  indeed,  sir,says  I,  how  could  I  know  the  Great  JJn  f 

Oh,  I  wish  you  seen  the  look  he  gave  when  I  said 
that! 


IRISH   SKETCHES 


IRISH    BARDS   AND   IRISH    MUSIC 

AMONG  the  most  certain  as  well  as  the  pleasantcM 
criteria  of  a  people's  antiquity  is  their  poitession 
of  national  music.  It  is  like  the  distinction  of  h^b 
binh  —  no  one  despises  but  he  who  is  without  it. 
There  is  no  country  that  has  enjoyed  but  has  shown  its 
sense  of  such  a  treasure,  and  it  has  often  proved  the 
most  enduring  title  that  a  land  can  make  to  ancestral 
honours.  Should  any  one  question  those  of  Ireland, 
she  has  only  to  point  to  her  music  and  say,  "  Behold 
my  title  deeds !  "  Upon  this  particular,  at  least,  how- 
ever it  may  have  carried  upon  others,  public  opinion  ha* 
been  unanimous.  The  world's  concurrent  and  applau- 
sive testimony  has  acknowledged  the  right  of  Ireland  to 
be  styled  "the  land  of  song." 

The  history  of  her  music  is  that  of  her  bards.  They 
were  the  great  favourites  of  the  Celtic  tribes  at  the 
earliest  period  of  which  we  have  any  record.  Strabo, 
Diodorus,  and  others  tell  us  that  they  flourished  before 
the  time  of  Augustus,  and  were  held  in  higher  honour 
among  the  Celtic  nations  than  the  Gothic.  In  Ireland, 
however,  they  enjoyed  a  notable  pre-eminence.  They 
fiirmcd  an  established  order,  which  could  boast  of  its 
high  appointments  and  Im  lucraflve  possessions.  They 
also  discharged  distinguished  functions  —  they  were  the 
poets,  the  Court  minstrels,  and  the  genealogists  of  their 
time.  In  a  country  where  antiquity  was  particularly 
pri/cd,  the  services  were  duly  valued  of  those  who  could 
unravel  Its  mysteries,  from  Milesius  down  to  their  own 
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day,  and  from  Adam  down  to  Mile&ius.  Besides  this, 
who  but  ihe  bard  could  enliven  great  festivities  with 
songs  of  love  and  merriment  —  who  could  so  depict 
the  loveliness  of  woman  —  who  so  rehearse  the  joys 
of  wine  —  who  so  celebrate  the  valour  and  the  triumphs 
of  his  chieftain,  or  raise  the  impassioned  lament  over 
departed  worth  and  greati 

The  musical  eminence 
as  his  Social.  As  early 
was  as  celebrated  for  hei 
out  Europe  for  her  leai 
scholars  to  all  nations,  ci 
students ;  and  the  vencr 
the  custom  of  the  £ngli> 
shores  forstudv  and  devotior 


i 


bard  was  as  well  attested 
seventh  century  Ireland 
;lsy  as  she  was  through- 
She  has  been  furnishing 
her  own  sons  or  in  her 
ide  tells  us  that  it  was 
11  ranks  to  retire  to  her 
itid  to  accjuire  the  harper"^ 
art.  In  the  fourteenth  century  Giraldus  Cambrensis, 
though  a  native  of  Wales — which  was  famous  for  its 
music  —  frankly  gives  the  palm  to  Ireland  for  pre-emi- 
nence in  that  pursuit ;  whilst  Caradoc,  another  Welsh- 
man, with  equal  candour  acknowledges  that  his  counirx- 
mcn  owed  to  the  Irish  all  their  instruments,  tunes,  and 
measures.  Even  Scotland,  in  those  earlv  days,  did  not 
disavow  her  obligations.  John  de  Fordun,  a  Scottish 
priest  who  visited  the  "  land  of  song  "  towards  the  end 
of  the  fourteenth  centur)',  proclaims  it  to  be  the  "  musical 
fountain  "  which  had  flowed  over  into  Wales  and  Scot- 
and  John  Major,  in  his  panegyric  on  James  I.  of 
him  an  Orpheus  that  touched  the  harp 
even  more  exquisitely  than  the  Irish,  who  were  its  most 

The  harp,  then,  was  the  national  instrument.  Mr. 
Beauford,  in  his  essav  on  its  histon',  savs  that  "  its  true 
figure  was  discovered  bv  the  bards  "  —  and  "  on  ex- 
amination it  will  prove  to  have  been  constructed  on  exact 
harmonic  principles " ;  and  among  the  proofs  that  its 
fame  was  widciv  dittused  at  an  earlv  period,  the  illus- 
trious   Dante    had    an    Irish    harp  of  whose  makers    he 


land  ;  : 
Scutlar 
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obierres  that  they  not  only  excelled  in  its  construction, 
but  had  been  unrivalled  in  its  use  for  ages.  The  Irish 
had  four  kinds  of  harps,  the  larger  of  which  —  the  clar 
ttagh  —  was  used  only  by  the  minstrels,  whilst  the  other 
and  smaller  instruments  were  appropriated  by  ladies, 
ecclesiastics,  and  members  generally  of  the  higher  classes. 
Again,  their  musical  vocabulary  was  wholly  distinct  from 
any  other,  clearly  proving  an  original  school ;  and  in 
naming  the  strings  of  the  instrument,  they  showed  that 
poetic  and  descriptive  power  of  language  which  is  re- 
markable in  the  conversation  of  the  Irish  to  this  day. 

The  use  of  the  harp,  then,  in  Ireland,  was  co-exten- 
sive with  the  love  of  music.  It  was  one  of  the  us;^es 
of  good  society.  At  any  festive  meeting  the  instrument 
was  handed  round  to  ait  the  company  in  turn,  when 
every  one  was  expected  to  display  his  skill  and  taste  on 
it.  Its  use  was,  in  fact,  a  part  of  a  gentleman's  educa- 
tion —  the  want  of  which  would  have  been  considered 
a  very  discreditable  deficiency.  It  is  clear,  therefore, 
that  the  chief  performers  on  an  instrument  such  as  this 
must  have  been  great  favourites  with  all  classes,  and 
their  influence  was  not  lessened  when  their  social  stand- 
ing was  combined  with  so  much  political  importance. 

By  their  impassioned  songs  in  honour  of  their  country 
the  bards  kept  alive  the  spirit  of  national  independence. 
They  thus  became  a  body  obnoxious  in  the  greatest 
di^rcc  to  their  rulers,  and  were  very  soon  subjected  to 
a  cruel  persecution.  This  occurred  earliest  perhaps  in 
Wales,  where  harpers,  having  prompted  the  boldest  re- 
sistance to  the  Saxon  yoke,  were,  of  course,  among  the 
first  to  undergo  the  invader's  vengeance.  When  the 
Saxons  in  their  turn  were  subjected  by  the  Normans, 
their  own  bards  were  in  like  fashicm  dotimed  to  expul- 
sion or  extinction  ;  and  when,  in  the  blending  of  Norman 
and  Saxon,  the  wrongs  of  conquest  were  forgotten  — 
then  war  was  proclaimed  against  the  bard  of  Ireland, 
as  an  opponent  of  Anglo-Saxon  rule. 
235 
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MusiCt  however,  the  obfcct  of  such  hstred, 
destined  to  triumph  over  her  assailant.  If  undelii 
by  her  sword,  Ireland  recovered  in  hrr  harp  the  lasniM 
acknowledgment  of  her  renown,  and  tbc  tcstitnonv  vra^ 
all  the  greater  considering  how  arbitrar>  was  its  source^ 
It  was  at  the  command  of  Henry  VIII.  that  the  harp^ 
uartered  in  the  arms  of 
he  old  saying,  that  **  wc 
on,  and  yei  may  hate  tbc 
$  that,  much  as  they  liked 
musicians.  Capital  en- 
"  harpen,  rhymers,  and 
e  to  pass  that,  whilst  tbe  I 
e  quanerings  of  England, 
es    were    both    hung    and 


the  emblem  of  Ireland,  w 
England.     Still,  agreeably 
may  be  favourable  to  the 
traitor  "  —  in  those  days  it  i 
the   music,  ihev   detested 
accments  were    passed    2^\ 
genealogists  "  —  and  so  it  i 
harp  was  honourably  hung  ii 
the   unhappy   harpers    them 
quartered   in   Ireland. 

Still,  in  spice  of  all  this  cruelty,  the  bards  suri  ivcd  and 
flourished.  They  were  welcomed,  housed,  and  sheltered 
by  the  people  in  all  directions,  and  however  liberal  and 
cordial  was  the  eiitcriainmeni  thev  received,  it  was  fortu- 
nately in  their  power  to  give  ample  in  return.  It  is  curi- 
ous to  observe  that  EniilanJ  is  the  oiilv  countrv  where  laws 


ted  against  mu 
ture  that  her  1 
the  national  strains  of  Ir 
the  causes  ot    her  haviiii 


to 


ic,  anil  one  is  almost  tempted 
ny:  and  licrce  crusade  against 
land  is  to  be  numbered  amon^; 


So  long  as  the  bai 
was  hunted  down  i 
scarcelv  likelv  to  bi 

Henr> 
great    loi 


letter 


was  connected  with  rebellion  and 
jnc  land,  his  was  an  office  that  was 
imc  popular  in  the  other, 
•s  illustrious  dau-hter  Elizabeth  was  one  of  the 
ers  ol  Irish  mJsic.  The  '^Talbot  Papers" 
]  in  Lodge's  lihurathns  0/  Briti-h  Hiil^ry  ^ivc 
from  the  Earl  of  Worcester  to  the  Earl  of 
Shrewsbury,  which  has  this  decisive  passage  —  "We  axe 
frolic  here  in  Court  —  much  dancing  in  the  Priw  Cham- 
ber of  countrv  dances  before  the  Queen's  Majestv,  who 
is   exceedingly    pleased    therewith.       Irish   tunes   arc    at 
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this  time  most  pleasing  to  her."  Again,  that  Irish 
songs  must  have  been  current  in  England  at  that  period 
may  be  deduced  from  the  fact  that  Shakespeare  uses  in 
his  Henry  V.  the  burthen  of  an  Irish  song  —  the  words, 
(hat  is  to  say  —  and  in  the  original  language,  — a  fact 
which,  by  the  bye,  has  much  disturbed  the  repose  of 
commentators,  and  given  rise  to  a  quantity  of  discussion 
which  might  have  been  avoided  had  these  gentlemen,  in 
addition  to  their  other  stores  of  knowledge,  only  pos- 
sessed that  of  Irish. 

The  last  of  the  purely  Irish  bards  was  Carolan.  It  is 
now  little  over  a  century  that  he  died  and  left  behind 
him  some  of  the  most  original  and  delightful  songs  and 
music  of  his  country.  Blind  from  the  age  of  e^hteen, 
his  reading  must  have  been  very  limited-,  and  yet,  con- 
sidering the  period  he  lived  in,  his  literary  accomplish- 
ment was  something  wonderful.  Goldsmith  testifies  to 
this,  who  saw  him  in  his  own  boyhood,  and  in  reference 
to  his  poetic  power  compares  its  vigour  to  that  of 
Pindar.  To  a  highly  convivial  spirit  he  united,  in  his 
love  effusions,  a  singularly  pure  and  delicate  feelii^,  — 
and  as  an  evidence  of  his  constancy,  as  well  as  of  the 
exquisite  sense  of  touch  which  is  peculiar  to  the  blind, 
the  story  is  related  of  him  that  he  recognized  his  early 
love,  from  whom  he  had  been  parted  twenty  years,  by 
the  simple  pressure  of  her  hand.  His  charming  song  of 
Mabtl  Kelly  well  illustrates  his  poetic  fancy;  which  was 
as  graceful  as  it  was  tender,  and  especially  the  second 


To  ^le  nn  her  beauly,  the  young  hunter  lin 

'Mong  the  branchei  ihai  thidon  her  pith  in  the  grove. 

Bu(,  ilai  r  If  her  cyo 

The  raih  fpxtt  lurpriie. 

All  eyesight  departi  from  the  victim  of  lore. 

And  the  poor  blind  one  iteali  home  with  hii  heart  fiill  of  ugtu. 


T 


THE   II  JRIGADE 

HE  siory  of  the  Ir  gade  is  one  of  the  most 

interesting   episod<  he    hisiofy    of  the    Irish 

people.     Their  ardent  n  ipirit,  which  was  one  of 

the  results  of  their  Ccltiv  had  been  wasted  throtigh   ' 

many  centuries,  in  savagv.  among  themselves,  or  io 

fruitless  resistance  to  their  iinadcrs  —  and  when  at 
length  it  had  become  disciplined,  under  Sarsefield  and  St. 
Ruth,  and  acquired  a  furcc  which  might  have  yielded 
England  iht-  greatest  service  in  her  ensuing  wars,  it  was 
lost  to  her  thnmgh  the  intolerance  which  proscribed  the 
religion  uf  a  nation. 

The  laws  of  the  period,  which  forbade  Catholics  to 
bear  arms  under  the  English  crown,  blindly  renounced  all 
the  advantaL^es  to  be  derived  from  their  devotion,  and 
compelled  the  armv  of  James  II.,  when  disbanded  at  the 
Peace  of  Eimerick,  to  pass  over  to  the  continent,  and 
enrol  under  its  yarious  monarchs.  Almost  every  throne 
of  Europe  profited  bv  the  bold  hearts  and  stalwart  frames 
of  the  buoyant  sons  of  the  Emerald  Isle,  except  only  the 
one  that  still  noniinallv  claimed  their  allegiance  whilst 
repudiating  their  services.  It  was  in  France,  however, 
that  James's  armv  was  found  principally  to  reassemMe, 
—  owing,  probablv,  to  the  greater  svmpathy  of  the  Hi- 
bernian and  the  Celtic  temperaments, —  and  there  formed 
themselves  into  a  body,  which  soon  became  distinguished 
under  the  title  of  the  "Irish  Brig.adc." 

These  gallant  emigrants,  who  left  behind  them  all 
their  social  and  domestic  tie-i,  carried  abroad  with  their 
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unurniihed  honour  and  their  indomitable  courage  all  their 
unconquerable  gaiety,  and  their  undying  love  for  their 
native  country.  Almost  as  deep,  however,  perhaps,  was 
their  love  for  their  native  music.  So  strong  was  it, 
indeed,  that  they  refused  to  march  to  the  French  tunes, 
and  on  all  military  occasions  insisted  on  the  use  of  their 
national  ain  —  a  gratification  that  was  conceded  to  them, 
though  the  same  favour  was  denied  to  the  Swiss.  For 
this,  however,  there  was  a  reason.  The  music  of  the 
Ranz,  dii  Faches  awoke  in  the  breast  of  the  latter  such  a 
passionate  longing  for  home,  that  it  often  led  to  deser- 
tion; whilst  in  the  poor  Irishman,  whose  home  was  lost 
to  him,  no  such  danger  was  to  be  feared. 

A  continuous  evil  resulted  from  (he  expatriation  of 
these  men.  The  Brigade,  which  was  sent  into  exile 
when  over  14,000  strong,  was  always  actively  recruited 
in  Ireland,  however  ill^ally,  and  at  some  risk,  —  and 
thus,  year  after  year,  the  valorous  youth  that  ought  to 
have  fought  under  the  flag  of  William  and  Marlborough, 
went  abroad  to  espouse  the  cause  and  swell  the  forces  of 
their  enemies  —  until,  at  length,  it  fell  to  their  lot  to  face 
the  heroes  they  should  have  shouldered,  and  to  inflict  on 
England  her  greatest  military  disaster  throughout  the 
century.  It  was  the  impetuous  charge  of  the  Irish  Bri- 
gade that  won  for  the  French  the  battle  of  Fontenoy. 
Well  might  George  II.  exclaim,  on  reviewing  such  a 
fact —  "Sad  indeed  arc  the  laws  that  deprive  me  of  such 
soldiers." 

During  the  course  of  almost  a  century  the  Brigade 
was  enrolled  in  the  French  army,  and  had  an  honourable 
share  in  all  the  latter's  brightest  achievements  in  Flanders, 
Spain,  and  Italy.  Many  instances  of  its  staunch  Hdelity 
and  its  daring,  decisive  courage  might  be  quoted  from 
the  military  records  of  those  days;  but  one  especially 
may  be  selected,  which  in  its  singular  combination  of 
the  heroic  and  the  grotesque  must  be  regarded  as  very 
national. 
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Cremona,  besieged  by  Prince  Eugene,  and  defended 
by  the  French,  was  surprised  one  moriMng  before  dawn^l 
and  would  inevitably  have  been  lost  but  for  the  prompu- 
tude  of  the  Irish.  Whilst  ibc  punctilious  and  ornate 
Frenchmen  were  deliberately  buttoning  up  their  regi- 
mentals, the  former,  al  the  sound  of  their  trumpets, 
jumped  Out  of  bed,  and  1y   staying   to  buckle   oa 

their  crossbclts    and    car  boxes,  seized   their  gum 

and  hurried  to  the  Squar  -c,  on  forming  in  lighting 

order,  their  commander's  ,  "  Halt  —  dress  !  "  were, 

at  least  in  one  respect,  i  ous.     Their  indtderence 

to  appearances  on  this  o<  was  all  the  greater  thsi 

the  period  was  mid-wint-  d  the  city  was  near  the 

Aips.  In  ihis  condition  tnt  -ere  charged  by  the  Ai:s- 
trian  Cuirassiers,  It  was  steel-coats  against  night-shins  ; 
but  the  linen  trade  of  Ireland  proved  the  more  formidable 
of  thi-  [wo.  The  .\ustrians  were  driven  back,  and  the 
French  bad  time  to  form  and  recover  possession  of  the 
town.  Fur  this  brilliant  service  the  Brigade  was  hon- 
oured with  the  emphatic  thanks  of  Louis  XIV.,  and  also 
had  their  pav  increased. 

But  the>e  fearless  fellows,  as  mav  be  supposed,  carried 
abroad  to  thfir  new  service  not  only  their  courage  and 
tiJelitv,  but  all  their  e\uberance  as  Irishmen.  Their 
rollicking  spirit  and  love  of  fun  were  quite  as  great  as 
their  love  of  fighting,  and  at  times  were  so  opposed  to 
propriety  and  discipline,  that  the  martinets  of  the  French 
ranks  had  to  make  formal  complaints  on  the  matter.  It 
was  on  one  such  occasion  that  a  great  compliment  was 
paid  them  bv  the  brave  Duke  of  Berwick,  who,  how- 
ever, had  good  reason  to  love  them  for  their  devotion  to 
his  father.  "  Marshal,"  said  the  king  to  him,  "  this 
Irish  Bris^ade  ffives  me  more  trouble  than  all  mv  armv 
put  together."- — "Please  vour  .Maiestv,"  replied  the 
Duke,  "  vour  enemies  make  just  the  same  complaint  of 
them." 

The  idol  of  the  Brigade  was  the  celebrated   Marshal 


Irish  Sketches 

Sue,  whose  great  bravery,  in  union  with  bis  jovial, 
mirthful  temperament,  gave  htm  a  character  that  was  so 
engaging  and  so  Icindred  to  their  own.  It  was  in  refer- 
ence to  him  originated  one  of  the  blunders  of  poor  Pat 
that  has  so  often  been  repeated  and  localised  everywhere. 
The  Marshal  was  wounded  in  some  engagement,  and, 
moreover,  it  was  reported  —  in  his  bad.  None  of  the 
Brigade,  however,  would  believe  it.  ''When  did  he 
ever  show  his  back  to  them  ?  "  was  the  general  exclama- 
tion. "  Was  n't  it  his  face  they  knew  the  most  of,  and 
wasn't  it  thiir  backs  that  he  knew  best?"  At  last  a 
solution  of  the  mystery  was  hit  upon. — "  He  was  pur- 
shuing  'cm,  you  see,  and  just  to  make  the  villins  think 
that,  on  the  conthrary,  he  was  retrating,  he  buttoned  his 
coat  behind  him  !  " 

Of  the  anecdotes  and  jokes  told  of  the  Brigade  during 
their  extended  foreign  service  —  proofs  of  a  humour  and 
light-hcartedncss  which  even  exile  could  not  subdue  — 
(he  number  is  indeed  legion.  Gallic  vanity  forced  them 
often  into  the  attitude  of  censors,  and  scvcial  of  their 
repanees  are  excellent,  and  as  full  of  sense  as  they  were 
of  pleasantry.  Among  the  mass  of  these  is  one  that  has 
been  often  referred  to  other  sources,  —  when  a  French- 
man, claiming  fur  his  country  the  invention  of  all  the 
elegances,  named  among  other  things  a  ruffle,  and  Pat 
answered,  "We  improved  on  it  —  we  put  to  it  a  shirt." 

In  the  same  spirit,  but  less  known,  was  his  retort 
upon  a  shopkeeper  in  some  petty  town  where  he  was 
quartered.  The  place  had  rather  a  pretentious  gate,  and 
the  grocer,  dilating  on  its  grandeur,  and  asking  what  the 
Irish  would  say  if  they  possessed  it  —  "Faith,  they'd 
say,"  was  his  reply,  "  we 'II  kape  the  big  gate  shut,  or 
the  dirty  little  town  will  be  after  running  out  of  it." 
The  sarcasm,  however,  was  deeper  and  more  essentially 
Hibernian  when,  on  his  going  somewhere  to  dine,  after 
hearing  great  praises  of  French  cooker^-,  he  saw  a  pot  of 
soup  brought  in  with  a  bit  of  meat  floating  on  the  top  of 
vui,  II. —  i6  24I 
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upon  which  he  puUc<l  off  \\\%  coat,  and   being  aslcod' 


why  he  did 

for  that  little  bit  of 

Among  thi 
uf  the  most  amusing  was 
the   R^ent   Orleans,   in 
grand  masquerade  was 
class  affair;  tickets  wi 
the  rank  and  beauty  c. 
Regent,  and  a  costly  ai 
attractions  of  the  night 
proceeding,  one  of  the 
whispered  to  him,  "  It 
while  to  step  into  the 
Domino  there,  who  is  tne  most  c> 
ever  witnessed  ;  —  he  Is  a  prodigv 


re  I  am  going  to  have  a  swia' 

there," 

recorded  of  the    Brigade,  one, 

an  occurrence  in  the  time  of 

honour   of  whose    birthday  a 

in    Paris.      It  was  a  high- 

iblc  louis  d'or  each — all 

A'erc  assembled  round  the 

rious  supper  crowned  the 

list  the  enienainment  was 

c's    suite  approached    and 

h  your  Royal  Higbness's 

rooms  1  there  is  a  ydlow 

most  cMraordinan'   cormorant 

High) 


never  stop^  eating  and  drinking  ;  and  the  attendants  sav, 
moreover,  that  he  has  not  done  jo  for  some  hours."  His 
Royal  Highness  went  accordinglv  —  and  sure  enough 
there  was  the  yellow  Domino,  laying  about  him  as  de- 
scribed, and  swallouiiig  every  thing  as  ravenously  as  if  he 
had  onlv  iust  bfiiuri.  Raised  pies  fell  before  him  like 
garden  palings  before  a  field-piece  —  pheasants  and  quails 
seemed  to  ilv  down  his  throat  in  a  little  covev  —  the  wine 
he  drank  threatened  a  scarcitv,  whatever  mii^ht  be   the 


After  watchins:  him  for  some  time,  the  Duke  acknowl- 
edged he  was  a  wonder,  and  laughingly  left  the  room  , 
but  shortly  afterwards,  on  passing  through  another,  he 
saw  the  yellow  Domino  again,  and  as  actively  at  work 
as  evcr,^dev;!stating  the  dishes  everywhere,  and  emptv- 
in;;  the  champagne  bottles  as  rapidlv  as  thcv  were  brought 
to  bim.  Ferfecilv  amazed,  the  Duke  at  last  could  not 
restrain  his  curiositv,  "Who,"  he  asked,  "  is  that  insa- 
tiate iiiire  that  threatens  such  annihilation  to  all  the 
labours  of  our  cooks,"  "  Accordinolv,  one  of  the  suite 
was    dispatched    to    him.      "  His    Royal    Highness    the 
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Duke  of  Orleans  desires  the  yellow  Domino  to  unmask." 
But  the  Domino  be^cd  to  be  excused,  pleading  the 
privil^e  of  ma$({uerade.  "  There  is  a  higher  law,"  re- 
plied the  officer — "the  royal  order  must  be  obeyed." 
" Well,  then,"  answered  the  incognito,  "if  it  must  be 
•o,  it  must ; "  and  unmaskii^,  exhibited  the  ruddy  visage 
of  an  Irish  trooper. 

"  Why,  in  the  name  of  Polyphemus  ! "  exclaimed  the 
Regent  as  he  advanced  to  him,  "who  and  what  are 
you  ?  I  have  seen  you  eat  and  drink  enough  for  a 
dozen  men  at  least,  and  yet  you  seem  as  empty  as  ever." 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  trooper,  "since  the  saycret 
must  come  out,  plase  your  Royal  Highness,  1  am  one  of 
Clares'  Horse,  —  that 's  the  guard  of  honour  to>night, — 
and  when  our  men  was  ordered  out,  we  clubbed  our 
money  to  buy  a  ticket,  and  agreed  to  take  our  turn  at 
the  supper-table,  turn  and  turn  about." 

"  What ! "  exclaimed  the  Duke,  "  the  whole  troop 
coming  to  supper  ?  " 

^  Oh,  it 's  asy,  plase  your  Highness ;  sure  one  domino 
would  do  for  all  of  us,  if  ache  tuk  it  in  turn.  I  'm  only 
the  eighteenth  man,  and  there  's  twelve  more  of  us  to 

The  loud  laughter  of  the  jovial  Duke,  probably  the 
heartiest  he  had  had  for  a  long  time,  was  the  response  to 
this  explanation,  followed  by  a  louis  d'or  to  the  dragoon, 
and  a  promise  to  keep  his  "saycret,"  till  the  entire  troop 
had  supped. 

The  career  of  the  Irish  Brigade  closed  with  the  ap- 
proach of  the  French  Revolution  —  and  fortunately  for 
them,  no  doubt-,  since,  had  they  remained  in  France, 
there  is  little  question  they  would  have  maintained  their 
loyally,  and  been  massacred  like  the  Swiss.  But  before 
they  were  broken  up,  ihey  were  addressed  by  che  king 
in  person,  who,  thanking  them  with  much  emotion  for 
their  devotion  to  the  house  of  Buurhnn,  which  they  had 
displayed  throughout  a  century,  presented  them  with  a 
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banner  in  which  the  shamrock  aiid  flcuf  de  lis  were  inter- 
woven, wkh  a  laudatory  motto.  There  was  some  ground 
for  the  king's  emotion,  if  the  historians  of  (be  Urigade 
are  at  all  to  be  relied  on  —  that  in  the  course  oi  the  cen- 
tury upwards  of  450,000  Irishmen  had  died  in  the  ranks 
of  France.  What  an  army  lost  to  England  —  what  a 
comment  on  the  Penal  C 


OUTLAWS  AND   EXILES 

IRELAND  has  had  her  outlaws,  civil  and  political, 
almost  as  numerously  as  her  exiles.  They  were,  in 
the  first  insuncc,  her  patriots,  who  retreated  to  their 
wilds  and  fastnesses  in  order  to  sustain  the  national  free- 
dom. Ordinarily  the  history  of  such  people  has  more 
romance  in  it  than  crime.  They  may  be  called  outlaws 
by  their  invaders,  and  they  may  make  invasion  rather 
troublesome,  but  our  sympathies  are  likely  rather  to  go 
with  them  than  against  them,  —  as  in  English  history, 
for  instance,  we  side  with  the  Webh  who  took  to  their 
hills,  rather  than  with  the  Saxons  who  dispossessed  them, 
and  —  when  the  rule  of  the  latter  was  overthrown  — 
rather  with  the  Saxon  that  succumbed  and  sufTcred,  than 
with  the  Norman  that  oppressed. 

Our  repugnance  has  only  arisen  when  such  men  have 
at  length  been  tempted  to  forget  the  general  good  in  the 
indulgence  of  their  own — when,  in  their  refusal  to 
submit  to  new  laws,  they  have  at  length  failed  to  respect 
the  oldest  —  till,  all  authority  being  at  an  end,  all  order 
has  expired  with  it,  or,  on  being  re-established  in  some 
individual  witt,  that  will  became  released  from  all  moral 
obligations.  Some  exceptions  to  the  rule  of  the  latter 
are,  of  course,  to  he  adduced,  as  in  the  case  of  Robin 
Hood,  whose  merry  life  in  Sherwood  forest,  however 
insubordinate,  was  tempered  with  so  much  generosity 
and  gaiety,  that  its  character  will  always  appear  to  us 
much  more  romantic  than  really  criminal. 

Of  the  patriot  class  of  Irish  outlaws,  the  victorious 
O'Neil,  known  in  English  annals  as  Tyrone,  is  one  of 
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the  earliest  and  most  memorable  —  the  ingenuity  ind 
skilfulness  of  the  resources  he  adopted  being  not  lets 
remarkable  than  the  courageous  spirit  that  susained 
them.  As  time,  however,  advances,  a  losver  type  suc- 
ceeds. We  have  the  robber  pur  tt  simflt^  as  in  the  caae 
of  "Ned  of  the  Hill,"  but  who  still  contrived  to  mingle 
i-ith  his   predatorj-  doings. 


some  little  romantic  el 
He  was  an  accomplisl: 
intrepid  captain — coi 
sword,  and  was  quite  a. 
sex  as  to  the  coarser. 

Less  graceful,  but  no 
remembered  Charley  De 
Irish  title  of  Cab'tr  na  i 
He  was  a  Queen's  Coum 
lieve,  still  points  to  his  gi 


;tinguished 

property,  making  constant 

mcnts,  and  carrying  off  thi 

dragged  awav  by  their  tail; 

giant,  in  order  to  avoid  their  bci 

f  recounted  of  his  cli 


in,  as  well  as  a  highjj 
lis  tongue  as  well  as  hb 
us,  it  appears,  to  the  fairv 

ivemurous,  was  the  long- 
,  better  known  under  hii 
ir  Charley  of  the  Horses, 

lero,  where  tradition,  I    be- 
ing the  hills,  and    was 


robber  of  cattle  than  of  ordir 

the  English  scttle- 
'hich,  it  is  said,  he 
nner  of  the  classic 


ngt 


icked.      Nui 


■ell  as  bold- 
ness, and  in  the  sale  of  his  stolen  merchandise,  as  well 
as  in  its  sci/.urc.  On  one  occasion,  it  is  said,  a  pur- 
chaser asked  him  to  be  candid.  "  Is  it  a  good  horse 
you  are  selling  me  .'  "  "  For  what  do  vou  want  him  ?  " 
was  the  answer,  "  To  send  to  England."  '•  Oh,  he  'II 
do  for  that  ;  he  's  a  good  horse  for  exportation  ;  he  "s 
very  well  at  sea,  if  he  is  n't  wonh  much  upon  land." 

At  some  interval  of  time  succeeded  the  "  Claude 
Duval  "  school  of  outlaws  —  the  gentlemanly  highway- 
men, who  elevated  robberv  almost  into  a  refinement, 
and  of  whom  the  great  examplcr  was  the  famous  Red- 
mond O'Hanlon.  His  exactions  were  all  levied  wiih 
as  much  courtesy  on  the  men,  as  thcv  were  marked  bv 
a  fine  air  of  gallantry'  towards  the  ladies.  His  example 
became  infectious  —  others  assumed  his  courtly  manncrE^ 
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and  one  even  had  the  audacity  to  make  use  of  hii  name. 
Whereupon,  jealous  of  a  fame  which  had  made  his  career 
■o  exceptional,  he  di^uiscd  himself  and  contrived  to 
fall  in  with  his  presumptuous  counterfeit,  —  and  when 
politely  asked  for  his  purse  in  the  name  of  Redmond 
O'Hanlon,  he  with  equal  grace,  demurring  to  being 
inllaged  by  himself,  speedily  disarmed  the  pretender  and 
carried  him  off  to  the  neighbouring  town,  where,  by 
means  of  his  emissaries,  he  gave  him  up  to  Justice. 

The  disbanding  of  James  the  Second's  army  led  to 
the  next  phase  of  outlaw  life,  when  the  bener  portion 
of  those  soldiers  having  enrolled  themselves  in  foreign 
service,  the  dregs  remained  behind,  and  formed  the  worst 
kind  of  marauders,  under  the  title  of  Rapparees.  The 
derivation  of  their  name  is  uncertain,  though  it  is  com- 
monly connected  with  their  principal  implement — a  pike; 
but  no  doubt  lingers  as  to  their  character,  the  viciousness 
of  which  had  acquired  a  tinge  of  ferocity  from  their 
military  experience.  These  were  succeeded  in  the  next 
century  by  bands  of  political  offenders,  — the  "White- 
boys  "  and  "  Peep  o'  Day  Boys,"  —  who  rose  j^ainu 
the  Penal  Code,  or  in  hostility  to  a  rival  communion. 
These  men  were  not  robbers  in  the  ordinary  sense  of 
the  term ;  but  they  were  outlaws,  nevertheless,  and  in 
many  cases  suffered  the  cxtremest  penalties  of  the  law. 

The  ludicrous,  however,  in  their  instance,  as  in  that 
of  grander  culprits,  was  often  mingled  with  a  gloomy 
fate  and  a  stern  display  of  justice.  A  White-boy,  who 
was  a  blacksmith,  and  who  was  condemned  to  iranspor- 
tation  for  life,  excited  powerful  sympathy  on  the  score 
of  his  professional  merits.  He  lived  in  a  huntingcounty 
where  his  aid  was  thought  so  valuable,  that  an  application 
was  made  to  the  judge  in  order  that  his  sentence  might  he 
mitigated.  "  He  is  the  only  man,  your  honour,"  said  the 
influential  deputaiiun,  "  who  can  shoe  a  horse  for  miles 
about  us,"  "  Impossible,  gentlemen,"  replied  the  Rha- 
damanthus)  "an  example  must  be  made."  "Verytme," 
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observed  the  applicants  i  "but,  you  sec,  wc  have  only 
got  one  blacksmith,  whilst  wc  have  a  crowd  uf  idw 
weaver*.      Could  not  you  take  one  of  the  weavers  .'  " 

The  Rapparees,  as  i  have  said,  were  tbc  worst  ma- 
rauders Ireland  has  produced.  Disbanded  soldiers  of 
the  lowest  class,  they  united  to  their  vices  sufHciem  order 


to  enable   them    to  rob   o-. 

extensive  scale,  and,  tiU 

they  were  dispersed  by  rq 

troops,  they  coiHrivcd  to 

lay  the  country  under  pret 

neral  coniributioii.      Slill 

it  must  be  owned  that,  u 

1  their  villanv,  these    fc!- 

lows  had  a  spice  of  humou. 

ich,  if  it  did  no  credit  lo 

its  nationality,  unmistaka 

aclaimed  it. 

One  of  them,  arrested  i 

ighway  robbery,  on  beii^ 

brought  before  a  magistrati 

scrted  that  he  was  more 

entitled  to  be  pitied  than  to  be 

lunished. 

"  Pitied  !  "   exclaimed  the  jii 

ticc,  whilst  his  cvebrows 

arched  with  more  than  ordiiiarv 

wonder  and  contempt  — 

'■'■  aJid  on  what  account,  prav  : 

"  Sure,  on  account  of  my  m 

sfortune." 

"  Your    misfortune,    indeed 

What,    that    we    have 

caught  vou,   I   suppose?" 

"Oh,  the  jintleman    that's 

brought   mc  here  knows 

my  misfortune  well  enough." 

But    the  gentleman   was  as 

astonished  as  the  magis- 

irate  himself,  and  as    incapable 

of  guessing  the  culprit's 

»  You  will  own,  I  suppose,"  said  his  worship,  "  that 
you  stopped  this  gentleman  on  the  hichwav  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes!      I  did  that  same." 

"  And  that  vou  took    from  him  liftv  pounds  in    Bank 
of  Wexford  bills  ?" 

"  .^nd  there  vour  honour's  riaht  again." 

"Well,  then,  vou    perplexing  vagabond,  what   do  vou 
mean  bv  vour  misfortinie  ?  " 

"Sure,  I    mean  that  the  money  was  n't  in   mv  pocket 
above  a  week,  when  the   dirtv   bank    stopped    pavment, 
and    I   was  robbed   of  evcrv   shillin'." 
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THE  Irish  have  achieved  a  great  celebrity  in  the 
maner  of  bulls  and  blunders.  By  the  uninitiated 
these  are  terms  which  are  constantly  confounded,  but 
when  they  arc  looked  into,  it  will  be  seen  there  is  the 
greatest  difference  between  ihcm.  Blundering  arises 
from  stupidity,  and  the  stupid  are  a  race  who  are  found 
all  over  the  worid ;  but  the  bull  —  a  peculiarity  that  be- 
longs exclusively  to  Ireland  —  is  always  connected  with 
thought,  and  originates  in  the  imaginative  power  of  its 
people.  It  is  not  at  all  a  dull  absurdity  which  no  one 
can  comprehend  —  it  is  always  comprehensible,  even 
when  it  is  most  confused.  It  proceeds,  not  from  the 
want,  but  the  superabundance  of  ideas,  which  crowd  on 
each  other  so  fast  in  an  Irishman's  pericranium,  that 
they  get  jammed  together,  so  to  speak,  in  the  doorway 
of  his  speech,  and  can  only  tumble  out  in  their  ordinary 
disorder. 

Confusion  may  indeed  be  called  a  national  character- 
istic. It  pervades  all  Irish  history.  If  the  stream  of 
the  latter  in  early  days  has  its  gleams  of  bright  tranquil- 
lity, sorely  troubled  does  it  become  as  it  descends  the 
steeps  of  Time,  till,  as  it  flows  on  in  later  ages,  it 
encounters  obstructions  political  and  religious,  which 
give  it  a  turmoil  and  perplexity  that  we  cannot  survey 
without  deploring.  As  with  the  affairs  of  unhappy 
Ireland,  so  has  it  ever  been  with  its  peasantry.  Public 
and  social  disorders  have  communicated  a  jar  to  the 
brains  of  Pat ;  and  if  he  can  be  accused  now  and  then 
of  being  a  little  erratic  in  his  sayings  and  doings,  he 
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can  at  least  console  himself  by  pointing  to  a  long  his- 
torical authority.  He  may  say — "Arrah!  now,  why 
would  n't  I  be  confused  ?  Was  n't  all  of  us  confused, 
and  from  the  airliest  times,  and  is  n't  a  man  to  be 
consistent  ?  Would  you  have  him  turn  his  coat  when 
scarcely  a  rag  of  it  is  left  hi 


A  good  example  of  a  *"'!'  ' 
the  two  Irishmen  who, 
other,  crossed  the  street 
irig  their  error  —  "1  b 
"Oh,  don't  mention  . 
mutual  mistake  i  you  s 
you  thought  it  was  xa<. 
of  us." 


»y  be  cited  in  the  case  of 
g  that  they  knew  each 
;c  hands.  On  discover- 
paidon,"  cried  the  one. 
i  the  other.  "  It  's  a 
lought  It  was  you,  and 
ifter  all,  it   was    aeitber 


A  good  pendant  to  this  .„        I  of  two  friends  who  met 

nd  referred  to  the  illness  of  a  third. 
"  Poor  Michael  Ho-an  '    'Faith,  I  'm  afraid  he  's  going 


'  And  why  < 


mid  he  die 


"Oh,  he's  got  so  thin.  You're  thin  enough,  and 
'm  thin  —  but,  bv  mv  sowl,  Michael  Hopn  is  thinner 
ban  both  of  us  put  together." 

A  bull   is  sometimes   produced  bv  the  false  use  of  a 


■ord,  as  in  [he  case  of  ; 

?nce  at  a  police  office. 
"  What  is  [his  man's  offeni 
»  He  was  disorderly,  vour  * 

iilht." 


.■atchrr 


in  giv 


irshtp,  in  the  s[rates,  last 
ling  before  vou  took  him 


"  And  did  you  give  I 
into  custody  ?  " 

"  I  did,  vour  worship.  I  said  to  him  — '  Disparsc' '  " 
Again,  a  bull  may  be  occasioiu-d  by  a  confusion  of 
identities  —  as  when  it  was  said  of  an  uizlv  man,  that  he 
was  handsome  when  an  infant,  bu[  he  was  unluckily 
chanced  a[  nurse  ;  or  as  it  was  ^ho\vn  in  the  fen-our  of 
a  -irl",  who,  Ai-'-Wmz  her  lover's  niini:injrc,  and  he  (ear- 
ing it  migK[   l',4ii  [D  a  ilis.in trv  — '"  Oh,  ii   needn't," 
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she  exclaimed ;  "  I  'U  tell  the  painter  not  to  make  it 
like  you." 

And,  again,  a  bull  may  be  owing  to  a  limited  amount 
of  knowledge  —  as  in  the  case  of  an  old  woman  going 
to  the  chandler's  for  a  farthing  candle,  and  being  told  it 
was  raised  to  a  halfpenny  on  account  of  the  Russian 
war  —  "Bad  luck  to  them!"  she  exclaimed,  "  and  do 
they  fight  by  candlelight  f " 

Apart,  however,  from  all  of  these,  the  ordinary  say- 
ings of  the  Irish  have  an  imaginative  quality  which  is 
just  as  characteristic,  and  not  at  all  confusing.  As,  for 
instance,  when  they  say  of  a  man  who  is  irretrievably 
ruined  —  "  Saltpetre  would  n't  save  him,  and  that  is  a 
strong  pickle ; "  or  when  they  would  advise  another  to 
avoid  arrest  —  "Be  off  whilst  your  shoes  are  good  \ "  or, 
as  they  delicately  say  of  an  elderly  lady  whose  number 
of  years  they  forbear  to  mention  —  *'  A  kitten  of  her 
age  would  n't  play  with  a  cork." 

And  apart  from  all  of  these,  ^ain,  is  the  genuine 
humour  of  the  Irish,  which  has  nothing  of  the  bull  in 
it  whatever,  but,  on  the  contrary,  the  clearest  notions, 
and  very  often  the  shrewdest  sense.  I  will  only  cite 
a  couple  of  instances,  which  will  not  be  the  less  welcome 
if  they  happen  to  have  been  heard  before. 

A  gentleman  seeing  an  Irishman  staggering  home- 
wards from  a  fair,  and  observing  to  him,  "Ah,  Darby, 
I  'm  afraid  you  '11  find  the  road  you  're  going  is  rather  a 
longer  one  than  you  think."  —  "  Sure,  your  honour,"  he 
replied, "  it 's  not  the  length  of  the  road  I  care  about,  it 's 
the  hrfadlh  of  it  is  dcstroyin'  me." 

And  again  :  —  In  the  Bog  of  Aughrtm,  in  the  last 
century,  plenty  uf  gun-barrels  used  to  be  found  as  a 
memento  of  lis  great  battle,  and  there  was  a  blacksmith 
who  dug  them  up  in  order  tu  make  use  of  their  material. 
On  one  occasion  one  of  ihem  exploded  in  his  furnace, 
when  he  exclaimed, "  Bad  luck  to  your  love  of  munher ! 
Is  n't  the  battle  of  Aughrim  out  of  you  yet  ?  " 
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ST.   PATRICK    AND   THE   SARPENT 

A  GUI]  TORY 

N  a   lovely   day  in  tr,   when    the    delightful 

Lakes   of   Kitlarne  ;  pulling  forth   all    their 

attractiong,  a  party  of  vis'  ad  been  enjoying  them, 

now  in  sailing  over  their  il  waters,  now  in  gazing 

at  their  silvery  waterfalls,.  i  listening  to  their  pleas- 
ing echoes,  when  thev  weic  ruck  with  the  perturbed 
appearance  of  a  well-known  little  lake,  which  presented 
such  a  contrast  to  the  general  calmness  of  the  group. 
"  Oh,  sure  !  "  exclaimcil  the  guide,  "  the  wather  's  always 
disturbed  in  that  wav  ;  biliiig  over  like  a  kettle  a'most." 
"And  what's  the  reason?"  they  inquired.  "'Faith, 
then,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  there  's  rayson  enough  and 
to  spare  :  it  'a  all  owing  to  the  Sarpcnt !  "  "  The  Ser- 
pent !  "  they  exclaimed.  *'The  Sarpent  that  St.  Patrick 
rowled  into  the  Lake  centuries  ago,  and  bevant  that,  and 
that  has  been  ir\  in'  ever  since  to  twist  himself  back  to 
land  again."  'Lhc  whole  party  were  of  course  in  igno- 
rance of  any  such  bewildering  event.  "  Oh,  it  's  the 
truth  that  1  am  telling  ye  ;  the  Sarpent  's  in  a  box,  you 
see,  and  he  's  trvin'  to  get  out  of  it,  and  it 's  his  flappin' 
of  the  lid  which  kapes  the  wather  in  such  a  flutther." 
Lxcitemeni  wa^  at  its  height,  and  their  cicerone  was  re- 
quested to  oblisie  them  with  the  particulars, 

"  Well,  then,  you  all  know,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that 
it  was  St.  Patrick  that  druv  the  sarpents  and  venomous 
bastes  out  ot  Ireland,  and  made  it  what  it  is — the  swat- 
est  jewel  of  the  world  to  live  in.  Well,  there  was  one 
sarpc;ii,  I  mus(  tell  you,  that  was  too  strong  to  be  druv 
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out,  and  beyant  that,  fou  must  know,  was  a  moit  on- 
raisonable  baste  besides  —  for  he  would  n't  listen  to  the 
hapc  of  argyments  St.  Patrick  was  discoorsing  to  him, 
when  be  towld  him  to  get  out  o'  that,  and  be  olF  to 
Botany  Bay.  *  Oh,  bathershin  !  *  says  the  Sarpent ;  *  is  it 
an  Absentee  you  want  to  make  of  me  f  I  love  the 
country  too  well  to  lave  it  ^  it 's  my  native  mud,  and 
1  'II  have  no  other.' 

"  *  Oh,  very  well,  then,'  says  the  Saint  [  '  if  them  *s 
the  pathriotic  sentiments  that  inspires  your  venomous 
breast,  I  must  make  a  nice  bouse  for  you  to  live  in.* 
And  so  the  Saint  set  to  work,  you  see,  and  made  a  big 
iron  chist,  with  as  many  locks  and  ban  on  it  as  they  say 
they  've  got  at  Newgate,  and  then  went  to  the  cave 
where  the  Sarpent  hved  in  retirement,  and  began  to 
whistle  for  him,  and  coax  him  out  just  to  look  at  the 
house  he  had  made  for  him.  But  the  Sarpent,  you  sec, 
was  cunning,  like  the  first  one  of  his  breed  —  he  'd  got  a 
notion  that  St.  Patrick  would  n't  be  the  asiest  of  land- 
lords —  so  says  he,  *  I  thank  your  riverence  mightily  for 
all  the  thrubble  you  have  been  takin',but  I  'd  rather  stop 
where  I  am.'  'Oh,  just  come  out  now,  and  see  the 
house  — thai  won't  hun  you,'  says  St.  Patrick ;  <  and  if 
you  don't  like  it,  you  can  lave  it.' 

^  Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  baste  did  come 
out  at  last  -,  but  he  did  n't  like  the  look  of  the  box  ai  all, 
and  began  to  find  all  sorts  of  faults  with  it.  *  It 's  too 
small  for  me,'  says  hc^  *  axing  your  rivcrence's  pardon, 
that 's  a  house  that  would  n't  howld  me.'  *  I  '11  lay  a 
gallon  o'  porther,'  says  St.  Patrick,  *  the  house  is  big 
enough  for  two  of  ye.'  Now,  the  Sarpent  was  a  dry 
baste  —  he  wasn't  a  wo/rr-snake  at  all, —  and  he  was 
uncommon  fond  o'  porther,  and  he  thought — the  cun- 
ning villain  —  that  he  'd  play  the  Saint  a  crick,  and  chate 
him  clanc  out  of  the  liquor.  So  in  he  rowls  himself 
into  the  box,  and,  just  tu  show  it  would  n't  howld  him, 
he  swells  himself  out  for  all  the  world  like  an  alderman 
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who  was  swzllerin'  his  third  bottle  at  a  Dublin  dinner, 
and  be  token  of  that  what  does  he  du  but,  moreover,  lave 
half  of  his  long  lail  hanging  out. 

" '  Look  there,  now,'  says  the  Sxrpent  — '  you  see  I 
can't  get  in.  You  'vc  lost  the  bet,  your  rivcrence,'  But 
what  does  the  Saint  do  but  suddenly  clap  down  the  lid 
of  the  box  on  him,  when  ,vhips  in  his  tail  for  fear 
*t  would  be  cut  off,  and  s<  ;>acked   into  the  chist  as 

tight  as  a  hundredweight  i  ter.     '  There  now,'  says 

St.  Patrick, '  I  've  won  the  ro\x  see.'     '  Then  let  me 

out,'  says  the  Sarpcnt,  '  an<  1  pay  you  like  a  gentle- 

man/    '  Oh,  I  -m  in  no  says  St.  Patrick.     '  You 

shall  pay  me  when  I  ax  ;  it,  and  thai  won't  be  for 

a  day  or  two ; '  and  so  h^  the  box  down  the  hill, 

and  then  pitches  it  into  the  lake,  where  it  has  been  lying 
iver  since;  and  the  villain,  day  and  night,  has  been  tn-- 
ing  to  get  it  open,  ~  but  as  the  lid,  you  sec,  is  too  heavy 
for  him,  he  kapcs  it  flappin'  without  ceasin',  and  that  's 
the  rayson  chat  the  wather  is  always  in  such  a  flutther." 


A 


THE   DUBLIN    FISHWOMAN 

THE  Dublin  fishwoman  is  a  character.  It  has  been 
considered  one  of  the  features  of  the  lower  order 
of  the  Irish  that  they  are  not  fond  of  money,  but  if  asking 
three  times  the  value  of  what  they  may  have  got  to  seU 
were  considered  a  proof  to  the  contrary,  I  am  afraid  the 
practice  of  the  iishwomen  would  not  tend  to  my  country's 
credit.  The  fair  ones  of  this  class,  too,  always  like  to 
moisten  their  mouths  before  they  commence  negotiations, 
declaring  ^^  that  a  drop  in  rayson  "  can  do  no  one  any 
harm. 

Elarly  in  the  day  Judy  is  heard  in  the  streets  crying, 
^^  Haddick,  fine  haddick  I "  Mrs.  Farrell,  a  worthy 
housekeeper,  hurries  to  the  door  and  calls  to  her.  Judy 
pauses  and  looks  round.  ^  Ah,  is  it  you,  Mrs.  Farrell  ? 
Long  life  to  you,  ma'am,  but  it 's  glad  I  am  to  see  you. 
I  hope  you  're  going  to  buy  a  power  of  me  to-day,  for 
my  heart  's  broke  a'most,  carrying  this  sieve  of  mine  so 
far.  Oh,  musha  !  but  I  'm  thirsty."  The  lady  pities 
her,  and  says,  "  Well,  you  shall  have  a  drink,  Judy." 
"  Oh,  long  life  to  you,  ma'am  ! "  Mrs.  Farrell  then 
despatches  her  servant  girl  for  a  glass  of  water.  Judy 
sees  it,  and  exclaims,  **Wathcr!  oh,  Mrs.  Farrell,  sure 
you  would  n't  put  me  ofF  with  wather  —  I  don't  like 
wather  in  my  shoes,  ma'am,  and  myself  is  made  of  better 
leather  —  the  laste  taste  of  whisky,  if  you  plase,  ma'am 
—  whisky,  if  you  've  a  Christian  sowl  in  you." 

The  whisky  is  at  length  sent  for,  but  only  for  the 
purpose  of  being  diluted,  which  when  Judy  detects,  the 
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exclaims,  **  Oh,  if  you  plasc,  ma'am,  don'i  put  wather  to 
it  —  the  whisky  never  harms  me,  but  the  wather  tossi- 
cates  me  sadly — just  one  glass,  if  you  plase,  ma'am  i 
it 's  as  good  as  five  years'  life  to  me."  Mrs.  Farretl, 
forced  to  consent,  but  anxious  as  much  as  possible  to 
minimise  the  evil,  then  sends  for  a  small  liqueur  glass, 
hoping  that  the  elegance  of  >rm  may  reconcile   her 

friend  to  the  modesty  of 
Judy,"  she  observes,  filling  i 
"  that  is  a  very  old  glass  — 
for  upwards  of  fony  years." 
plies.  "'Pon  my  word,  t\ 
little  of  its  age  !  Your  hca 
you ! " 

"And    now,   Judy,    I    wani 
"Well,  and   there  's  a  beauty,  ma'am  ;   it  's  enough   to 
look  at,  not  to  ate.      Oh,  it  's  a  fine  fish."      "  Well,  and 


■'  There, 


dimensions, 
inute  vessel  to  its  brim, 
has  been  in  my  family 
'orty  years  !  "  Judy  re- 
Mrs.  Farrell,  it 's  very 
na'am,  and  long  life  to 

:   a   haddock    from    you." 


what  do 


isk  for  i 


t  at  all  ; 


and  blowin'  as  it  is  ?  "  ' 
for  it  ?  "  "  So  the  fish  was 
"What  do  you  ask  for 
m,  as  you 


"The  fish  was  scarce  i 
er  is  so  hard,  vou  see,  thev 
,  and  small  blame  to  'em  for 
out  that  could  help  it,  cowld 
'  \  cs,  but  what  do  vou  want 
scarcethismornin'  — and  — ■• 
it?  I  can't  wait."  "Well, 
customer,  you  shall  have  it  for 
three  shillings."  "  Three  shillings  !  "  "  If  you  plase, 
ma'am,"  "  Take  away  your  fish,  Judy  ;  it  is  quite  out 
of  the  question."  "  Well,  say  half  a  crown."  "  Take 
it  away  ;  I  can't  think  of  it."  "  Well,  two  shillings." 
"  Take  it  away,  I  say."  "  Oh  dear,  ma'am,  will  you 
give  me  nothin'  for  it  ?  If  you  see  how  scarce  the  fish 
is  in  the  market !  Well,  then,  what  will  you  give 
me,  ma'am  ?  "  "  A  shilling."  "  Oh  !  it  's  not  mine  for 
the  money  —  say  eighteenpence."  "A  shilling."  "I 
could  n't  'do    it    if  I    was    to  stale  'em,  ma'am?'      "  A 


Mrs.  Farrell,  being  a  decided 
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close  the  door,  when  Judy  vehemently  exclaims,  **  On 
the  vutue  of  my  oath,  ma'am,  I  paid  firtecn  Tor  it  my- 
self—  well,  I  suppose  you  must  have  it,  for  1  'm  tired 
of  carrying  such  a  load  of  'cm."  "  Why,  you  'vc  just 
said  they  were  scarce  in  the  market."  "So  they  wor, 
ma'am  —  when  I  boughc  'em  —  but  won't  you  let  me 
have  anythin's  for  the  inthercst  o'  my  money  ?  Well, 
Mrs.  Farrell,  you  must  take  it  — they  '11  only  sp«l  If  I 
kape  'em  —  fish  and  famalc  beauty,  as  you  know,  ma'am, 
is  perishable  commodities,  —  here  it 's  for  you."  **  No 
—  that's  not  the  same  lish."  "Oh,  munher !  must 
you  have  it  for  a  third  of  the  price,  and  the  pick  of  the 
sieve  in  the  bargain  ?  Well,  there  it 's  for  you."  "  And 
there  's  the  shilling ;  and  now  will  you  tell  me,  Judy, 
one  thing,  —  why  do  you  lose  so  much  of  your  time  tn 
asking  so  much  more  than  you  arc  always  ready  to 
take  ?  "  "  Lose  my  time,  indeed  !  —  Faix,  I  lose  more 
than  my  time,  ma'am :  I  lose  five  hundred  a  year,  at 
laste,  by  not  getting  what  I  ax." 


PADDY   A^ 


HE   BEAR 


"^HE  negroes  of  Am 
the  Irish.  The  ca 
be  difficult  to  sajr,  unless 
blacks  were  not  only  sti 
though  be  could  excuse  1. 
was  s    '     " 


THE  negroes  of  Am  ^rc  never  favourites  of 

the  Irish.      The  ca  he  repugn  an  c< 

that  Pat  had  heard  ibe 

particularty  lazy ;  and 

in  Ireland,  where  there 

little  incentive  to  wors,  ne  thought  it  a  crime  in 

where   labour  w'a>  su  well  [i.iiJ.      An  jtiiusing 

■f  this  dislike,  that  plunged  him  into  a  predica- 

of  which  all  his  courage  was  required  to  de- 

,   is    rclalcd    of  an   Irish    emigrant    who    went 

to    join    his    tamilv,  aiid   on    reaching    their 

[uiring   for  his  brother,  was  told   he  was 

work,  near  some  blacks  who  belonged 

ini;  plantation. 

IV  lo  him  he  entered  a  wood  where  his 
ittractcd  by  a  hucc  black  bear,  stretched 
ts  agreeable  shade,  to  which  he  had  wisely 
ape  the  glare  ot  the  sun,  Paddy's  eves 
were  no  sooner  fixed  on  him  than  all  his  antipathy  was 
roused.  "  There  "s  one  of  'cm,"  he  exclaimed  —  "  one 
of  them  la/y  blacks,  and  just  as  I  h'ard  say  of  'cm. 
Oh,  the  idle  vagahone,  skulking  away  fron»  his  day's 
work,  and  lying  down  here  at  his  aise,  when  he  ought 
to  be  'arning  his  bread  like  the  honest  bovs  about  him." 
Upon  which,  walking  up  to  the  offender,  whose  back 
was  turned  towards  him,  he  gave  him  a  hearty  kick, 
accompanying  it  with  the  popular  injunction  —  "  Get 
out  of  that,  you   blackguard  !  "       The  bear  rolling  over 


southward  to 
localitv  and  i 
in  the  fields 
to  a  neiuhboi 
On  Pat's  ■ 
attention  was 
at  his  leiigth  ii 
retreated  to  e 
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and  rising  slowly  with  a  growl,  Pat's  description  of  what 
followed  must  be  given  in  his  own  words :  — 

"  Well,  as  I  *m  a  man,  sir,  he  was  one  of  the  ugliest 
villins  moTtial  eyes  was  ever  clapped  on.  He  had  a  head 
more  like  a  pig,  and  he  was  as  hairy  as  a  spannel.  You 
might  have  cut  him  up  into  door-mats,  and  sowld  him 
at  a  fine  profit.  Well,  when  the  v^abone  turned  round, 
he  was  scanly  able  to  sit  up  —  whether  he  had  n't  Umt 
it  among  other  matters  of  his  n^lcctcd  edication,  I 
could  n't  tell,  of  coorsc  —  but  then  be  began  to  grin 
and  growl  at  me.  '  Howld  your  prate,'  says  I, '  I  don't 
understhand  your  diny  langu^e ;  but  jist  get  up  now, 
and  go  on  before  me,  and  show  me  where  my  brother 
Micic  is.'  With  that,  instead  of  doing  what  be  was 
bid,  the  vagabone  kero  up  to  me  as  if  he  was  going  to 
wrastle. 

"  *  Don't  dare  lay  hands  on  me,'  says  I,  *  you  ilt-look- 
ing  thief  of  the  world !  kape  ofF  now,  kape  off —  and  faix, 
when  I  come  to  look  at  you,  it 's  little  you  trouble  the 
barber  any  how.  Kape  olF,  I  say.  You  won't  i  —  Oh, 
well,  if  you  're  for  a  wrastle,  here 's  at  you,  ray  black 
jewel!  Hillo  —  murtber!  what  a  squaze!  Let  me 
get  a  grip  o'  you,  you  villin  !  Where  's  your  waist- 
band ?  —  tare  and  agers  !  who 's  your  tailor  ?  I  want 
to  know.  Whoop  !  by  the  powers,  you  've  nothing  on 
you,  I  believe,  you  hairy  brute  !  —  don't  squazc  me  so 
till  I  get  a  grip  o'  you  somewhere !  Ow  !  murthcr, 
then  —  don't  choke  me!  Is  it  killing  me  you  arc? 
If  you  don't  let  me  go  I  *11  do  for  you,  I  '11  sarch  for 
my  knife,  you  villin  —  you  know  you're  not  wrastlin' 
fair  now.  Tare  and  ouns  !  do  you  mane  to  choke  me  f 
Here's  my  knife  out  —  and  you  'II  have  it  if  you  squaze 
me  so  again.'  And  as  the  murtherin'  blackguard  was 
persistin',  and  my  last  breath  was  going  out  of  me, 
sure  enough  I  was  as  good  as  my  word  —  and  there 
was  an  end  to  all  his  squazing. 

**  Down  be  tumbled  on  the  ground,  and  lay  rowled 
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up  all  of  3.  hape,  mighty  like  a  feather  bed  that  's  been  | 
well  punched  before  they  make  it.  '  Oh,  v 
says  I  —  'I  have  n't  hurt  you  much,  I  hope,  now.' 
Upon  which  he  gives  a  grunt.  '  Oh,  don't  say  that,* 
says  I,  '  I  did  n't  mane  to  harm  you  —  on'y  to  oncon- 
vanience  you  a  little.'—  And  then  he  grunts  ag'in.  '  I 
have  n't  killed  you,  hav  ays  I  ;  '  if  you  're  a  dead 

man,  only  spake  out ; '  only  rowled  over  with  a 

growl.     *  Oh,  bad    luck  r!*   says   I;   'but   you'll 

forgive  me  before  you  (  n'l  bear  malice,  if  you  're 

going — just   give  me  of  your  hand;    sure,  you 

give  it  tight   enough  y  ~  you  squazcd  me  as  if 

you  loved  me.'     But,  i  j  \  there  was  no  use  talk- 

ing ;  out  he  stratched  a^  s  a  crutch,  and  as  deaf  as 

a  load  of  granite, 

"So  off  I  ran  to  Mick  —  and  sorrowful  enough,  as 
you  mav  suppose,  whfn  the  first  word  I  had  to  tell  him 
was  to  sav  I  had  commilted  niurihcr.      '  Mick,'  savs  I  ; 


'how  are 

vou  ?      I    have  come  to  deliver 

mvself  up  to 

justice." 

''What  do  vou  mane  bv  that  ? ' 

savs    he.      '  I 

killed  on, 

i  o'  vour  blacks,'  savs  I.      '  Tan 

?  and  ouns  !  ' 

says  he,  ' 

that's  worse  than   murthcr  hcrei 

ibouts  —  he  's 

worth  on< 

;  thousand  dollars  at  laste,  and  his  master  will  sue 

you  for  e 

very  shillin'  of  the  moucv  ;  but  n 

lavbc  he  ain't 

dead  yet. 

for  the  nagers  take  a  dale  of  kilH 

nV      And  we 

ran  back 

to  the  wood,  when  all   of  a  sudde 

n  Mick   pulls 

up.     'H. 

jwld  on  a  bit,'  savs   he,  'howld   < 

in  ;  there  's   a 

big  villin 

of  a  bear  we  are  all  afraid  of,  in 

these  bushes. 

He  robs  1 

us  of  all  our  pigs,  and  docs  n't  c; 

ire  about  our 

shots.      He  must  have  as  many  bullets  in  h 

is  hide  as  any 

soger  in  his  cart  ridge-box.' 

">Oh, 

,  never  mind  the  bear,'  savs  I  — ' 

let  's  look  to 

the  poor 

nager.'      And  at  last  1  sees   him. 

and  runs  up 

to    him. 

'  There  's    the    black,'    savs    M 

ick.      '  Whv, 

Larry,  don't  you   know  your  spacies  better  ?      It  's   the 

bear   that    you  've   been    killin'  ;    it  's    not    a    murtherer 

that   you  are,  darlin'  —  but  a   public  benefactor.'      And 
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with  that  be  gave  me  a  hug  himself^  that  almost  choked 
me  over  agin,  '  Why,'  says  hc» '  you  '11  have  a  bounty  \ 
the  District  will  give  you  twenty  dollars  for  stickin*  a 
knife  into  that  varmint.'  *  Well  thcn^  sure,'  said  I*  *  I 
wouldn't  ask  for  anything  betthcr  than  to  kill  one  eveiy 
day.  I  'd  put  up  over  my  door  what  the  barbers  do  in 
Dublin  —  '*  Another  fine  bear  slaughtered  !  " '  And  sure 
enough  I  got  the  money,  and  was  thanked  for  my  sar- 
viccs  to  boot." 


THE  IRISH   POST-BOY  (1835) 

rtbe  Irish  post-boy  we  are  not  presented  with  the 
white-jacketed,  silk-^tted,  top-booted,  and  bri{|^- 
spurred  gentleman  we  are  accustomed  to  in  England, » 
trim  as  bis  own  horses,  and  as  silent,  till  he  touches  hii 
hat  to  get  bis  fee  for  driving  tbem.  The  Irish  post- 
boy, on  the  contrary,  is  as  scanty  in  his  attire  as  he  is 
abundant  in  his  intelligence,  having  always  something 
to  tell  his  passenger  of  the  localities  they  pass  through, 
as  though  he  took  him  for  a  book-malcer  who  was  talcing 
notes  upon  the  way.  He  fulfils  a  double  function  — 
he  is  guide  as  well  as  driver,  and  his  humour  often  lies 
as  much  in  what  he  does  as  in  what  be  says.  He  will 
commence  something  in  this  fashion  :  — 

"  Do  you  see  that  house,  yer  honour,  yonder  ?  I  sup- 
pose you  know  that 's  Mr.  d'Arcy's."  "  Yes,  I  do.  Mr. 
d'Arcy  is  very  rich,  I  believe .' "  "  Well,  sir,  maybe  he 
is  and  maybe  he  is  n't."  "  Why,  I  thought  he  was  a 
man  of  fortune."  "  Well,  you  see,  he  was  puny  well 
off,  sir,  till  he  got  howld  of  the  property."  "  Till  he 
got  it !  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  "  Why,  sir,  when 
he  was  heir  to  the  property  he  had  great  expectations, 
and  so  on  the  strength  of  that,  you  see,  he  got  whatever 
money  he  wanted."  "  Well,  and  so  he  ought,  when  he 
was  heir  to  ^5000  a  year."  "  That 's  true,  yer  honour, 
that 's  true,  sir !  But  then,  you  'II  understand,  he  was 
heir  to  ;£'5000  a  year  that  was  spint."  "  Oh,  I  sec  !  " 
"  So  when  he  got  the  property,  of  coorsc  the  gintlcman 
was  ruined." 
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"Hillo!  take  care  —  you  were  nearly  in  the  ditch 
then."  "Never  fear,  sir;  it's  that  blackguard  mare  that 
is  alwayi  shyin' !  Hurnjp  !  "  "  How  close  her  ears 
are  cut."  "  Yis,  they  are,  sir  —  oh,  they  *re  close 
enough ;  but  nothing  will  cure  the  villain."  "  Cure  her ! 
How  do  you  mean  ? "  "  Why,  sir,  I  persaved  that, 
whenever  she  started,  she  always  cocked  her  ears  up,  so 
I  cut  them  ofT,  you  see,  to  make  her  lave  off  the  tiick 
of  startin' ;  but,  bad  luck  to  the  vagabone !  she's  just  as 
bad  as  ever." 

In  a  particularly  dangerous  part  of  the  road,  with  a 
precipice  on  one  side  of  you,  you  observe  the  post-boy 
keeps  casting  an  inquiring  glance  towards  his  vehicle. 
"What 's  the  matter?  "  you  inquire;  "riither  an  awk- 
ward bit  of  road  here."  "  Oh,  it 's  nothin',  sir ;  it 's  a 
grand  prospect."  "Yes  —  of  going  over.  Why,  it  is 
some  hundred  feet  to  the  bottom."  "  Well,  it  maybe 
—  but  look  at  the  prospect,  sir;  them  mountains  —  oh, 
they're  grand,  sir;  they  beat  the  world  for  d^nity. 
You  'd  never  see  their  likes  again,  if  you  was  to  go  over 
twenty  precipusses." 

After  many  other  tales  and  difficulties  you  reach  your 
journey's  end,  and  then  the  post-boy,  as  you  have  sur- 
mised, expects  a  good  gratuity.  You  give  him  what 
you  consider  to  be  a  handsome  reward  of  his  services, 
but  still  he  is  not  contented. 

"Sure,  your  honour,"  he  exclaims,  "wouldn't  mind 
another  shillin'  ? " 

"  No,"  you  reply,  "  I  think  I  'vc  paid  you  liberally." 

"  But  you  'II  consider  the  way  I  drove  you,  sir  ?  " 

"Not  a  pleasant  one,  by  any  means." 

"  And  the  p<iwcr  of  sturics  I  told  you  ?  " 

"Some  of  which  I  ha»c  hi-ard  before." 

"  Well,  then,  n:ivc  me  another  shillin',  sir,  and  I  'U  tell 
you  somcthin'  which  I  will  undeitjkc  to  say  you  never 
heard  before." 
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IT'S   MIGHTY   IMPROVIN' 

THE  Irish  peasantry  have  ulet  of  a  parabolic  char- 
acter,—  stories  which  by  means  of  loroe  itriking 
action  or  circumstance  set  fonh  a  heany  moral.  On 
hearing  such,  their  usual  phrase  is  —  '*  Oh,  it  ii  mighty 
improvin'."  And  that  too  is  what  Molly  Malone,  a 
worthy  washerwoman,  used  to  say  —  and  say  almost 
invariably  —  after  hearing  a  sermon  on  Sunday.  One 
day,  however,  her  clergyman,  who  was  not  quite  content 
with  this  generality,  spoke  to  her  respecting  his  discourse, 
and  Molly  suddenly  became  what  they  call  in  Ireland  a 
little  bothered.  Neveithcless,  she  got  out  of  her  diffi- 
culty with  one  of  those  parabolic  atuwers  which  are 
such  favourites  with  her  class,  and  which,  whilst  it 
completely  evaded  the  question,  satisfactorily  replied 
to  it. 

Rtv.    Well,  Molly,  you  liked  the  sermon,  you  say  ? 

Mel.  Oh  yes,  your  riverence  —  it  was  mighty  im- 
provin'. 

Rrv.    And  what  part  of  it  did  you  like  best .' 

Ahl.    Well,  sure,  sir,  I  liked  every  part. 

Rrv.  But  I  suppose  there  were  some  portions  of  it 
that  you  were  more  struck  with  than  you  were  with 
others  ^ 

Mol.  In  throth,  plasc  your  riverence,  I  don't  remem- 
ber any  part  exactly,  but  altogether  't  was  mighty  im- 
provin'. 

Rtv.  Now,  Molty,  how  could  it  be  improvii^  if  you 
don't  remember  any  part  of  it  f 
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DUBLIN   PORTERS,  CARMEN,  AND 

WAITERS 

ALL  these  have  characteristics  which  are  worthy  of 
a  moment's  noting.  We  land  at  Kingston  as 
her  Majesty's  mail  packet  is  made  fast  and  is  pouring 
forth  her  varied  crowd  of  passengers  on  the  jetty.  In- 
stantly we  have  a  swarm  of  porters  round  us,  some  with 
tickets  on  their  arms,  and  some  without  —  the  former 
the  legitimate  assistant  of  the  traveller ;  the  latter  the 
poacher,  who  lays  hand  on  any  stray  bird  he  can  catch. 
Between  these  contending  parties,  of  course,  an  active 
war  goes  on  —  the  one  grand  in  their  authority,  the  other 
adroit  in  their  devices.  An  example  strikes  us  instantly. 
A  man  without  ^  a  number "  is  walking  off  with  a 
passenger's  luggage.  ^^  Stop ! "  cries  out  a  ticket  man  ; 
^  you  have  no  business  with  that  jintleman.'*  ^^  No 
business !  "  exclaims  the  forager.  ^^  Well,  then,  sure 
it 's  a  pleasure  I  have  in  sarving  him."  ^^  Stop,  I  say  !  " 
shouts  his  antagonist ;  ^^  you  know  you  've  got  no  num- 
ber." "  No  number,  do  you  say  ?  —  but  I  have,  tho*. 
Sure  my  number  is  nine,  barrin'  a  tail  to  it." 

Next  you  are  laid  hold  of  by  a  crowd  of  carmen. 
"Here's  the  car,  your  honour  —  that's  the  beauty." 
"  Don't  bclave  him,"  cries  his  rival  ;  "  he  '11  break 
down,  sir.  Look  at  his  springs !  ain't  they  tied  up 
with  a  piece  of  rope?  "  "  Well,"  replies  the  first  one, 
"  we  *ll  go  the  faster  for  all  that  —  won't  we  have  the 
spring  ti(c)de  with  us  ?  "  The  traveller  is  laid  hold 
of  by  both  arms  and  pulled  about  in  all  directions,  while 
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half  of  his  luggage  is  on  one  car,  and  half  is  jerked  on 
the  other,  he  doubting  which  he  will  be  permitted  to  go 
upon  himself,  when  the  conflict  suddenly  subsides  into 
a  mysterious  consultation.  ^^  Done ! "  cries  one  of  the 
carmen ;  "  Done  ! "  says  the  other,  and  they  plunge 
their  hand  into  their  pockets. 

"  What  are  you  about  ?  "  shouts  the  bewildered  pas- 
senger. "  We  're  just  goin'  to  toss  for  you,  sir  ;  "  and 
they  literally  cry,  "  Heads  or  tails  ?  "  for  who  shall  have 
the  honour  of  his  honour's  company.  The  man  of  the 
broken  springs  loses  ;  but  with  infinite  good-humour  he 
transfers  the  luggage  to  the  car  of  the  winner,  helps  the 
traveller  to  his  seat,  —  when,  with  a  mischievous  twinkle 
in  his  eye,  he  says,  "  You  lost  me,  sir  "  (he  never  says, 
"  I  have  lost  you  ") .  "I'm  sorry  you  lost  me,  for  you 
won't  be  able  to  ate  your  breakfast  when  you  get  to 
your  howtell."  "  Why  not  ?  "  demands  the  traveller. 
"You  '11  get  such  a  jolting  with  them  strong  springs, 
sir,  they  '11  shake  every  tooth  out  of  your  head." 

Other  instances  are  related  of  the  humour  and  shrewd- 
ness of  these  gentry.  A  stranger  on  one  occasion  asked 
a  car-driver  to  set  him  down  at  a  certain  address  in 
Dublin,  which  was  only  round  an  adjacent  corner,  and 
when  Pat  had  brought  him  to  the  spot,  the  gentleman 
complained  of  it  as  an  imposition.  "  You  might  have 
pointed  out  the  place  to  me."  "  Pointed  it  out !  "  ex- 
claimed Pat.  "  Is  it  a  finger-post  you  'd  make  of  me  ? 
Sure,  then,  you  might  have  paid  me  for  my  pointing, 
and  left  me  where  you  found  me."  —  To  return,  how- 
ever, to  our  traveller.  He  is  driven  to  an  hotel,  and 
despite  the  prediction  of  the  rival  car-driver,  he  retains 
his  powers  of  mastication,  and  readily  calls  for  breakfast. 
Here  another  national  characteristic  comes  out  in  the 
person  of  the  waiter.  He  does  not  move  about  like 
other  waiters,  formal  and  smooth  as  his  own  napkin, 
absorbed  in  the  point  of  what  you  '11  take  next,  and  only 
muttering  the  "  Yes,  sir,"  or  "  No,  sir,"  of  a   London 
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place  of  enteruinment.  He  gives  you  politics  with  the 
hot  water,  and  flattery  with  the  buttered  rolls. 

"  You  look  wonderful  well,  sir,  after  the  say-sickness. 
Some  gentlemen  looks  as  yellow  as  lemons,  and  maybe 
twice  as  sour.  Do  you  like  green  or  black  tay,  sir  ? 
They  say  the  tays  will  rise,  sir,  since  the  French  went 
to  war  with  Moroca.  Great  meeting  to-day  in  Dublin, 
sir.  I  suppose  you  arc  going  to  attind  it ;  perhaps  you 
mane  to  spake,  sir."  "No,  indeed  I  don't."  "Oh, 
I  'm  sorry  for  that  -^  you  've  such  a  spaking  face,  sir." 
"  Have  you  any  soda-water  f  "  "  We  have,  sir."  "  Is 
it  good?"  "'Pon  my  honour,  I  don't  know,  sir  —  I 
never  dhrink  it  myself." 

The  wonderful  composure  of  some  of  these  persons, 
though  sometimes  very  irritating,  is  certainly  very  laugh- 
able. I  once  learnt  what  was  the  judicious  rule  of  a 
Galway  waiter  for  taking  liberties.  I  bad  left  my  note- 
book on  my  breakfast  table  while  I  went  for  some  let- 
ters that  were  in  my  bedroom,  and  on  my  return  I  saw 
this  person^e  quietly  inspecting  my  private  records. 
On  my  reproving  with  some  emphasis  the  impertinence 
he  had  been  guilty  of,  he  answered  with  the  greatest 
calmness  —  "Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir;  1  did  not 
think  you  were  in  the  room,  or  I  would  n't  have  thought 
of  doing  it."  — Their  excuses  for  table  deficiencies  are  at 
times  diverting  enough.  "  Bring  me  a  hot  plate, waiter  1 
—  the  beef  is  good,  but  the  plates  are  cold."  "  The  hot 
plates  is  not  come  in  yet,  sir."  "Well,  get  them  in, 
sir."  "  I  mane,  sir,  they  are  not  in  saisun  :  hot  plates 
comes  in  in  October  and  goes  out  in  May."  —  On  an- 
other occasion  a  man  asks  for  currant  jelly  to  his  haunch 
of  mutton.  "  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,  the  jelly  is  gone; 
but  I  can  get  you  some  beautiful  lobster  sauce." 
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PADDY  AT  SEA 

IT  has  been  the  ^shion  to  consider  the  Irishman 
rather  as  a  soldier  than  a  sailor,  and  yet  the  sea 
seems  to  offer  something  congenial  to  the  Hibernian 
spirit.  Its  dark  depths  —  its  flashes  of  light  —  its  terri- 
ble energjr  -*-  its  sportive  spray  —  its  striking  alto-nations 
of  frowning  storm  and  smiling  calm  —  reflect  the  Irish- 
man so  vividly,  that  one  would  think  it  his  peculiar 
element. 

Many,  however,  have  denied  this,  and  have  even  gone 
so  far  as  to  say  that  the  Irish  make  bad  sailors,  though 
one  of  England's  greatest  admirals.  Nelson's  co-mate, 
the  noble  Collingwood,  bears  direct  testimony  to  the  con- 
trary. In  one  of  his  letters  to  an  officer  who  superin- 
tended the  manning  of  his  ships,  he  says  —  "  Do  not 
send  me  any  lubbers  ;  but,  if  you  can,  get  me  some 
more  of  those  Irish  lads  you  sent  me  —  they  were  all 
fine  fellows,  and  are  now  top-men,  eveiy  one  of  them." 
The  Irish  have  a  right  by  national  descent  to  be  good 
sailors.  The  Phoenicians,  I  need  not  say,  were  the 
great  seamen  of  antiquity,  and  that  the  Irish  may  claim 
them  as  progenitors  is  a  fact  that  has  been  long  es- 
tablished. The  Irish  buildings,  arms,  and  language  are 
all  among  its  clearest  evidences. 

Pat's  fitness  for  the  sea  might  further  be  illustrated 
by  the  well-known  skill  and  courage  of  the  numerous 
fishermen  and  pilots  who  toil  around  his  rocky  shores,  and 
pursue  their  avocations  in  the  most  tempestuous  and  dan- 
gerous weather.    I  am  tempted,  however,  at  this  moment, 

270 


Irish  Sketches 

rather  to  fall  in  with  the  popular  notion,  and  recount  the 
experience  of  an  honest  Irishman  whose  sympathies,  as 
will  be  seen,  lay  more  with  the  land  than  with  the  water, 
and  whose  extreme  innocence  of  the  latter  resembled 
that  of  a  peasant,  who  was  observed  crossing  a  ferry 
constantly,  without  any  apparent  object ;  and,  on  being 
asked  the  reason,  said  he  was  shortly  going  to  emigrate, 
and  so  took  the  ferry  every  morning  "just  to  practise 
the  say-sickness." 

Jimmy  Hoy  was  a  County  Cork  boy,  who  made  one 
in  the  great  exodus  that  was  occasioned  by  the  famine. 
Jimmy  was  not  ashamed  of  his  name  —  he  boasted  that 
it  was  **  always  ould  and  respectable ;  "  that  there  "  was 
cows  in  the  family  wanst ;  "  "  and  that  a  pig  was  niver 
a  stranger  to  them,  nor  a  rasher  of  bacon  at  Aistbcr." 
Misfortune,  however,  had  ground  ihcm  down,  as  it  had 
done  a  thousand  others,  to  indigence,  leaving  at  last 
only  Jimmy  and  his  old  mother  in  existence  ;  and  when 
he  found  that  existence  was  daily  a  harder  thing  to  sup- 
port, he  turned  his  face  to  the  west,  and  induced  his 
mother,  whom  he  loved  with  true  Irish  warmth,  to  ac- 
company him.  Accordingly,  selling  off  all  they  pos- 
sessed, and  making  the  best  of  their  way  to  Cork,  where 
a  fleet  of  emigrant  ships  were  loading,  it  so  happened 
that  in  the  hurry  and  excitement  of  the  time,  and  amidst 
the  crowd  of  people  they  encounicred,  they  unluckily 
got  separated,  and  went  on  board  of  different  vessels  — 
>  an  error  that  Jimmy  only  discovered  when  his  own  had 
hoisted  anchor  and  was  standing  out  to  sea.  From  this 
point  it  will  be  best  to  allow  our  friend  lo  speak  for 
himself. 

"So  I  scrambled,  you  sec,  on  boord,  and  tht-  minit 
my  fut  was  under  me — '  [s  mv  m<iihcr  hcrt-  '  '  says  I. 
With  that  a  scowlin-  fellow  ilni  was  haulin'  in  a  rope 
that  samed  to  have  no  end  (<>  it,  turns  to  me  and  tells  me 
I  might  go  to  —  well,  I  won't  sav  where.  'Not  before 
you,  sir,'  says  I ;  *  after  you  is  manners,'  making  him  a 
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bow ;  and  so  I  cries  out  and  again,  ^Plase,  is  mj  modier 
here  aboord  of  ye  ? '  and  then  as  no  one  chose  to  answer 
me  I  ran  about  to. look  for  her,  on  all  the  flares  tfaejr 
call  the  decks,  though  the  people  stood  as  thick  as  a 
drove  of  cattle  in  an  sdley,  and  scrougii^  and  roaring  like 
that  same,  and  I  M  to  squaze  myself  betwixt  'em  from 
one  flure  to  another ;  but  not  a  squint  of  her  could  I 
ketch,  sir,  nor  of  any  one  as  know'd  her,  —  and  so  at 
last,  when  I  kem  back  again,  and  was  tearin'  round  the 
upper  flure,  plump  I  runs  into  the  stomach  of  a  grand 
burly  man  at  the  back,  with  a  red  face  and  a  big  nose, 
and  a  gowld  band  about  his  cap  —  and  who  should  he  be 
but  the  Capt'n. 

^  <  Who  the  d — 1  are  you  ? '  says  he,  pumping  up  all 
the  brath  I  had  left  him.  ^  I  axes  your  honour's  par^,' 
says  I ;  ^  my  name  is  Jimmy  Hoy,  and  I  was  looking  for 
my  mother.' 

"  *  And  did  you  take  me  for  your  mother,  you  omad- 
haun  ? '  says  he.  *  Oh,  not  a  bit/  says  I,  '  sir ;  for  if  I 
had,  you  *d  have  found  it  out  —  you  'd  have  got  a  hug 
that  would  have  set  you  scraming.  And  so  now,  per- 
haps, you  '11  tell  me,  sir,  if  my  mother  is  aboord  of  ye  ? ' 

**  *  How  should  I  know  ? '  he  roars  out,  for  now  his 
brath  was  coming  back,  and  he  was  lookin'  mighty 
fierce.  '  And  what  brings  you  here  at  all,  you  lubberly 
son  of  a  sea-calf  ? '  '  Sure,  sir,'  says  I,  *  I  —  I  'm  going 
to  Ameriky ;  and  as  to  my  father,  you  're  mistaken  — 
he  was  no  say-baste  at  all,  but  Dennis  Hoy,  a  County 
Cork  man,  and  — ' 

"  *  I  don't  remember  you,'  says  he ;  '  you  have  n't 
paid  your  passage.'  '  Axing  your  pardon,'  says  I, '  but  I 
have,  tho'.  I  paid  it  an  hour  ago,  on  shore,  sir.'  ^  But 
you  did  n't  pay  it  to  me,'  says  he.  *  Why,  of  coorse 
not,'  says  I,  *  sir.  You  would  n't  have  me  pay  it  twice, 
would  you  ? ' 

" '  Well,  if  you  have  n't  paid  it  to  me,*  says  he,  *  you 
have  n't  paid  it  at  all ;  so  hand  out  your  money,  if  you  're 
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going  to  make  the  voyage  in  this  ship/  ^  By  my  faith, 
sir,'  I  said,  ^  I  can't,  —  and,  saving  your  presence,  if  I 
could  I  would  n't,  seein'  I  've  done  that  same  already. 
But,  sure,  I  don't  want  to  be  intruding ;  if  I  've  got  into 
the  wrong  ship,  you  've  only  got  to  stop  her  till  you  put 
me  aboord  of  the  right  one.' 

**  *  Well,  that 's  a  capital  joke,'  says  he.  *  Oh,  it 's 
not  joking  that  I  am,'  says  I,  ^  for  I  'm  only  axin' 
you  what 's  fair,  sir  —  for  then,  you  see,  I  'd  find  my 
mother,  and  my  mind  would  be  at  aise.' 

^^  ^  You  and  your  mother  may  go  to  Chiny,'  the 
Capt'n  bellows  out  —  growing  as  red  as  any  turkey-cock, 
and  stamping  his  fut  upon  the  flure  till  you  'd  have 
thought  he  'd  drive  it  through  it.  ^  Axin'  your  pardon 
again,'  says  I,  ^  sir,  we  're  goin'  to  Ameriky,  —  and  as 
for  Chiny,  all  I  know  about  it  is  what  I  've  seen  upon  a 
plate,  and  — ' 

^  ^  Howld  your  jaw,'  says  he,  ^  you  vagabone,  and  pay 
your  passige  money  at  wanst.'  ^  I  paid  it  wanst,'  says  I, 
^  sir,  and  I  'd  want  a  pocket  as  big  as  your  ship  to  go  on 
paying  it  for  iver.' 

^  ^  You  swindlin'  Irish  scamp ! '  says  he,  ^  don't  pro- 
voke me,  or  I  will  be  the  death  of  you  ; '  and  then  all 
of  a  sudden  he  got  quiet  —  oh,  so  terrible  quiet,  sir,  and 
with  such  a  hard  look  about  his  eyes  that,  to  say  the 
truth,  he  frekened  me.  ^  See  now,  my  buck,'  says  he, 
—  ^  since  you  can't  pay  your  passige,  you  shall  work 
your  passige.'  *  Work  it,  sir  ? '  says  I.  *  Oh,  I  would, 
and  willin*,  —  if  I  only  knowcd  the  way.'  *  Oh,'  says 
he,  with  a  wicked  wink  at  me,  ^  we  '11  soon  tache  you 
that ;  we  *ve  a  turn  here  for  instructhin'  people  that 
want  to  get  their  voyajj^e  for  nothin*.'  And  with  that  he 
put  his  hand  to  the  side  of  his  mouth,  and  give  a  whistle 
that  would  split  a  flag,  and  up  runs  to  him  a  hairy  villin 
that  was  enough  to  scare  a  herd  of  oxen,  if  he  'd  come 
upon  'cm  onawarcs. 

^  ^  Tare-all,'  says  he,  ^  just  take  this  chap  in  hand  and 
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tache  him  how  ro  work  his  passige.  Don't  spare  him  — 
do  you  hear  now  ? '  '  Aye,  aye,  sir,'  growled  out  Tare- 
all,  giving  me  a  nod,  and  howMing  up  his  finger  as  much 
as  to  say  —  'You  '11  come  this  way.' 

'^  And  so  after  him  1  wint,  sir ;  and  sad  enough,  as 
you  may  suppose  —  not  thinking  of  myself,  but  what 
had  become  of  my  pix 
to  learn  how  I  was  to  ' 

throtb,  sir,  it  was  the  hing  1  'd  ever  had  to  larn 

as  yet.      Were  you  ev.  J  a  ship,  sir  ?  ^Oh,  then 

sure  it  must  have  be  'ou  to  hear  the  puzztin' 

names  they  've  got  thi  on't  they  always  make  a 

woman  of  her  ?     A  si  she  '  sir,  you  will  rcmim- 

ber,  —  and  don't  they  it  her  tvaisi  to  you  —  and, 

by  my  faith,  it  's  not  a  su. —  .-ne  —  and  tell  you  some- 
times '  she  's  in  stays,'  too,  tho'  I  can't  say  I  ever  seen 
'em.  Thoui;h,  to  be  sure,  they  say  besides  that  she's 
often  mighty  hard  to  manage  —  and  that 's  like  a  woman 

"  Then  see  the  names  they  give  to  a  rope,  sir.  First 
it  is  a  hawser  i  then  it 's  a  painter  — though  what  it 
paints  I  never  knowed,  sir;  then  it's  a  ratilin,  —  but 
that  it 's  always  doin'  ;  and  then  it 's  the  shrouds,  — 
which  manes,  I  suppose,  that  the  poor  passengers  alwavs 
get  into  them  when  the  ship  is  going  to  the  bottom.  At 
the  same  time  thcv  're  alwavs  agraable  to  tachc  vou  what 
it's  made  of — they  '11  give  vou  a  taste  of  a  rope's  end 
a  good  deal  sooner  than  a  glass  of  whisky.  And  what 
is  it  like?  perhaps  you'll  ask.  Work  vour  passige 
out  to  Ameriky,  and  you  '1!  learn  it  fast  enough. 
They  're  so  iy;norant  thev  don't  know  their  right  hand 
from  thfir  kit.  It  's  all  starboord  or  larboord  with 
them,  thdUL^h,  bv  mv  throth,  as  even'  night  I  'd  got  to 
slape  upun  the  flure,  I  found  it  mighty  hard  boord. 

"  The  sailors,  vou  see,  are  snug  enough.  They  've 
got  what  thcv  call  their  hammicks  —  little  beds  tied 
up  to  hooks  that  they  swing  about  in  at  their  aise;  and 
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it  was  after  I  'd  been  looking  at  them  for  a  night  or 
two  in  the  deepest  admiration,  that  I  says  to  myself, 
says  I,  ^  Why  would  n't  I  be  making  a  little  hammick 
for  myself,  to  take  a  swing  in  like  the  rest,  and  not  be 
lying  here  on  the  bare  boords  like  a  dumb  baste  in  an 
outhouse  ? '  And  so  the  next  day,  looking  round  me, 
what  should  I  see  but  a  hape  of  canvas  that  no  one 
seemed  to  care  about ;  so  I  cut  out  of  it  a  yard  or  two 
just  to  make  the  bed  I  wanted,  and  that  done,  says  I, 
^  Jimmy  Hoy,  you  '11  slape  to-night  as  snug  as  a  cat  in 
a  blanket,  any  how,'  —  but  I  did  n't  for  all  that. 

^  I  had  n't  turned  in  half  an  hour  when  one  of  the 
crew  crapes  up  to  me  —  Bob  Hobbs,  sir,  was  his  name, 
—  and  says  he  to  me,  ^  Jimmy  Hoy,'  says  he,  ^  it 's 
mortial  tired  I  am  with  my  day's  work,  and  the  night 
before ;  not  a  wink  of  slape  I  've  had,'  says  he,  ^  for 
this  blessed  eight-and-forty  hours,  so  be  a  good  fellow, 
Jimmy,  now,  and  take  my  dooty  for  to-night.'  Well, 
not  liking  to  be  ill-natured,  though  I  did  n't  care  much 
for  the  fellow,  I  tould  him  that  I  would,  and  so  I  slips 
out  of  my  new  bed,  and  mighty  quick,  sir,  he  slips  into 
it,  and  up  I  goes  on  deck,  to  take  his  place  on  the 
look-out. 

**  And  thin  ther  kem  on  such  a  night,  sir,  —  oh, 
murther!  you'd  have  thought  the  divil  himself  was  out 
at  say,  and  was  taking  his  divarshun — blowin',  hailin', 
and  rainin'  for  six  mortial  hours  and  more  —  and 
pitchin'  the  oushen  up  into  the  sky,  as  if  he  was  makin' 
haycocks.  I  thought  the  poor  ship  would  have  gone 
crazy.  She  jumped  and  rowlcd  about  as  if  her  thratc- 
ment  was  past  endoorln'.  Sure,  if  I  had  bargained  for 
a  bad  night  I  could  n't  have  got  a  bctther.  Well,  sir, 
the  mornin'  kem  at  last,  and  found  me  as  well  pickled 
as  any  herrin'  in  Cork  harbour,  and  I  was  crawlin*  oiF 
to  my  hammick,  just  to  get  a  little  slape  and  dr\'  my- 
self, when  up  comes  the  Capt'n  in  a  tearin'  rage,  and 
says  he  — 
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*'  *  You  're  a  pretty  blackguard,  ain't  you  now  ? ' 
*  Not  to  my  knowledge,  sir,'  says  I.  'Your  knowl- 
edge, indeed,  you  vagabone !  '  '  Why,  what  is  it  I 
done  f  '  says  I.  '  Done  ? "  says  he, '  you  villin  —  when 
you  're  upsettin'  the  ship's  discipline  !  You  took  Bob 
Hobb's  watch  last  night.' 


"'Tuk  what 
munher,  Capt'n  ! '  s 
boy  of  his  charakter 
says  he.  ^  But  I  did 
Bob  Hobb's  watch,  m 
or  woman  aythcr.  I 
for  I  was  rared  in  t; 
sidered  in  my  schoolin 
for  Bob  H.)bhs  tould  me  j, 
watch  in  Cork  before  he  e 


'  His  watch,  sir.*  »Oh, 
Would  you  rob  a  poor 
say  you  did,  you  rascal,' 
,'  says  1.  '  I  never  took 
atch  of  any  other  man  — 
scorn  the  diny  action  — 
trinciples,  and  't  was  cod- 
c  be  token,  sir,  I  could  n't, 
..^slf  that  he  had  pawned  his 
cr  kern  aboord.' 


'"  You  stupid  rascal  !  '  he  cried  out, '  don't  you  know 
the  manin'  of  what  1  say  to  you  ?  but  I'll  make  you 
understand  me  presently  —  if  you  've  got  no  brains, 
you  'vc  got  a  back.'  And  what  do  you  chink  he  meant 
by  that,  sir  ?  The  ould  tiger  was  goin'  to  flog  me  — 
but,  luckily  for  me,  you  see  the  storm  was  gcttin'  worse. 


One  of  the  sa 

ih    V. 

■as  s 

plit    in   hah 

.'cs,  and  another  was 

torn   away   enc 

irclv  ; 

;    so 

the    Capt'i 

n,  divil    thank 

him  ! 

had  to  think   i 

ibout 

the 

ship,  and 

not   to   be    ind 

lulgin' 

his  dirty  vingea 

,nce 

upon 

,    mc.      So 

he  roars  out   n 

lighiv 

loud,  'Set  the  : 

storm 

,  j,b 

there  !  '  ai 

id  half  the  ere 

w  run 

up  the  riggin' 

as  qi 

jick 

as   a  crowd  of  monkeys. 

when 

-whisteroo!^ 

uld 

you    belave 

it,  sir  ?  bv  the 

book 

in  my   pocket, 

if  that   s 

ame  jib  w; 

isn't  the  yery 

piece 

of  canvas   that 

I    c 

■Ut      1 

the    two     y: 

ards    out    of,  j 

ist    to 

make   myself  a 

t-cd, 

—  ; 

ind  the  mil 

iiit  the  Capt'n 

spied 

it  he  roars   out 

agu 

I    like  thunder. 

'  Who  the  d- 

-1  cut 

out  that  ? ' 

" '  'T  was  1, 

of  it.' 

"'Give  him 

sir,' 

say! 

5    I,    '  but    I 

only  luk  two 

yards 

a  dozen 

'  says  the  Capt'n, 
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"  *  Thank  jrou,  fir,'  uyi  I,  '  but  the  two  is  quite 
enough  for  me.' 

"  And  what  do  you  think  the  villin  meant  by  givin' 
me  a  dozen  ?  —  it  wai  laihet  that  he  meant,  sir.  Not 
contint  with  the  rope's  end  1  'd  had  already  —  though 
there  was  no  end  to  it  at  all  —  be  towled  the  hands  to 
by  howld  on  me,  and  tic  me  to  the  mast,  —  but  before 
the  miscreant  could  plazc  binuelf,  there  kem  a  thunderin' 
crack  right  overhead,  and  down  kern  hapes  of  sticks  and 
canvas  —  and  the  Capt'n  bellows  out  agin,  *■  CUre  the 
wrack  !  clare  the  wrack  !  — we'll  sarve  this  lubber  out 
directly.' 

"  Well,  t  was  willin'  to  wait,  fir —  and  sure  they  'd 
enoi^h  to  do.  I  thought  at  first  it  was  all  over  with  us, 
and  the  ship  would  be  capitzin'  —  and  they  had  scarcely 
got  her  to  rights  a  bit,  and  my  mind  was  gettii^  aisy, 
when  I  h'ard  a  voice  callin'  in  the  disunce,  '■  Jip  a  Hoy  \ 
Jim  a  Hoy ! '  and  1  was  lost  in  wonder  entirely  — '  for 
who  knows  me,'  says  I,  '■  or  cares  for  roe,  in  the  middle 
of  the  great  Atlantic  oushcn  1  ts  it  guardian  angels  that 's 
taking  pity  on  me,  and  coming  here  to  save  me  from  a 
lashing }'  So  I  tried  hard  to  loose  myself,  and  looking 
round,  what  did  I  see  but  a  ship  tailing  towards  us,  and 
the  voice  that  know'd  me  kem'd  from  that,  and  I  h'ard 
it  cry  again  —  *Jip  a  Hoy!  Jim  a  Hoy!'  '  Here  I 
am,'  says  I ;  *  here  's  the  man  you  're  wandn'.' 

" '  Howld  your  jaw  ! '  says  the  Capt'n.  *  Why,  is  n't 
it  me  they  're  spakin'  to  f '  says  I  — '  and  is  n't  it  civil 
in  mc  to  answer  'em  ?  Is  my  mother  got  aboord  of 
ye  ? '  *■  Bad  luck  to  you  and  your  mother !  will  you  be 
quiet  ? '  says  the  Capt'n.  *  No,  I  won't,'  says  I. 
*  Why  would  n't  I  answer  when  I  'm  spoke  to  ? '  And 
with  that  the  voice  kcm  again  —  'Jip  a  Hoy  !  Jim  a 
Hoy ! '  '  Here  I  am,*  says  I  agin  —  'any  news,  plazc, 
of  my  mother  ? ' 

"  And  with  that  the  Capt'n  took  a  spakin'  trumpet 

just  to  put  me  down,  sir  —  to  kape  me  from  bcin'  h'ard  \ 
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oh,  I  could  see  that  pkin  enoii^—- to  I  losred  out 
louder  than  ever,  ^Here's  the  man  you're  waotin'}' 
but  the  trumpet  give  him  die  advantage  of  ne.  I 
could  n't  make  out  what  he  said  at  fim,  it  was  sock 
a  beUowing  he  kep  upi  but  at  last  I  fa'ard  him  roar, 
^  Carried  away  fore-jrard/ 

«««Don*t  be  teUiV  lies  of  me,'  says  I;  «it's  oi^ 
two  yaids  that  I  tuk.  Just  now  you  said  I  tuk  a  watch, 
and  now  it 's  four  yards  I  've  been  staling.  Oh,  Capt'n, 
but  it 's  cruel  of  you  to  ruin  my  charakter  as  you  're 
doing,  and  in  hearin'  of  the  ship  too — and  my  mother 
perhaps  aboord  of  her.' 

^And  then  the  voice  kern  from  the  shq>  a^n — 
*  Where  arc  ye  bound  to?' 

^  ^  I  'm  bound  to  the  mast,'  says  I,  ^  and  the  C^pt'n 
is  going  to  murther  me.' 

**  *  Will  you  howld  your  tongue,  you  rascal  ?  '  says  the 
Capt'n,  looicing  pistols  at  me.  ^  No,  I  won't,'  says  I ; 
^  I  Ml  expose  you  to  the  whole  world  for  the  shameful  way 
you  're  thrating  me.' 

"  Well,  we  soon  lost  sight  of  the  ship ;  but  the  storm 
was  as  bad  as  iver,  and  only  one  good  kem  of  it  —  they 
were  too  busy  with  the  danger  to  be  amusin'  themselves 
with  me.  So  I  got  myself  loose  at  last,  —  and  then, 
seeing  what  a  way  they  were  in,  I  had  n't  the  heart  to 
desart  them,  notwithstandin'  my  bad  usage.  ^  No,'  says 
I,  ^  I  '11  be  ginerous,  and  stand  by  them  like  a  man.'  So 
I  goes  up  to  the  Capt*n,  and  overlookin'  all  he  'd  done, 
says  I  to  him,  quite  kindly,  ^  Capt'n,  is  there  anythin'  I 
can  do  for  you  ? ' 

^^  ^  Kape  out  of  my  way,  you  vagabone,  or  I  shall  be 
tempted  to  do  for  you ! '  says  he.  And  with  that  he 
made  a  kick  at  me  as  bad  as  a  horse  stung  in  a  sand-pit ; 
but  I  made  allowance  for  the  throuble  he  was  in,  and 
did  n't  mind  his  timper. 

^^  All  this  time  I  h'ard  the  sailors  saying  something 
about  the  anchor,  and  at  last  the  Capt'n  was  struck  with 
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a  notion^  and  thoutt  out  to  them  about  me,  *  Where 's 
the  best  bower  f ' 

**■  *  Here  he  it,*  tayi  I,  <  tir,'  ninning  up  to  him  igin, 
and  making  a  low  bow  at  the  tame  time.  '  I  'm  the 
best  Bower  on  boord,  sir,  for  my  mother,  when  t  wai  at 
school,  paid  tuppence  a  week  extra  to  have  me  Uught 


"  *  I  wish  your  neck  was  broke,*  said  he, '  you  vaga- 
bonc ! '  making  another  terrible  kick  at  me  in  return  for 
all  my  kindness  to  him ;  and  then  kem  up  the  Bos'n, 
and  the  Capt'n  says  to  him,  says  he,  '  Have  you  let  go 
now  I '  ^  Aye,  aye,  sir,'  answers  Haircy-face,  —  and  I 
may  just  make  the  remark  that 's  all  he  ever  did  axuwcr, 
the  whole  way  acrost  the  ouihcn. 

"*Thcn,  I  think,'  says  the  Capt'n,  *  we  may  dcpind 
on  the  best  bower.'  *  Oh,  you  may  do  that,'  says  I, 
'  sir  i  you  may  dcpind  on  me  with  sartainty  ! '  *  Take 
that  fellow  out  of  my  sight,'  said  he,  ^  if  you  don't  want 
me  to  murder  him;'  lo  at  that  I  walks  away  with 
Hairey-face  to  the  other  end  of  the  ship,  where  I  hear 
the  sailors  saying  *  the  anchor  was  coming  home,'  and 
that  the  Capt'n  oi^ht  to  know  it. 

**  *  He  oi^ht,  you  say,'  says  I ;  *  then  of  coorse  I  'II 
go  and  tell  him,  if  it 's  only  to  show  him  I  bear  no 
malice,  and  I  'm  still  willin'  to  be  useful.'  Upon  which 
I  runs  back  to  him  and  says  I,  '  Capt'n,  the  anchor  's 
coming  home.' 

**  *  Tunder  and  ouns  \ '  says  he. 

"*  Don't  be  angry,  Capt'n,'  says  I,  —  *  small  blame 
to  it  for  comin'  home  on  such  a  night  as  this.  Who  'd 
stay  out,  sir,  that  could  help  ic .' ' 

"  Upon  which  Hairey-face  runs  up,  and  the  Capt'n 
then  cries  out  to  him,  '  li  this  thrue  I  hear  — is  the  an- 
chor comity  home  ? ' 

" '  Aye,  aye,  sir,"  growls  out  Hairey-face. 

''^Thcn  we  must  cut  and  run,'  says  he;  *but   we 
must  try  and  save  the  anchor,  so  throw  over  the  buoy.' 
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^^  Well,  now,  I  must  just  stop  to  tell  you  that  of  all 
the  mischievous  little  blackguards  that  ever  desanred 
drowning,  the  cabin-boy  was  him,  sir.  And  so,  still 
wishing  to  be  useful,  notwithstanding  all  their  bad  thrate- 
ment  of  me,  I  ran  oiF  to  ketch  the  villin ;  but  the  little 
vagabone  was  so  nimble,  I  could  n't  at  all  lay  howld  of 
him ;  howsomedever,  under  the  sarcumstances,  I  did  the 
best  I  could,  and  then  I  ran  back  to  the  Capt'n. 

"  *  Is  the  buoy  overboard  ?  *  says  he. 

"  *  Faith,  then,  I  am  sorry  to  say,'  says  I,  *  Capt'n,  the 
boy 's  not  overboord,  for  the  young  d — 1  run  so  fast  I 
could  n*t  clap  a  hand  on  him,  but  the  next  best  thing  to 
be  done,  I  did.  I  threw  over  the  black  cook  —  and  that 
will  lighten  the  ship  beautifully.' 

"  *  Threw  overboard  the  cook,  you  murderin'  villin  ! ' 
roared  the  Capt'n.  *  You  've  saved  me  the  job  of  doing 
it ;  you  '11  be  hanged,  thank  heaven,  at  last.' 

"  But  hanged  I  was  n't,  I  beg  to  say,  for,  in  the  con- 
fusion of  the  night,  it  was  a  big  tar  barrel  I  threw  over- 
boord instid  of  the  black  cook,  that  same  being  much 
of  his  own  size  and  colour. 

"  Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  sir,  in  spite  of  the 
storm  and  all  our  danger,  we  got  to  Ameriky  at  last, 
when  the  Capt'n  felt  so  happy,  that  he  gave  up  his  any- 
mosity  and  the  vingeance  he  vowed  aginst  me,  and  only 
laughed  at  the  mistakes  I  'd  made  in  turn  in'  my  hand  to 
the  Say  sarvice.  And,  what 's  more,  when  we  reached 
New  York,  sir,  who  should  I  find  but  my  ould  mother, 
that  had  got  in  a  week  before  me,  in  the  ship  I  ought  to 
have  come  in,  and  that  had  had  no  storm  at  all — but 
mine  's  the  bad  luck  of  the  Hoys,  sir.  And  so,  when  I 
was  on  dhry  land  agin,  I  took  a  solemn  oath,  sir,  that 
I  'd  niver  work  my  passage  any  more  across  the  Atlantic ; 
and,  by  my  sowl,  if  you  're  a  wise  man,  I  think  you  '11  do 
the  same." 
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THE  STORIES  OF  SAMUEL  LOVER, 
the  distinguished  Irish  writer,  and  his  novels 
of  "  Handy  Andy,"  "  Roiy  O'More,"  and  ^  He 
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acknowledged.  The  Dublin  Monitor  styled  it  "the  best 
story  of  the  day,  full  of  frolic,  genuine  fun,  and  exquisite 
touches  of  Irish  humor.**  And  of  "Treasure  Trove," 
afterwards  published  under  the  title  of  "He  would  be  a 
Gentleman,"  The  London  Monthly  Review  said,  *'A11 
Mr.  Lover's  art,  and  humor,  and  purely  natural  pathos 
are  here  brought  into  full  play." 
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crushed  morocco^  gilt  topy  ^Ip'jo, 
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